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To our readers 

Telling Stories 

A publication can shape an entire organization. 
Twenty years ago, the Island Institute's 
founders made what must have seemed a dar

ing decision: produce a four-color annual magazine, 
handsomely designed and expensively printed that 
would explore, explain and celebrate the remarkable 
culture of Maine's islands. Island Journal, they reasoned, 
would be a meeting place for ideas, a forum for discus
sions, a venue for poetry and literature, a showcase for 
photography and the visual arts. The high quality of its 
content and design would attract attention (as new 
publications must to survive) and set the then-tiny 
Institute on a course for the future. Publishing that first 
Journal required more than half of the new organiza
tion's annual budget. 

Island Journal, like the Island Institute itself, repre
sented a new way of thinking about the isolated com
munities that stretch along the Maine coast. This new 
frame of mind was island-centered, for one thing: it 
took into account the wishes, traditions, feelings and 

beliefs of islanders. It questioned the wisdom of state 
policies that discriminated against island communities. 
It took seriously the natural resources on which islands 
depend; it considered the populated islands, at least, as 
human communities where people mattered at least as 
much as the rest of Creation. 

Island Journal is a storytelling enterprise. From the 
start its contributors and editors have sought to illumi
nate island life through the eyes of those who live it. 
Their stories were (and are) the very essence of what 
this publication and the Island Institute itself have 
sought to celebrate and enhance. 

Twenty years on, we believe more firmly than ever 
in the importance of islanders, their communities and 
their stories. If Island Journal has been successful, it is 
because it has enabled them to share their stories with 
the wider world. 

The Editors 
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Of all those who lived and died on the Maine coast 

since the last issue of Island Journal, 
three individuals stand out 

for their great contributions to the Maine islands. 

Edward A. Myers, 1917-2002 

ED MYERS was best known for his " 
accomplishments in shellfish aquaculture, 
but he really should be remembered as a 

E .;: 

t 
0 

0: 
mathematician. Numbers were a sharp 
tool that he used with great precision. -5 
"There are 6,000 regular Maine lobster- O ;:;-
fisherpeople with 500 traps each, total ~ 

3 n1illion traps," he ,vrote in a Working 8 
Waterfront column late in 1998. " ... 90 Ann C. Pingree, 1931-2003 
million trap hauls for half a pound a trap, 
total 45 million pounds @ $3 a pound = 

$135,000,000, and using 1,636,363 bushels 
of bait (which will average $15/bu if the 
herring doesn't show)-$25,545,400 for 
bait, and on 90 haul days $14,256,000 
for fuel. So that's the fishery." 

You can't sum up a whole economic 
sector more succinctly than that. Ed 
stretched our brains with such exercises 
for years, forcing us to think in new, 
disciplined, wonderful and sometimes 
strange ways. 

ANN PINGREE was a sailor and 
a longtime summer resident of orth 
Haven. She and her husband, Charlie 
Pingree, Sr., were among the first Found
ing Members of the Island Institute. From 
her porch at Iron Point overlooking the 
Fox Island Thorofare, Ann observed the 
comings and going of yachts along the 
archipelago with a sharp eye and a wry 
sense of humor. Of all that could be said 
of her life, she held the island communi
ties she knew close in her heart. And like 
the Thorofare off her porch, her quiet 
waters ran deep. 

Emily L. Muir; 1904-2003 

EMILY MU IR was an artist and 
designer of houses, a peace activist, an 
early environmentalist who understood 
the true worth of islands. "If peace is a 
dream, war is a nightmare, and I have no 
intention of keeping still," she wrote The 
Time of My Life, the autobiography she 
completed last year at the age of 98. 
Emily Muir distinguished herself as 
an artist in paint, stained glass, mosaic 
and other media; she saw to it that three 
beautiful islands would enjoy permanent 
protection; she helped found the Island 
Institute. At the Institute she established 
the Emily and William Muir Fund to pro
vide opportunities for students, teachers 
and community leaders in island and 
remote coastal communities. 

The lives of Emily Muir, Ed Myers and Ann Pingree, and their willingness to share those 
lives with the rest of us, were gi,fts of incalculable value. In a very small way, we return 
those gi,fts by dedicating Volume 20 of Island Journal to them. 
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FROM THE HELM 
PHILIP W. CONKLING 

A
s the 20th issue of lslandjoumal goes to press, I admit 
that 20 years is a long time to keep doing the same 
thing. But then anything really worthwhile, especially 
in Maine, takes time and patience to accomplish. 

And alLhough much has changed since we started out, much 
abides, as Tennyson wrote more than a century ago. 

TwenLy years ago it was not uncommon to be asked in places 
like Augusta or Washington by people who should have known 
better, "You mean, people acLUally live on Maine islands in 
Lhe winter?" And, incredulously, "What do they do when the 
summer's over?" Or, "Why should anyone help communities 
where people choose to be so isolaLed?" Twenty years of remind
ing mainlanders that Maine island culture is importanL on 
its own terms, and is alive and well besides, has paid off in al 
leasL one respect: we don't have to confront questions like thaL 
qui Le so often. This kind of progress is hard to quantify in a list 
of accomplishments. But I'd like to think Island journal, 
The Working Waterfront and the Island Institute have contributed 
to a general recognition and appreciation across Maine (and 
elsewhere) of the admirable values and traditions of persisLence, 
independence and interdependence that characterize the island 
way of life. 

In fact, looking back over the span of two decades, I can say 
that island culture has never been livelier and healthier than iL is 
today. I have been out and about in many island communities 

this winter and am impressed, even astounded, at how the collec
Live energy islanders and their friends have invested in their 
communities recently is so evident. 

Long Island, Casco Bay, became Maine's 495th independent 
town ten years ago this July. The argument against its secession 
was that a population of 125 year-round residents was Loo small 
to sustain itself without the kinds of government services and tax 
base provided by Portland. Today Long Islanders have paid off 
Lheir long-term debt to Port.land (years early) and have managed 
to maintain town services without raising taxes once. Along the 
way they have acquired and operated a well-equipped emergency 
rescue boat that has saved more than one life. They are about to 
complete a stunning new community center and library, con
nected to their two-room schoolhouse. The new building will 
serve as the vital nerve center and multiple-use space for every
one on Long Island. 

Next door to Long, Chebeague Islanders have become 
Maine's leading advocates for innovative approaches to Lax 
reform-as well tl1ey must. The recent revaluation in the town of 
Cumberland, of which Chebeague is a part, could irreversibly 
alter the character of the community as long-term residents, fish
ermen and boatbuilders are qui Le literally taxed, not just off the 
waterfront, but off Lhe island. It's a life and death issue for them, 
and their energy, passion and imaginaLion have captured Lhe 

Continued on page 94 
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N MICHAUD 

T 
here's a statue in 
Eastport that isn't 
real. The statue 
is a 15-foot-tall 

bearded fisherman in a sou' 
wester and oil jacket, cradling -
a fish. It's hard to miss. But 
visitors to Eastport don't 
always know that the statue 
isn't real, that it's made of 
fiberglass and Styrofoam, that 
it doesn't have much history, 
that it doesn't actually com
memorate anything. Maybe 
they get a whiff of its unreali

~- ...... 1111111-,- a sense that it's somehow 
out of place, that it's just a 
little too striking, a little too ~ 

colorful, a little too cartoon
ish-bu t they let it go be
cause, after all, why would a 
statue that isn't real be in 
downtown Eastport? Eastport 's fake statue. Photo courtesy of 

Ed French, Quoddy Tides. 

Scene from "In the Bedroom." Photo courtesy of Miramax. 



Thurston's Lobster Pound, miniaturized in Arizona (note f1alnz trees). 

It's not a bad question. The short 
answer is that the statue is a prop left 
behind from the production of "Murder in 
Small Town X," a television series shot in 
Eastport in the spring of 2001. The long 
answer is a bit more complicated. 

For the filming of the series, which 
combined elements of so-called "reality" 
TV with a more traditional murder-mystery 
plotline and aired on the Fox network 
later that summer, Eastport posed as the 
fictional town of "Sunrise, Maine." Its 
downtown was painted brightly, all lit up 
and re-populated by an oddly multi
cultural group of people (it was still sup
posed to be downeast Maine, after all). 
The real Eastport has seen tough times 
lately: many downtown store fronts are 
still vacant and the streets in non-tourist 
months are dead quiet at night. But dur
ing the two months of filming there, 
things were hopping around the clock. In 
fictional Sunrise, all the store fronts were 
occupied (albeit with strange and mildly 
spooky businesses like "Sundown Casket 
Company"' and "Sparky's Museum of 
Taxidermied Wonders"). There was even a 
hip nightclub, neon-lit and well-attended. 
While dressed up as Sunrise, Eastport 
always had something going on, with peo
ple busily setting up or taking down lights 
or camera tracks, and actors being shut
tled everywhere. Yet when the last scenes 
had been filmed, and the whole mess of 
people and equipment was gone as sud
denly as it had appeared, Eastport seemed 
quieter than ever. The last echoes of the 
noise were long gone by the next winter, 
and the melancholy of the empty store 
fronts was only enhanced somehow by tl1e 

Shooting "Murder in Small Town X" in Eastport. 
Photo courtesy Ed French, Quoddy Tides. 
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strange optimism of their new, bright 
paint. Today, even the colorful paint is 
gone, but the unreal statue of the fisher
man remains. 

HOLLYWOOD'S MAINE: 
THE WAY LIFE SHOULD BE 
People talk about the "magic" of Holly
wood movie-making. That's all well and 
good, but there's also sometl1ing about it 
that's just plain weird and conu·ary to the 
way most people do things. The weirdness 
multiplies when it's conu·asted with life in 
coastal Maine. Generally speaking, things 
became the way they are around here for 
reasons that had very little to do with how 
things look. In the world of work from 
which so many of our coastal villages grew, 
form rarely stood much of a chance if it 
ever dared to cross function. 

In movie-making the whole idea is to 
go the other way around. Exterior images 
are mimicked in order to imply the less 
tangible things behind them. Beat-up 
hands have to signify-in an instant-a life 
of hard work. And while it's nice if your 
actor happens to have beat-up hands from 
a life of hard work, it's far from necessary 
(not to mention pretty unlikely)-a little 
make-up, or better still, a quick cut-away to 
a real pair of beat up hands, and the actor 
assumes a history that isn't his. Of course 
filmmakers are obsessed with image and 
illusion-that's their currency. It just 
somehow seems so un-Maine. 

Watching a production when it moves 
into town can give you pause. Seeing a 
team of people spending hours and hours 
"aging" a newly-constructed building 
fa\;ade by beating on it with hammers and 



Shooting "Storm of the Century" in the miniature lobster pound. 

paint scrapers, for example, you might 
find yourself reflecting on the time and 
effort you put into painting your own 
house in order to achieve precisely the 
opposite effect. 

It's weird when the reality of Maine 
isn't "real Maine" enough for a movie. 
When, as Thom Willey, a professional 
assistant cameraman and native of 
Southwest Harbor, says "they come into a 
small fishing village like Southwest 
Harbor, and completely changed it in 
order to make it look like a small fishing 
village like Southwest Harbor." Willey is 
alluding to the production of "Storm of 
the Century," a made-for-TV movie series 
written by Stephen King and shot in and 
around Southwest Harbor in the winter 
of 1998. Willey has worked as an assistant 
cameraman in productions all over the 
country; in Maine he's worked on the 
sets of "Storm of the Century," "Murder 
in Small Town X," "Cider House Rules," 
"Graveyard Shift" and "Langoliers." 
Consequently, he's more than familiar 
with this phenomenon of authenticity 
enhancement. But maybe it's a little 
stranger when your own hometown is 
tweaked and added-to to increase its 
legitimacy on the screen. Bring out the 
fish nets and buoys, and hang 'em all 
around. Lobster u·aps are good, too, espe
cially if they're the wooden ones nobody 
uses anymore. 

Stranger still, the film company 
painstakingly re-created their re-creation 
of downtown Southwest Harbor inside a 

from town took a bus up Lo see it, and 
reported that the replication was exact to 
the last detail. "It was ee1·ie," said one 
local business owner. "Until I looked up 
and saw a roof, it was like I was in 
Southwest Harbor." 

Michael Radcliffe, owner of the F.W. 
Thurston Company Lobster Pound in 
Bernard, turned over his wharf, from 
which he buys lobsters and sells bait and 
fuel, to crews from both "Storm of the 
Century" and "Cider House Rules." 

"They did a lot of work to make things 
quaint," he says. While Radcliffe spent 
some time hanging around the set and 
offering the crew advice ("both solicited 
and unsolicited"), he soon resigned him-

self to the notion that the way things 
actually looked and worked at a Maine 
lobster pound didn't really interest the 
movie makers. 

"We work kind of haphazardly around 
here sometimes and maybe things don't 
end up looking too sharp," he says. "If 
you're looking at it from a director's point 
of view maybe it needs to be touched up a 
little to make it look like it's supposed to 
look to a guy from the Midwest. People 
have pre-conceived notions about what 
small Maine coast fishing villages look 
like, and it's the director's job to make it 
look that way. That's how the producer ex
plained it to me: 'We don't want to make 
it look 100 percent authentic, we want to 

sugar beet warehouse in Toronto, and Image and illusion are the cummcy of fihmnaking. Photo courtesy of Ed French, Quoddy Tides. 
shot many scenes there. About 50 people 
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"Storm of the Century" crew al the full-sized Thurston's Lobster pound, Bernard (note wind machine at left). Photo courtesy of Michael Radcliffe. 

make it look like people think it's going to 
look.'" 

Ed French, the editor of Eastport's 
twice-monthly newspaper, The Quoddy 

Tides, is philosophical about the way his 
town was represented in "Murder in Small 
Town X," noting that there was little rea
son to expect a film company from away to 
value the same aspects of Eastport the 
locals did. "Much of the local flavor was 
gone by the end of the process," he said. 
"But I suppose that's always a risk when 
you have a group come in with their own 
ideas about what they want to do to a place 
that you're not going to have it portrayed 
as it really is. I suppose there's a little dis
appointment [among locals] that [the 
filmmakers] don't see the value of what's 
here. But people have their own ideas 
about what places are." 

And it's not as if these alterations are 
made in a conceptual vacuum. As Lea 
Girardin, director of the Maine Film 
Office, says, "location is character." 
Location, in other words, is just another 
tool for telling a story, advancing a plot, 
moving things toward a resolution. Film is 
a medium, which in many ways resists 
depth; while a novelist can spend pages 
describing a setting before any action hap
pens, a filmmaker has maybe three quick 

To have a murder, you need a corpse. 
Photo courtesy of Ed French, Quoddy Tides. 

shots, then has to rely on the audience to 
connect the dots between those separate 
images. Look around the room you're in 
now: which three images would you 
choose to stand in for the whole place? It 
often depends on who your audience is, 
and their understanding of iconography. 
It's no wonder so many filmmakers lean 
on cliche-it is in many ways a universal 
language. 

"There are stereotypes everywhere. It 
is always a matter of degree," says Todd 
Field, director of "In the Bedroom," a criti
cally acclaimed, low-budget film shot in 
and around Rockland and Camden in the 

spring of 2000. Although Field, an Oregon 
native who has lived in Owls Head year
round since 1998, quite successfully avoid
ed common stereotypes about Maine life 
in his film, he understands that in general, 
stereotypes exist for good reason. "There 
are fishermen I know who are very con
sciously walking and talking anachronisms. 
They enjoy living within the framework of 
a culture. This is true in all parts of the 
world. Yes, Romans enjoy the fact that they 
are expected to pinch the backsides of 
attractive young women-spend some 
time in Italy; it's a fact. These are cultural 
markers. You can call them stereotypes if 



you want, or cliche. I remember asking a 
Parisian the actually de[inition of the word 
'cliche.' He said it 'affirms the consistency 
of culture ... only you Americans who have 
no culture use it in a derogatory manner.'" 

ACT NATURAL 
Field's point that stereotypes are not 
always something forced on a place or 
people from the outside is a good one. 
Stereotypes can be something closer to a 
negotiation between two vantage points; 
in classic (and some would say cliched) 
Maine jargon, a kind of agreement betwe
en ideas "from here" and "from away." 
Like people in other places long accus
tomed to the dramatic contrasts that ac
company seasonal tourism, some Mainers 
have long been adept at performing as 
themselves when the occasion arises. More 
often than not, it boils down to good eco
nomics-if tourists are seeking local flavor 
and they think you have it, well, why 
shouldn't you use that to your advantage? 

"Often you're dealing in smoke and 
mirrors," says Maine author and litera1-y 
scholar Sanford Phippen. "For example, 
my grandfather was a great folk hero who 
put on his act for folks down at Hancock 
Point. I remember him coming home 
and going on about something and my 
grandmother saying to him 'you're not 
down on Hancock Point now-don't give 
us that crap!'" 

Phippen calls the differences in per
spectives between what he says are now 
four distinct Maine populations-natives, 
old summer people, new summer people 
and tourists-"instant drama." Like the 
proverbial blind men and the elephant, 
each group has a hold on a different part 
of Maine, and is reporting often radic
ally different findings. These conflicts, 
Phippen notes, form the dramatic founda
tion of many stories set here; he traces 
some of the inspiration for his own writing 
to the atten Lion he paid to these differ
ences while growing up in Hancock. 

"As a little boy I was always fascinated 
by the coming and going of the summer 
people," Phippen says. "I wanted to know 
where they came from and why they came 
here ... The social dynamics are very differ
ent, and when the summer people would 
arrive here they would insist-as they still 
often do-that their dynamic superseded 
the natives'." 

By shifting back and forth between 
"here" and "away" perspectives in her 1946 
novel Spoonhandle, Ruth Moore masterfully 
depicts a Maine island community's grow
ing self-consciousness as the locals realize 
that their home is valued by others for rea
sons different from their own. For exam
ple, one of the book's more entre
preneurial island characters, Pete Stilwell, 

In "Murder in Srnall Town X, "a car paid lhe ullirnale price. Courtesy of Ed French, Quoddy Tides. 

puts on his "simple Maine folk" act for 
wealthy city people interested in buying 
island land because he knows this flavor is 
part of what makes the area attractive 
to city people. But he also uses the act to 
disguise his own keen business mind so 
that he can better take advantage of the 
situation. In a particularly memorable 
scene, Pete writes to a Baltimore man 
interested in buying land and 1-iddles the 
letter with intentional misspellings and 
backwoods grammar: 

Pele read the letter carefully, took out his 

pen and crossed an 's' off the word 'guess, ' then 

folded the sheet and /JUL it into an envelope. 

There, he said with a chuclile. That ought 

tJetch hirn. 
The irony being, of course, that the 

"authenticity" the Baltimore man finds so 
attractive is in fact at least partly a perfor
mance of his own expectations. Such has 

been the game in Maine and places like it 
for years-identity or character is more a 
conversation than a quality. 

When Hollywood adapted Spoonhandle 
into the movie "Deep Waters" (filmed in 
part on Vinalhaven in 1947), the story's 
multiple layers and complexities of perfor
mance and perspective were all dropped. 
A novel praised for realism of the highest 
order was reduced to a fairly trite story 
about a boy and his love of the sea, set 
against a backdrop of a stereotypical small 
Maine fishing community. Little wonder 
that Moore, who had been hired as an 
advisor to the production, broke her con
tract and vowed to have nothing to do with 
tl1e movie. Some say this got he1- blacklist
ed in Hollywood. Either way, she never 
worked in movies again. It was probably 
for the best. 
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Dana Andrews and Cesar Romero (right) in Carvers Harbor, Vinalhaven, 1947. 

To their credit, many filmmakers 
do go the extra mile to achieve realism. 
For "In the Bedroom," which included 
several lobstering scenes, Field retained 
the services of his Owl's Head neighbor, 
lobsterman Charles Stone III, to teach 
actors Nick Stahl and Tom Wilkinson how 
it's done. 

"We took them out to haul and had 
them pick traps," Stone says. "We had 
them out there for three, four hours at a 
Lime. I didn't show them much mercy
hey, they wanted to learn. We taught them 
how to steer a boat, we even had them 
gaff buoys and haul up u-aps, and we had 
to get them all geared up so they looked 
professional." 

In addition to having Stone work with 
the actors, Field followed Stone around 
taking notes on his "wharf talk," and 
grilled him about details of the lobstering 
industry (the film's title actually came 
from a conversation Field and Stone had 
about lobster behavior in the different 
chambers ofa lobster u-ap). Despite all the 
work, Stone says any lobsterman who sees 
the film will know that the actors are 
greenhorns by the way they pick u-aps, for 
example ("If you watch, you can tell, the 
way he picks up the crabs by the back legs 
and all"), or stack lobster crates. "But for 
people who had never done it," he says, 
"they did pretty good." 

And for an audience that's never seen 
it done, what's the difference? Ultimately, 
every choice in a film production has to 
withstand the scrutiny of an intense cost
benefit analysis. Is convincing the small 
percentage of lobstermen in the audience 
sufficiently important to justify the money 
and effort it would require to convince 
them? Even the most earnest attempts at 
authenticity often have to eule for 

Some times these choices are based 
on practical considerations, but other 
times, they're artistic license. The Camden 
and Rockland that appear in "In the 
Bedroom," for example, are conspicuously 
absent of summer u-affic, even though the 
film is set in late summer. 

"I recall toying with the idea of 'sum
mer people,' "Field explains. " ltimately 
this idea died. I suppose it has to do with 
the fact that I am more interested in my 
neighbors who work three jobs without 
complaint, so that they can continue to 
reside in this part of the world, than the 
people who drive up and down Highway 
One looking for quaint. When the tourists 
arrive in town each year, I am absent. We 
spend the summer out o[ the fray-on an 
island. For precisely this reason, I do not 
think o[ Rockland, Thomaston and the 
like as summer haunts, even though I 
know damn well that they are the heart of 

'Vacationland.' There are narrative films 
and there are documentaries. 'In the 
Bedroom' is the former." 

Sometimes, of course, stereotypes are 
just lazy shorthand. On the one hand, it all 
seems pretty harmless-we Mainers find a 
lot of joy in making fun of caricatures, in 
fact. But on the other hand, perceptions 
o[ Maine are no trivial maLLer. Since 
tourism is now the state's biggest industry, 
perceptions u-anslate into big money. And 
not unrelated to the way Maine is market
ed to tourists are the many important bat
tles being fought throughout the state in 
local planning boards and the Legislature 
alike-battles over aquaculture, cell-phone 
tower siting or land use-that boil down to 

the question of who gets to decide what 
Maine is supposed to look like. 

"A BIG, FAST MACHINE" 
Once a year, Lea Girardin packs up her 
pictures of beautiful Maine settings and 
flies to L.A., where she displays them at 
the Location Expo. There, she and re
presentatives from the film offices of all 
50 states and many countries vie for the 
attention o[ thousands o[ filmmakers look
ing for the right place to shoot their 
movie. The Maine Film Office has two full
ti me employees and a small operating 
budget. As a division of the Office of 
Tourism, which itself is a division of the 
Department of Economic and Community 
Development, the Film Office has a clear 
and completely legitimate mission: bring 
Hollywood money to Maine. Film, after all, 
is prelly clean industry: ideally, movie 
companies coming into town will take 
nothing but pictures and leave nothing 
but footprints-and money. 

A production can pump a lot of 
money into a place in a short time. In 
addition LO paying for the use of specific 

"au then tic enough." Downstreet, Vinalhaven, 1947. Photos and poster courtesy of Vinalhaven Historical Society (5). 
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who has a foot planted in each world, "but 
I think we each have our own stereotype of 
the other." Sometimes the surprises are 
pleasant. When the "Deep Waters" crew 
and cast-which included Cesar Romero 
and a young Dean Stockwell-came to 
Vinalhaven in 1947, much was made in the 
local paper about their being "real folks," 
who stayed in locals' homes, went to barn 
dances and even helped with chores. 

For ''Deep Waters," a novel praised for ils realism was reduced lo a fairly lrile slory aboul a boy and his 
love of the sea. 

As a location scout-essentially the 
mediator between film companies and 
communities-Arey deals a lot with expec
tations. When the producers of "Signs of 
Life"-a sto1-y about a wooden boatbuilder 
being driven out of business by the indus
try's shift to fiberglass-saw the "classic 
older-style lobsterboat" they wanted to 
shoot tied to the wharf in Stonington 
Harbor, Arey found the boat's owner, a 
lobsterman just in from one of the islands 
for groceries, and asked his permission: 
"'Yeah, yeah,' [the lobsterman] says. 'That 
sounds like fun-I'd be glad to do it.' So 
we go off from the conversation," Arey 
says, "and four or five minutes later he's 
pulling on my shirt. I turn around and he 
says 'Ah, I don't mind you using my boat, 
but you're not going to blow it up, are 
you? Because if you blow up my boat, I'm 
going LO have to have another.'" 

locations, compensating people for their 
trouble and spending money on food 
and lodging for the cast and crew, a pro
duction can contract locally for set con
struction, transportation, extras and tech
nical advisors. 

It seems unlikely that many towns 
would welcome productions if it weren't 
for the promise of money. Having 
Hollywood around can be fun for a while, 
but the pure force with which it can con
sume a place, closing streets and shutting 
down businesses, can be overwhelming. 

"It's a very big, fast machine," says 
Andy Arey. "If a film company is doing 
anything at all, there isn't a person in the 
community they're not sooner or later 
going to come into contact with." In addi
tion to running an island foresu-y compa
ny in Thomaston, Arey has worked a great 
deal as a location scout for commercials, 
magazine shoots and such feature films as 
"Signs of Life," "Bed and Breakfast" and 
"Man WithoutaFace." 

Arey knows from experience that all 
film companies aren't created equal: "For 
'Man Without a Face,' for example, they 
couldn't have been better-they backed it 
up 100 percent. We completely took over 
Rockport. IL was a period film, so every
thing had to look like 1967. We d1-essed 
every store front on Main Street, and we 
built a whole set on the waterfront. Some 
businesses were used as locations (and 
compensated) and some weren't. So we 
bought the door for every business we 
didn't take over. I sat clown with the owner 
and said, 'Look, we're going to take ove1-
Main Street for the next week, and obvi
ously we don't want Lo compromise your 
business, so how much do we have to pay 
you a day to make you happy?' But a lot of 
film companies wouldn't have done that
they would have got the blessing of the 
town to do what they want and then take 
advantage ofit." 

Lea Girardin 's advice is the same for 
communities considering welcoming a 
production and for citizens thinking about 
allowing the use of their home or business: 
know what you're getting into. "Every pro
duction has a different culture and a 
different bottom line," she says. "Most of 
the productions we've had are great and 
worked pretty well with the communities. 
We've had maybe three in the last 12 years 
that have been really hard, where I felt like 
the production team didn't really come in 
with a very good aui-
tucle toward the town 
or the people .... What 
makes a project suc
cessful, even a big 
and difficult one, is 
pre-planning. The 
production company 
and the town or the 
landowner need to 
be absolutely clear 
about what they want 
and don't want. A 
town is well within 
their rights to say 'No, 
we don't want that.' 
There are contracts 
that have to be sign
ed. Even though it 
has this glitz around 
the edges, it's still a 
business deal." 

When a big 

DANA ANO Rf W~ 
.A ,.., ,os......i br tlie SN ... w _.,. nwe! 

JfAN PHfR~ 
.A ,..,,.,o1 as mitinll as io "C.,tlin """ C.Stilo"I 

Continued on page 71 

Hollywood produc
tion comes Lo a small 
Maine Lown, stereo
types on both sides 
can create expecta
tions that aren't 
always met. "I don't 
know if there's a 
'downeast Maine 
type,' or an 'L.A. 
type,' "says Willey, 

The movie adaptation of Rulh Moore's novel "Spoonhanclle" was filmed in 
part on Vinalhaven in J 94 7. 
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For three decades, 
Sonny Sprague 
has stayed the course 
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ed a limit, but one that was enforceable 
and effective. That took a lot of discus
sion, and the process was time consuming 
and frustrating. "They-Sonny-stuck 
with it," says Apollonio. "They talked to 
fishermen from other ports like Bass 
Harbor and Stonington. That was not an 
easy thing to do. But it was clear they 
meant business." 

If negotiating with neighboring com
munities on Mt. Desert and Deer Isle was 
difficult, the problem was compounded 
by the dicey need to convince a few dis
sen ting Swan's Island neighbors that it 
was good for them too. Sprague needed 
to come to DMR with a semblance of una
nimity in order to sell the commissioner 
on the idea. "[The commissioner] was for 
it, but not the way we were," says Sprague. 
"But we worked and we worked, and he 
could see we were sincere. It took years." 

Being a grandparent is a favorite occupation these days. 

Where a sprinter might have gotten 
winded early on, the trap limit came 
through in the long run. Reflecting on 
that process, Apollonio sees Sonny 
Sprague as "a good example of a person 
who can talk in such a way as not to ant
agonize people. He can keep a discussion 
going and doesn't shut it off. His motiva
tion is the survival of the Swan's Island 
community as something other than a 
summer community-as year-round and 
economically viable. Fortunately there 
are people like Sonny Spi-ague around 
that act out of no motivation other than 
for the good of the community. That's 
where the progress comes from. We are 
fortunate." 

What motivates Sonny Sprague is 
nothing less than preserving Swan's 
Island's long-term viability as a year-round 
community. Not many mainland towns 
ever need to ponder that kind of question, 
because it isn't as crucial. Jobs can be had 
in the next industry or the next town over. 
An island's life and its vitality as a function
ing community-with schools, churches 
and stores-is inextricably tied to how 
islanders make a living. And the options 
are fewer when you live offshore. 

Sprague sees all of Maine's 14 year
round island communities as different. 
"There's not a one of them that's alike. 
The only thing they really have in com
mon," says Sprague, "is you walk too far, 
you're going overboard." Beyond the 
geography lesson, Sprague recognizes the 
paramount importance of a stable year
round population. That means jobs. 
"You've got to have kids to keep the school 
going," says Sprague. "If the island econo
my fails, the year-round community and 
its businesses are at risk and could change 
drastically." 

AHEAD OF THE CURVE 
Two examples of Sprague's vision and tire
less campaigning for Swan's Island stand 
out. The first came in 1984 when the state 
permitted Swan's Island to enact an exclu
sive lobstering zone around the eastern 
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and southern shores of Swan's Island off 
to the three-mile limit. Anyone who want
ed to fish in the zone, whether local or 
mainlander, also had to comply with 
a trap limit. In his characteristic humil
ity Sprague doesn't take credit for this 
decisive move. 'There were others that 
had the vision, they just 
probably needed someone 
foolish enough to jump 
out, and that was me," he 
laughs. 

"Trap limits were 
inevitable and Sonny 
Sprague could see the time 
coming," says Spencer 
Apollonio, who was Com
missioner of the Maine 
Department of Marine 
Resources (DMR) during 
that time. "He saw fishing 
pressure coming from all 
around. Island communities 
like Monhegan, Isle au 
Haut, Frenchboro and 
Swan's Island are going to 
get squeezed. Unless some
thing gets done they will 
lose. Sonny Sprague was the 
leader in getting it done for 
Swan's Island." 

Most of Swan's Island's 
fishermen agreed they want-

"You /.eam jimn mistakes, both your own and those of others," says 
Sprague, who was a Swan's Island selectman for 25 years. 



Tending algae tanks at Island Aquamlture. 

SALMON AQUACULTURE 
Sonny Sprague deals with change by antici
pating and working with it. The second 
example of this was bringing salmon aqua
culture to Swan's Island. As selectman in 
the late 1980s, Sprague was searching hard 
for ways to diversify the island's 
lobster economy. Offshore islands are 
poor incubators for most industries, so 
when Mariculture Products, a salmon 
aquaculture company with a proposal to 
bring fish farming to the island, 
approached Swan's Island it seemed like a 
good fit. 

Opposition to change was intense. At 
one point it looked as if the federal gov
ernment would not issue the necessary 
permits for the fish-farming site until too 
late in the season to start. Sprague 
recounts walking into the office of the 
Army Corps of Engineers in Augusta, 
where Jay Clements, the Corps' project 
reviewer, greeted him with, "Sonny, will 
you call those people down on Swan's 
Island off of the damned phones? You 
have your temporary permit! In another 
month the permanent permit will be 
here." It was. 

The failure of the Mariculture 
Products salmon operation after two years, 
and that of the bank's hired team a year 
later, gave birth to the third, and perhaps 
most striking, example of Sprague's vision 
and tireless leadership. 

With allies gained while working with 
the Island Institute, Sprague got the back
ing and loan guarantees to buy 12 salmon 
pens and 38,000 fish, and Island 
Aquaculture Company (IAC) was born. In 
its time !AC brought 12 full-time jobs and 
20 part-time, seasonal jobs to Swan's 
Island. The seasonal work was processing 
salmon at the Quarry Wharf plant in 
Minturn. "It wasn't the best job in the 

world, but it went to places where there 
wouldn't have been money," says Sprague. 
"I call it kerosene and Christmas money. 
Back then lobster fishing wasn't as good, 
and a lot of them were wives of fishermen 
that needed to work." 

The success of Island Aquaculture 
defied the predictions of industry pundits 
and outsiders who had watched two teams 
of "experts" in the field fail. How could 
islanders succeed? The average size fish 
produced on Swan's Island was a slight 
6.75 pounds. "The prevailing opinion of 
the aquaculture industry was that 
Mariculture Products and Key Bank 
lost money because of the winter chill fac
tor-that the site was too cold to grow 
salmon," recalls Island Institute presidem 
Philip Conkling. "Sonny was convinced it 
wasn't the water temperature, it was mis
management." 

The first year after Sprague took over 
as general manager, he and his crew were 
able to grow eight-pound salmon. The ven
ture ultimately became profitable, thanks 
in no small part to Sprague's keen atten
tion Lo detail. "He watched it like a hawk, 
and said 'we could do this better than 
them,'" says Conkling. "And he was right." 

Island Aquaculture Company was 
bought out by Atlantic Salmon of Maine 
in the year 2000. Atlantic Salmon of Maine 
sold out to Fjord International in 2002. 
These days Fjo1-d employs Sprague in a 
public relations capacity, as salmon aqua
culture's "ambassador" to the fishing 
industry. His role exploits his proven 
knowledge and skills at politicking and 
diplomacy, and he travels around to fish
ing towns citing his firm conviction that 
lobstermen and salmon farmers are more 
alike than different. Though not directly 
involved in Swan's Island politics, he con
tinues to fret for the fmure of his island 

home: he serves on the Board of Directors 
of SAD 76 because he wants to make sure 
every island child gets a good education. 
"It's awfully hard to tell a young child that 
he should get a good education when he 
can go out and fish 20 traps in an hour 
and get 100 dollars," says Sprague. "What 
really scares me is now is the increased 
pressure on the lobster fishery as a result 
of modern technology, along with what I 
consider to have been a poorly thought
out trap limit statewide. If fishing goes on 
the blink, a lot of the families will have to 
leave and without a good education they 
will not be able to compete in today's job 
market. An education is nothing but an 
insurance policy on quality of life." 

As a veteran island watcher, Conkling 
marvels at Sprague's ability notjust to 
raise fish where others couldn't, but also 
to bring about change so deliberately to 
an island community time after time. "His 
organizing principle is to put community 
ahead of the individual. That's a hard sell 
anywhere, but it can be especially tough 
on an island. Ultimately, islanders know 
better than anyone else that no one is an 
island. They rise and fall together. Sonny 
has been able to mobilize that more effec
tively than any leader I know of. It's his 
genius to know where the rocks are, and 
wait for high tide or the right wind to get 
around them." 

',\lhile serving in the Maine Senate, Jill 
Goldthwait of Bar Harbor kept a news
paper photo of Sprague at a selectman's 
meeting pinned to the wall for inspiration. 
"Whenever things looked hopeless and 
I'd ask myself 'Can I hang in there?'" says 
Goldthwait. 'Tel look at that picture and 
say, 'Yes I can.' He's my hero." 

Ask Sonny Sprague how he was able to 
succeed in ventures where others had 
failed or dared not try, he replies, "You 
learn from mistakes, both your own and 
those of others. If you're smart enough to 
realize there are people in the world who 
are smarter than you are and you allow 
them to work with you and use common 
sense, you'll probably survive." Sound 
advice for mainlanders and islanders alike 
who are in it for the long run. 

Sonny Sprague was a Swan's Island's 
selectman for 25 years before retiring in 
the fall of 1993. At town meeting the next 
spring he was honored with the p1-esenta
tion of a gold pocket watch. It was inscrib
ed, "To an island son who gave more than 
just his time." 

Bob Moore writes regularly for Island fnslilule 

publications. 
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FOR CONTEMPORARY ISLAND ART 

EDGAR ALLEN BEEM 

I 
slands, by their very 
nature, are isolated 
and circumscribed. 
Physically removed, 

surrounded by water and 
small enough to be known 
intimately by residents and 
visitors alike, islands tend to 
produce a concentration 
of attention that is funda
mental to all visual arts. Of 
course, what artists on 
islands choose to concen
trate on differs widely from 
artist to artist. 

The most popular artists 
associated with coastal and 

... island Maine-Winslow 
Homer, Rockwell Kent, 
Fairfield Porter, the Wyeths 
-have tended to work in a 
realist tradition focused on 
the landscape and the 
human figure, but there is a 
wide range of Maine island 
art beyond this narrative 
tradition. In selecting ten 
contemporary Maine island 
artists as a representative 
sampling of the art that lies 
beyond pure realism, I have 
been guided by something 
Fairfield Porter, a lifelong 
summer resident of Great 
Spruce Head Island, wrote 
back in 1974. 

"Pen)' Creek and the Thorofare" Eric Hopkins, 1995 
6' X 4' 
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ART IS ALL ABOUT EDGES 
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"Gotts island, Maine," Henry Finhelstein, J 996 
46" X 56" 
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"For me," wrote Porter, "painting 
does not illustrate or prove anything; 
neither 'realism' nor 'abstraction' nor any 
of the categories invented by journal
ists. It is a way of expressing the connec
tions between the infinity of the diverse 
elements that constitute the world of mat
ters of fact." 

With that dictum firmly in mind
that painting is essentially a way of 
expressing universal connections-it is 
easy to see the sweeping, soaring island 
paintings of 1orth Haven native Eric 
Hopkins as images of the universe in 
microcosm. Hopkins paints as though 
North Haven were the center of the uni
verse, the firmament whirling around 
Penobscot Bay with such velocity that land 
and sea are shaped imo a big blue ball. 

"Nature is just one big abstraction," 
enthuses Hopkins, the Maine artist most 
closely associated with "islandness." And 
what Hopkins tends to concentrate his 
attention on, whether painting from a 
plane in the sky or a boat on the water, are 
the curvilinear edges of things and the 
forms defined by these edges. 

"What is an island? You're living on 
the edge," he says. "It's all about edges." 

Brita Holmquist, who was eight days 
old when she first came her family's 
summer cottage on Islesboro's Gilkey's 
Harbor, agrees. 

'The simplification is attractive to me. 
It really clears my brain," says Holmquist 
of island life. "The island is a place you 
can inhabit between the sky and the water. 
It's the safety edge." 

But Holmquist insists, "Eric is wrong. 
Islesboro is definitely the center of the 
universe." That said, Holmquist admits, 
'There is the same intensity about the bay, 
where everything under the sun happens. 
He paints from the sky. I paint from a boat 
very low down." 

Where Hopkins concentrates on 
edges and forms, however, Holmquist 
sees islands more in terms of pattern. Her 
emphasis on painting the rhythmic pat
terns of waves and clouds imposes an 
order on the island experience that im
parts a sense of charmed regularity, ani
mating the known world with the invisible 
forces of nature. 



Suzanne Heller, a year-round resident 
of Vinalhaven, creates her own sense of 
island charm by painting island people, 
places and plants with an almost child
like simplification. Whether making folksy 
portraits of island residents in oil or 
vignette-like landscapes in watercolor, 
Heller edits reality down to the bare 
essentials. 

"Vinalhaven has allowed me this free
dom," Heller writes. "I am able to see 
Vinalhaven's people and its landscape 
clearly, without interferences (except it's 
harder in the summer). It is a beautiful 
and pristine workplace and home." 

The predominant style of painting in 
Maine is painterly realism, a brushy form 
of representational pain ting character
ized by a free use of color derived from 
European Expressionism, American and 
French Impressionism and Abstract 
Expressionism. One of the most astute 
painterly realists on Maine islands is Henry 
Finkelstein, a lifelong summer resident of 
Great Cranberry. 

Though frequent trips across to neigh
boring Gott's Island to visit his wife's fami
ly has opened the vistas of Finkelstein's 
paintings in recent years, what most char-

acterizes his approach to island imagery 
is a preference for close and closed-in 
settings. 

"I think [ always paint intimate 
spaces," says Finkelstein. "I like to find 
overgrown, brambly gardens. I look for 
expansiveness in small places." 

In an island landscape heavily 
browsed by deer, Finkelstein finds he has 
to seek out small cottage gardens and 
farmyards to get the kind of thickets and 
containment he seeks. Bic)'cling back from 
a day of painting, he frequently comes 
across fellow Cranberry artists Emily 
Nelligan and Marvin Bileck, the only 
artists on the island who tend to stay out 
later than he does. 

Emily Nelligan has been called "the 
Emily Dickinson of painters," both be
cause she is famously shy and because her 
magical charcoal drawings of Cranberry 
are at once extremely subtle and incredi
bly powerful. Looking at the island shores 
through sea fogs and gathering darkness, 
Nelligan captures the mysterious moodi
ness of islands as no one else does. 

"The moment I first arrived on the 
island over 50 years ago, I felt at home," 
says Emily Nelligan. And though she is at 

"Cumulus Over Spruce Island," 
Brita Holmquist, 2002 
12"x18" 
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Emily Nelligan, 1990 
Untit/,ed, Cmnbeny Island, 16 August 1990. 
Charcoal on Paper 
7 5/16" x JO 112" (18.57 cmx 26.67 on) 
Bowdoin College Museum of Art, Brunswick, 
Maine. Gift of Bruce Brown, in recognition 
of Katherine J. Watson, Director of the 
Bowdoin Coll,ege Museum of art Emerita 

Untitled, Marvin Bileck undated. 
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a loss for the words Lo describe this sense 
of belonging, islanders up and down 
coastal Maine will identify with that senti
ment and recognize it in the soft focus or 
Nelligan's charcoals. 

"Most or the time Emily and I are 
drawing side-by-side, only a few yards 
apart," says her husband, Marvin Bileck. 
"Her medium is charcoal, so she can 
instantaneously capture the lights and 
darks, the illumination and the shadows. 
I'm working with a line that is the opposite 
of that mass, but it is well suited for detail
ing the edge." 

A master printmaker, Bileck explores 
the edges and outlines of island rocks with 
a deftness that elevates his perception of 
nature to an aesthetic experience. His 
etched lines are at one with the mineral 
architecture of the island shores. 

An entirely different artistic impulse is 
made manifest in the art of Robert 
Indiana, the internationally-known Pop Art 
star who has made his home on 
Vinalhaven since 1978. Originally drawn 
to the island because one of his artistic 
heroes, painter Marsden Hartley, had lived 
and worked there, Indiana already had a 
well-established signaLUre style when he 
arrived on Vinalhaven. Appropriating tech
niques from commercial art (block letter
ing, logo-like imagery, sign painter graph
ics), Indiana is a signifier, codifying his 
ideas and perceptions in a visual vocabu
lary all his own. 

"Living on Vinalhaven for 24 years 
hasn't changed anything very much," says 
Indiana of the impact island life has had 
on his work. 

But while his style remains unchanged 
since the 1960s, what Indiana has 
chosen to celebrate and commemorate in 
his art since moving to Maine does re0ect 
his island life. He documented his first ten 
years on the island in a silkscreen series 
entitled "Decade: Autoportraits, The 
Vinalhaven Suite" and honored his hero 
Hartley in a series of 18 "Hartley Elegies." 
A trafficker in signs and symbols, Indiana 
brings to his new diamond-shaped paint
ing "The Islands" (commissioned for the 
State Office Building in Augusta) the same 
inspired design sense that has made his 
"LOVE" paintings, prints and sculpLUres 
international icons. "The Islands" uses a 
blue-green palette not all that different 
from Eric Hopkins' but to graphic rather 
than descriptive ends. 

Maine st.ill has a hard time fully appre
ciating abstract art, perhaps because the 
evidence or hard work is not as obvious as 
in art where fidelity is the measure. And 
while Monhegan Island is still best-known 
as the stomping ground of realists such as 
Robert Henri, George Bellows, Rockwell 
Kent and Jamie Wyeth, Monhegan has 
long been one of the few places where 
abstraction has thrived, most notably in 
the art of painters such as Joseph 
DeMartini, Murray Hantman, Michael 
Loew, William McCartin and, most recent
ly, William Manning. 

Bill Manning is an Abstract 
Expressionist painter who lives and works 
most of the year in Portland, but for 40 
years most of his paintings have been 
inspired by the one Lo two months a year 
he spends on Monhegan. 'vVhile it might 
not be obvious to the casual viewer, 
Manning's paintings, while non-represen
tational, are nonetheless direct responses 
to the natural dynamics of light, sky, water, 
clouds, landforms and vegetation on that 
monumental little island. What you are 
seeing in a Manning panting may be the 
recollection and interpretation of the col-



"The Islands, "Robert Indiana, 2002 
84" X 84" 

"No. 1099," William Manning, 2001 
23" X 23" 
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Unlitled, acrylic on canvas, 
Maurice Colton !Tl, 2000 

20" X ]6" 
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"Twisl, "David Row, 2002 
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john Wulp: "I knew at once 

that I was going to live there" 

On his way to visit Great Spruce Head 
Island, inspired by viewing a Fairfield 
Porter show at the Whitney Museum 
in 1984,John Wulp accidentally wound 
up sailing into Pulpit Harbor on North 
Haven. "When I stepped foot on the 
island," he recounts in the monograph 
on his life and art, John Wulp, recently 
published by CommonPlace Publish
ing, "I knew at once that I was going to 
live there." 

Live on a Maine island Wulp did, 
but not North Haven. Unable to find 
his dream "little white New England 
cape beside the water," he took the 
realtor's advice and explored nearby 
Vinalhaven where he quickly found a 
place to his liking. The house came with 
60 acres and a "beautiful old ruined 
orchard." The apple trees would pro
vide subject matter for a number of 
remarkable watercolors and acrylics. 

Born in New Rochelle, New York, in 
1929, Wulp has been painting since 
third grade. Busy as a theater producer 
and director in New York and else
where, he painted in fits and starts 
through the years, managing to turn 
out occasional portraits, landscapes and 
still lifes. Once settled on Vinalhaven he 
took up the brush with new vigor after 
a 10-year hiatus, pain ting exquisite 
studies of apple blossoms, lilacs, a bird's 
nest and rocks in Arey's Cove. He also 
continued with his portraiture, which 

ors of twilight and dawn, fair skies and 
stormy, or the nautical palette of passing 
sails, painted hulls and lobster buoys. 

"My work has changed dramatically 
over the years from the incredible organic 
structure of the island in line and black
and-whi te to color relationships," says 
Manning. "It took me 40 years to under
stand color better." 

Maurice Colton III, who studied with 
Bill Manning 30 years ago, is a South 
Portland native who settled year-round on 
Matinicus in 1997 after spending the bet
ter part of two decades in New York City. 
A gestural painter greatly influenced by 
Jackson Pollock and Robert Motherwell, 
Colton brings the dynamics of action 
painting to bear on the physical reality of 
Matinicus. When he first visited the island 
20 years ago, drawn there by a George 
Bellows painting of Matinicus rocks, 
Colton executed a series of watercolors of 
the shoreline rocks, but since moving per
manently to the island he has returned to 
his abstract roots. 

'Tm still very much rooted in the 
direction I started in art school-a strong, 
intuitive, vital connection to texture," says 
Colton. "Geometry never had any feeling 

"Thr Four Seasons: A uturnn, "John Wulp, 1994. Courtesy of the Frost Gully Gallery 

included a pair of likenesses of "two local 
ladies," Lucinda Ziesing and Lucinda 
Lang. The house itself, with its angled 
stairways and ceilings, provided material 
for luminous interiors. 

Wulp's paintings of the apple orchard 
in all seasons stand among his greatest 
achievements as an artist. Employing a 
realist approach, he renders the complex 
branches with extraordinary skill. 

Knowing the ups and downs of the art
ist's life, the artist may feel a certain kin
ship with these battered trees that manage 
to bear leaves each spring. 

for me. It was a man-made construction. In 
reality, I see and sense life as a textural 
thing. It's like rocks. I love the idea of frag
mentation. I'm on a rock. I'm on a moun
taintop out here." 

David Row, on the other hand, is very 
much inspired by the geometry underlying 
all natural phenomenon. Born in Portland 
and raised in Falmouth, Row now lives and 
works in New York City, but he has been 
summering on Cushing Island in Casco 
Bay al1 his life. Many of his very urbane 
abstract paintings are made in a studio 
overlooking Whitehead Passage. 

"Working on the island is being sur
rounded by nature," says Row. "Nature is 
very important to me and to my work. It's 
all there, which is very different from in 
the city." 

While the island influence is extreme
ly subtle in pain tings inspired by sub
atomic forms such as the double helix 
of DNA, it is there nonetheless. Two sum
mers ago, for instance, Row mixed a pal
ette of 200 colors by matching the hues of 
Cushing Island flora, fauna and rock 
formations. He also tends to work much 
later into the night on the island, such 
that many of his island paintings have 

In addition to painting, Wulp produced, 
directed and wrote much of the commu
nity musical "Islands." He continues to 
work with island students on theatrical 
productions, but a recent exhibition at 
the William Beadleston Gallery in New 
York City and his current show at the 
Farnsworth Art Museum in Rockland 
(throughJuly 13, 2003) have turned the 
spotlight on his artwork. Wulp's friend 
Eric Hopkins, who created the slide 
show for "Islands," is also the subject of 
a Farnsworth exhibition that runs until 
July 27. 

-Carl Little 

a nocturnal feel. Then, too, there is the 
most essential human condition of Maine 
islands-the isolation. 

"I don't have a phone in the studio 
and I don't have the interruptions I have 
here in the city," Row explains, "so I have 
a deeper concentration when I'm there." 

Living on the edge, becoming aware 
of rhythms and patterns, absorbing color 
relations, exploring line, form and tex
ture, experiencing the intimacy, isolation 
and concentration of island life-all these 
manifestations of "islandness" tend to 
open artists, and indeed all of us, to a 
world beyond appearances. For in their 
compression of experience and percep
tion, islands create a psychic reality paral
lel to tl1eir physical reality. 

Painter Bill Manning could be speak
ing for any seasoned islander on any 
Maine island when he says of Monhegan, 
"The island still has the same aura to me. 
It has a very mystical feel to it. I still get 
the feeling that some supreme being has 
made this structure." 

Edgar Allen Beem is a freelance writer and art 

critic who lives in Yarmouth. He is the author 

o/Maine Art Now. 
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Island of the 

BEAR CLAN 
Native Americans regain a sacred space 

Story and Photographs by 
DEBORAH DUBRULE 

T he end of their 
earth walk began 
with symptoms 

of small pox and their 
immediate exile to the 
island white men named 
"Gordon's" in Big Lake. 

Settling into canoes at 
the shore of the Passa
maquoddy Tribe's main 
village, women, men, 
infants and children
wrenched from their 

families and friends, aching with fever, fatigue and pul
sating blisters-paddled three-and-a-half miles 
across the lake's wind-lashed waters to reach the island. 
Everyone knew they would never return. Everyone 
knew they were paddling to their graves. 

Victims of the last smallpox epidemic that almost 
destroyed the tribe in the mid-1800s, their uncounted 
bodies lie today in unmarked graves on what the 
Passamaquoddy call Muwinwi Monihq, Island of the 
Bear Clan. 
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The Passamaquoddy Tribe allowed photographs lo 
be taken of their sacred riles for the first lime. 

"It's like the Berlin Wall coming 

doum ... we never thought that 

this would actually happen, " 

enthused tribal elder Jim Mitchell. 

"But they say miracles do happen, 

and this is one of them. " 
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The Passamaquoddy Tribe con
siders this 26-acre island in the St. 
Croix River watershed to be sacred, 
and has coveted it for decades. But, 
like other Native American ancestral 
land in northeastern Maine, it has 
been owned by a string of corpora
tions that controlled the nearby 
paper mill. Georgia-Pacific Corp. 
(G-P), one of those owners, refused 
repeated tribal offers to purchase 
the site. 

Domtar Industries, Inc., which 
bought the mill two years ago, 
also refused to sell: instead, the 
Montreal-based company offered 
the island as a gift. 

The gesture was unprecedent
ed in Maine, and kindled hopes 
for a new era of friendship between 
neighbors. It also signaled new 
beginnings for the living and the 
dead: that of spiritual healing for 
the descendants of those who sur
vived the epidemic; final peace 
for the souls of those who suffered 
and died there, whose last wishes 
were denied. 

The healing was eerily displayed 
in the spring of 2002, when Domtar 
officials returned the island to the 
tribe at a formal ceremony on the 
Indian Township reservation near 
Princeton. During an event reminis
cent of meetings that occurred 
between the tribe and their French 
allies three centuries ago, one 
Passamaquoddy chief greeted execu-

tives in French, company officials 
addressed leaders and guests in 
Passamaquoddy, the mill manager 
called the Indian nation the island's 
"rightful owners" and the tribe 
allowed photographs to be taken of 
their sacred rites for the first time. 

Equally stunning, as the celebra
tion began amidst ancient rituals 
intertwined with Christian prayer, 
and as tribal leaders shared a 
sacred pipe with executives, an 
eagle appeared from clouds in the 
west-the direction of Bear Island. 
The eagle is the most revered and 
sacred animal among American 
Indian nations. 

A good omen, observed then
Rep. Donald Soctomah, the Passa
maquoddy's delegate to the Maine 
Legislature, to 200 tribal members 
and guests. "We believe that our 
ancestors see through the eyes of 
eagles." 

"It's like the Berlin Wall coming 
down ... we never thought that this 
would actually happen," enthused 
tribal elder Jim Mitchell. "But they 
say miracles do happen, and this 
is one of them." Mitchell had long 
reminded members not to forget 
the sacrifices of smallpox victims, 
and entreated leaders to retrieve 
the island. 

Mitchell, 84, is believed to be a 
descendant of the Bear Clan whose 
hunting territory included the 
island, and which was the first group 



hit when the last wave of smallpox 
decimated the tribe. 

As those families-37 people
succumbed to the disease, infected 
members from the mainland joined 
them. 

Written records about this, as 
well as earlier outbreaks that repeat
edly ravaged Passamaquoddy peo
ple, do not exist, and tribal accounts 
stemming from oral traditions some
times conflict. Mitchell's older sister, 
Delia Mitchell, is considered a cen
tral story-keeper of the event, which 
was rarely discussed until recently. 

She recalls the tragedy as clearly 
as her fingers recall the memory of 
basket making. At 86, Delia Mitchell 
is almost blind but continues to 
weave brown ash baskets like those 
her ancestors delivered to white fam
ilies who lived near her village. It was 
those families who ignited the epi
demic, she said. 

Natives who lived or camped on 
the islands made baskets, shoes, 
medicines and paddles, among 
other goods, to sell or swap for veg
etables, beef or other foods with 
non-Indian farmers who had settled 
around Big Lake, Mitchell explains. 
According to her parents and grand
parents, members of the clan con
tracted the disease while selling 
baskets to white people living across 
the lake. "There was a quarantine 
sign on the house, but the Indians 
couldn't read. So they went in and 
got [the disease]. People weren't 
educated then. They couldn't read 
or write." 

Albert Dana, former tribal repre
se n ta ti ve to Maine's legislature, 
remembers his father telling him the 
disease was unleashed intentionally 
by infected youths from Princeton. 
"It was a warfare system in those-

days," he said, describing white men 
who came to the village regularly to 
start fistfights with Indian residents. 
Like others, he recalls tales that the 
island was haunted. A hunting guide 
in the watershed for more than 50 
years, 84-year-old Dana reflects, 
"That was a desolate place for some
one who died from smallpox ... But 
nobody knows exactly what hap
pened there." 

While some Passamaquoddies in 
the mid-19th century built homes 
on the mainland, others maintained 
their nomadic traditions, living and 
moving alongside the natural fish 
and animal migrations, often along 
the shores of islands. Delia Mitchell 
explained that people who lived in 
or around the village paddled to the 
islands "all the time to pick berries 
and fish and hunt and trap." 

At least one boy from the Bear 
Clan was ashore when word of the 
legendary sickness reached the vil
lage and ended travel to the island. 
Mitchell says her grandmother took 
him in during the outbreak and, 
ultimately, raised him: his family 
perished in the disease's first sweep. 

As smallpox whipped through 
the village, many victims hoped to 
stop its rampage by isolating them
selves on the island, explained for
mer tribal governor John Stevens. 
Some, however, were forcibly exiled. 
"If they tried to come back [to the 
village], they'd shoot at them." 

Other victims were turned back 
too, reflects Mitchell: near death 
and unable to receive last rites, they 
desperately sought burial among 
their families who, converted to 
Catholicism by missionaries for two 
centuries, were laid to rest in the 
consecrated cemetery at Indian 
Township. 

The island's restoration to the Passamaquoddy 
Tribe "completes a circle, "explains a tribal elder, 
refening to a Native tenet concerning the inter
connectedness of all things and all beings. 
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At least one boy from the Bear Dan 

was ashore when word of the sickness 

reached the village and ended travel 

to the island. A woman took him in 

during the outbreak and, ultimately, 

raised him: his family perished in 

the disease's first sweep. 

A cross on the shore commemorates the dead. 

30 

The few survivors who attempt
ed to return met gunfire as well, 
Stevens said. Their faces and bodies 
deformed by scars, they reportedly 
found refuge with Wabanaki Con
federacy tribes in New Hampshire 
and Quebec. 

Oral accounts do not include 
incidents of euthanasia or suicide 
but, nationwide, neither was un
common among Native Americans. 
One written account in the West de
scribes a group of survivors who 
killed themselves after viewing their 
faces in mirrors they bought from 
fur traders. 

The word "smallpox" sent 
Indians and non-Indians running 
away, literally, for their lives. 
Though non-Indians had developed 
some resistance and could survive 
the highly contagious Variola major, 
Native Americans had no immunity; 
survival was rare. 

Spread by air and physical con
tact, the virus has a 12-day incuba
tion period during which victims 
suffer from headache, fever, nausea, 
back pain and skin rashes. Then, 
blisters form on face, hands and 
feet, and fill with pus. Declared one 
Mandan chief before he died, 
"[E]ven the [hungry] wolves will 
shrink with horror at seeing me." 

Convulsions, delirium, pound
ing backache and 106-degree fever 
usually deliver an agonizing death. 
Deep skin craters and scars perma
nently mark survivors. 

Reflects Stevens somberly, 
"People have conOicted emotions 
about the island and what happened 
at that time. It was a strange disea e 
and they didn't know how to deal 
with it ... maybe people will find some 
peace with this now." 

Despite this anguished memory 
within their 12,000-year history, the 
tribe's actions likely prevented the 
extinction of the country's eastern
most Indian nation. 

Historians credit smallpox, deliv
ered by European contact, as the 
greatest killer of indigenous people 
throughout North America, estimat
ing that nine out of ten died from 
what today's military calls a bioter
ror weapon. In fact, Lord Jeffrey 
Amherst, commander of British 
forces during the 18th century 
French and Indian Wars, is often 

called "the father of germ warfare" 
because of his use of the disease to 
wipe out tribal communities. During 
the wars, he knowingly dispensed 
smallpox-infested blankets to 
Indians. 

Today's smallpox vaccine was 
available in the early 1800s, but 
the Passamaquoddy-"wards of 
the state" until 1975-were not 
inoculated. 

Infants and children were the 
most vulnerable to smallpox. Hist
orically, they account for the greatest 
number of deaths worldwide. 

By 1900, 16 of the region's 20 
Wabanaki tribes were extinct from 
wars, smallpox and lesser ailments. 

By 1910, only 110 Passamaquod
dies had survived this holocaust, said 
Soctomah, adding that one report 
noted, "out of 250 births, 104 infants 
survived." 

Anthropologists persistently 
predicted the tribe's extinction, he 
points out, noting that despite high 
birthrates, the Passamaquoddy popu
lation remained under 150 until the 
mid-1900s. 

The number of dead on Bear 
Island is unknown, said Soctomah, 
who was instrumental in negotiating 
the island's return. "It's a number 
the elders didn't want to keep." 

"[Native people] used to find 
skeletons and bones around the 
[island's] shore," said Delia Mitchell. 
"I guess some [tribal members] cov
ered them up and buried the bones. 
When I was a little girl, we used to 
go there all the time to pray and have 
picnics." 

She described seeing wooden 
crosses, lashed together with leather 
strips, that speckled the island and 
recalled a trip when they were scat
tered on the ground. "Animals must 
have chewed through the leather," 
she said softly. 

An eight-foot white cross, erected 
by a priest several years ago who ser
ved this long-devout Catholic com
munity, stands at the island's shore to 
commemorate the dead. Several 
mounds of earth mark gravesites, but 
burials were an unlikely priority for 
the dying, who were probably caring 
for children and infants. ot far 
from the cross lie the unmarked 
graves of infants. 



Family groups like Mitchell's 
have made similar pilgrimages to the 
island-to pray, to hunt, to picnic, to 
fast-throughout much of the 20th 
century. 

"The island's been used for spiri
tual cleansing and healing for 
years," explained longtime political 
activist and former Tribal Council 
member Wayne Newell. "It's a sacred 
space because of our connection to 
the people buried there. We have a 
strong connection to the spirit world 
there. The island is like a bridge 
[between the two worlds]." 

Until last spring, the safety of 
this hallowed site was never assured. 
Legally, the Passamaquoddy were 
trespassers. In fact, tribal leaders 
had to seek permission from paper 
company officials to perform sacred 
rituals they conduct annually on the 
island to commemorate the dead. 

Additionally, summer homes 
dot many island shores in Big Lake, 
a popular sportfishing area. So, 
while harvesting the timber-rich 
island was never practical economi
cally, Maine's voracious summer cot
tage industry posed a threat to Bear 
Island and its scattered human 
burial sites. 

"For years," Soctomah said, 
"[Georgia-Pacific] used the island as 
a leverage point on any kind of 
negotiations because they knew how 
much we wanted it. We offered to 
buy it. We offered to do anything to 
get it back." 

Following decades of conflict, 
G-P's last tribal interaction involved 
a successful lawsuit against the tribe 
and the Penobscot Nation over 
internal water quality documents 
that included jail sentences for tribal 
governors. The lawsuit's outcome, 
tribal members believe, eroded trib
al sovereignty. 

Executives from Domtar, the 
second largest manufacturer of un
coated paper in the world, not only 
refused to join the lawsuit when it 
bought the mill, but demonstrated 
their intention to foster goodwill by 
returning the island with no strings 
attached. 

The island's restoration to the 
Passamaquoddy "completes a circle," 
Newell explained, referring to a 
Native tenet concerning the inter
connectedness of all things and all 

beings. He said 
the tribe's sacred 
places, "places 
where we could 
connect spiritual-
1 y," have been 
stolen or other
wise alienated. 
And, "because of 
the incident of 
smallpox, the 
island became a 
focal point where 
this connected
ness can be main
tained," he said. 
"So, it's come 
full circle-it's 
complete. 

"This island 
has journeyed 
with us through 
all the difficult 
things that have 
happened to us. 
Like most of our 
land, it was alien
ated from us. 
In a sense, the 
reunion started 
when all those 
people got sick and died there, and 
it became the place where they were 
buried. We're now whole again," he 
said, adding that the tribe is placing 
the island in trust with the federal 
government, ensuring its protection. 

Last spring, as the island moved 
into tribal hands, Debby Feck, the 
mill's first female manager and a 
fourth-generation employee, ended 
the last speech with the core 
sentiment that drew tribal members 
to the celebration that day: "Apaciya
wolotuwoh htlonapemuwak-your rela
tives have returned to you." 

But as festivities ended with a 
final prayer and boats awaited pas
sengers who attended the first 
sacred pipe ceremony on Muwinwi 
Monihq under the tribe's steward
ship, another eagle glided across the 
sunlight from the east-the direc
tion of a new day, the direction of 
new beginnings. 

A good omen-for the living and 
for the souls who returned from 
Muwinwi Monihq. 

Deborah DuBrule is a Maine-based free
lance writer. 

The pafJ1rr company that had controlled 
Gordon '.s Island for decades returned it to the 
Passamaquoddy Tribe in a Jonna/ ceremony at 
Indian Township in the spring of 2002. 
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Hard times for the 

HORSE 
MACKEREL 



Maine~ fas test fish 

may not be able to 

outrun its enemies 

Facing page: Photo by Bill Curtsinger 

BEN NEAL 

A 
s the dog days of August approach in the Gulf of 
Maine, with massive aggregations of herring and 
mackerel churning the dark waters with glowing 
phosphorescence, and stratified, relatively calm 

conditions resulting in surface temperatures in the mid 60s 
in the western gulf, the giant bluefin tuna slip into our 
coastal and offshore waters. These eight-to-ten foot rockets 
of the sea are the fastest, strongest, most valuable, and now 
among the most vulnerable, of Maine's summer visitors. 

The giant bluefin, or Thunnus thynnus (roughly trans
lated as the "tuna of all the tunas"), is a seasoned long 
distance traveler, and Maine is but one annual option for 
this restless fish. With fish from the northwest Atlantic 
showing up in Norwegian, Mediterranean and Bay of 
Biscay waters, it is known that bluefin migrations can be 
both vast and fast. 

Yet to fisheries scientists, bluefin travels remain remark
ably enigmatic. Their peregrinations make for difficult 
management, with virtually every Atlantic country vying for 
a piece of the stock as they pass by. An international body 
is required that is willing and able to create and enforce 
conservation regulations across literally the entire expanse 
of an ocean, encompassing many different fishing gear 
types and cultures, and capable of restraining the human 
pressure for what is, pound for pound, the most valuable 
food animal in the world. 

From the 1950s to the 1970s the Bailey's Island Tuna Tournament was an annual favorite. 

33 



Thirty years ago there was little market for tuna meat, which fetched f1rices that ranged from a niche/ to a quarter /1er pound. 

Such a regulatory body does exist, but 
the execution of its mission has been 
flawed, and the tuna have been the ones 
Lo suffer. While the migratory tuna popu
lation visiting the Gulf o[ Maine has 
declined considerably since the mid-1990s, 
and prices have shrunk a bit as well, there 
are still a few indefatigable Maine fisher
men who set forth each year to scan the 
waters, watching for the telltale wake, and 
hoping to hook or harpoon a giant. 

The bluefin, or, as it was called in the 
past, the horse mackerel, was once regard
ed primarily as a nuisance. Large tuna 
would follow schools of mackerel or her
ring into weirs or seines, and then tear 
their way out. There was little market for 
the meat, although some heads and bellies 
were rendered for oil, or processed into 
pet or other animal food. Until the 
Second World War, fish were selling for 
the same price as bait mackerel. In the 
1950s, commercial and sport fishing 
efforts increased rapidly, with new export 
and domestic ma1-kets developing. Pelagic 
long-lining in offshore Atlantic waters was 
introduced by the Japanese in 1956, and 
purse-seining in the New York area began 
in 1962, proving to be especially effective 
at catching juveniles. This category still 
comprises about 20 percent o[ the total 
catch, a fact that rankles many sports fish-
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ermen and conservationists, although the 
seiners are required now to target only the 
largest fish. 

In the autumn of 1972, Japanese buy
ers first came Lo the docks of ew 
England, after learning that the giant tuna 
taken in the norlhwest Atlantic had the 
ideal fat content for sushi and sashimi. 
Techniques and markets had been devel
oped for flash frozen, overnighted, air
delivered tuna. In that year, Asian buyers 
offered an eye-catching $1.45 per pound, a 
sLanling increase from prices that had 
been running from a nickel to a quarter. 
This bounty led to greatly increased rod
and-reel fishing pressure, especially in 
Massachusetts, Maine and Nova Scotia. 
On-the-dock prices for tuna skyrocketed in 

ew England during the boom economic 
times in Japan in the 1980s and early 
1990s, exceeding $40 a pound. An individ
ual fish could bring a fisherman tens of 
thousands of dollars. Even though the 
Asian economic downturn made memo
ries of the highest prices, the fish are still 
very highly regarded. The record price for 
a single bluefin was reached in 2001, with 
the first fish of the year (which commands 
significant prestige and thus an artificially 
inflated price), a svelte, hard frozen, head
less 440-pounder, selling for a cool 
$173,600. 

HARPOONS AND TOURNAMENTS 
Maine fishermen have specialized in the 
artisanal method of harpooning, in which 
surface swimming tuna were harpooned by 
vigorous fishermen hurling spears by hand 
from long catwalk-like tuna pulpits rigged 
from lobster boats, thus taking (by choice) 
only the largest fish, and having no 
bycatch. This method of fishing has 
evolved from simple wooden harpoons to 
aluminum shafted irons bearing electric 
darts, which ensure a quick kill, but other
wise remains just as it always has, a game of 
stealth and skill, relying in the end on a 
steady eye, a carefully driven boat and a 
strong throw. 

Lexi Krause of Monhegan Island has 
been hunting tuna in this way for nearly 30 
years. Fishing from a point miles offshore 
has its advantages, as he starts closer to the 
grounds, and is able to judge and exploit 
breaks in the weather or fog. Noting that 
the tuna used to come closer to the island, 
Lexi remembers "standing on the cliffs on 
the back side of the island, and watching 
fish swim past right on the surface, and 
even seeing them occasionally right at the 
mouth of the harbor, even jumping right 
in the harbor on some occasions, such as 
Sherm Stanley's wedding day." 

"We took that as a good sign," Krause 
recalls. He had one nine-fish day in 1988. 



Giant tuna in the nort/11vest Atlantic have the ideal fat content for sushi and sashimi, and in 1972 the price reached $1.45 per pound. In 2001, a headless 
440-pounder sold for $17 3, 600. 

However, on days without fish, of which 
"we had hundreds," he was forced to make 
somewhat bitter runs to the mainland for 
fuel and ice with nothing to sell. 

Further downeast, lobsterman and 
wildlife artist Rick Alley of Little Cranberry 
Island, off Mt. Desert, remembers going 
for tuna with his father as a pastime in the 
1950s and 60s. "We went for a high price 
of about five cents a pound, if there was 
market at all, and we never went farther 
than a couple of miles from the island," he 
remembers. "Bakers Island, Bunkers 
Ledge, the eastern side of lslesford, and 
even up Frenchman's Bay to Egg Rock, all 
these places would sometimes have fish." 
They still are around, and he sees a few 
each year, but they are further out and 
smaller than the tuna he remembers as a 
child. 

Maine sportsfishermen have also been 
in on the action. The oldest tuna event in 
Maine is the Bailey's Island Fishing 
Tournament, begun in 1939 to bring 
tourists and sports fishermen to the 
region. From the 1950s to the 1970s the 
tournament was an annual favorite. Gerry 
York, an Orr's Island genealogist and 
installation specialist at Bath Iron Works, 
recalls the high point with some 36 fish on 
the dock at once, and another time with a 
boat arriving unable to slow down, as it 
would start taking on water due to a heavy 
load of nine fish. 

The tournament fish were also part of 
the Japanese boom, and local boatbuilder 
David Hackett recalls how "as often as not, 
they used to end up putting the fish over 
the side of the pier, until one day in the 
1970s two quiet Asian men showed up 
dressed in suits and driving a Mercedes, 
and they bought the fish, pulled out a saw, 
put on coveralls, cut off the heads and tails 
and carted them off in a refrigerated 
truck." 

The Bailey's Island event has been 
joined in recent years by the six-year-old 
Sturdivant Island Tuna Tournament, also 
run out of Casco Bay, which had a 931-
pound fish landed in 1999, and offers as 
much as $12,500 in prize money. 

KING OF THE TUNAS 
The giant bluefin tuna is a remarkable and 
highly evolved oceanic dweller. It is 
epipelagic (inhabiting the upper layer of 
the water column) and oceanadromous 
(traveling aci-oss open oceans), and is 
capable as an adult of visiting both brack
ish bay and open marine waters ranging in 
temperature from 40 to nearly 80 degrees. 
The fish ranges from 70 degrees north to 
40 degrees south, with a sub-population 
off South Africa. It can live up LO 20 years, 
and is capable of crossing 5,000 miles of 
open ocean in under two months, migrat
ing in search of food. Adults become sexu
ally mature at around 250 pounds, and 

can attain weights of over 1,400 pounds. 
These days along the Maine coast anything 
over 500 pounds is notable, and the larger 
tuna of recent years for the most part have 
not been above 700. 

Not only can it move across the face of 
the waters at will, but it can also move ver
tically with ease, diving up to 3,000 feet. 

Tuna are regarded as tJ1e exception to 

the rule that fishes are cold-blooded: they 
are able to maintain higher than ambient 
body temperatures, and have evolved an 
elaborate circulatory system that acts as a 
countercurrent heat exchanger, keeping 
heat in the body. 

Bluefin can thus maintain relatively 
constant large-muscle tern peratures, allow
ing greater expenditures of energy and 
thus greater speed. With retractable pec
toral fins smoothing their shape, they can 
push their hydrodynamic, bullet-like bod
ies to speeds exceeding 30 knots, and can 
change direction in any plane in an 
instant, hurling their entire mass well free 
of the water if they choose. On the otJ1er 
end of the energy equation, they also have 
mammal-like warm stomachs, allowing for 
protein digestion in about one third the 
time as other cold-blooded fishes, and 
thus greatly increasing the amount of food 
iliat can be ingested in a given Lime. 

During their summer visits to the Gulf 
of Maine, adult bluefin have insatiable 
appetites, and will consume about 10 per-
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Beneath the surface, tuna are supported &y Jar more than their own mass in other fish. 

cent of their body weight per day in her
ring, mackerel, hake, bluefish and squid. 
For hydrodynamic efficiency, tuna have 
given up the gill plates of most other fish 
(which allow them to fan water through 
their gills) and thus must swim ceaselessly 
or die. 

MANAGEMENT 
The bluefin's major spawning grounds 
were long believed to be only in areas in 
the Gulf of Mexico and the central Medi
terranean, a belief that led to the east-west, 
two-stock, split population makeup theory 
that has been the basis of management. 
Recent studies, however, have shown evi
dence of spawning in parts of the open 
Atlantic, in the region of the warm waters 
of the Sargasso Sea, further complicating 
both our biologic understanding and our 
attempts at conservation management. 
While the jury is still out, and no bluefin 
has been caught in jlagrante delicto in the 
open central Atlantic, it has become 
apparrent that they have a few heretofore 
unperceived tricks up their fins. 

It seems that the tuna are literally 
swimming circles around the old two-stock 
theory, which held that the tuna of the 
eastern Atlantic (in the Mediterranean, 
North Africa and along the European 
coast) did not mix much with the fish of 
the western Atlantic waters. Management 
groups have had to work overtime to rec
oncile regulations with new knowledge, 
but have not moved fast enough for some 
environmental groups like the ational 
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Audubon Society's Living Oceans 
Campaign. 

Management authority for the giant 
tuna has been delegated to the Inter
national Commission for the Conservation 
of Atlantic Tuna (ICCAT), based in Spain. 
This group compiles statistics, coordinates 
research, develops management recom
mendations and brings the various tuna
catching countries together. It relies on 
the member countries for approving the 
regulations, and, most importantly, for 
enforcement and monitoring. In the 
United States, this management body is 
the ational Marine Fisheries Service 
(NMFS). According to its figures, spawn
ing size bluefin (those 320 pounds and 
larger) in U.S waters were last at the level 
at which a sustainable population can be 
maintained in 1975, and the numbers of 
both adults and juveniles have declined 
dramatically since, standing today at about 
15 percent of the recommended level. 

Split authority between national and 
international groups has in some cases left 
the fox in charge of the henhouse. At best, 
it has resulted in a somewhat unrestricted 
international fishery. (One person inter
viewed for this article went so far as to 
claim facetiously that the acronym ICCAT 
really stands for the "International 
Conspiracy to Catch All the Tunas.") 

Whoever is in charge, it is certain that 
populations and distributions of bluefin 
have changed and perhaps crashed, with 
many countries on both sides of the 
Atlantic experiencing declining numbers 

in the water and reduced catches on the 
dock . ow, some scientists are saying that 
the Atlantic bluefin tuna is heading deep
er into danger of extinction. At best, the 
current level of fishing is believed to be 
holding the population level, and some 
believe it may be resulting in further 
declines. At the heart of the debate on 
catches, stock sizes and international allo
cations is the central, unresolved issue of 
whether or not there is one stock or two, 
and what is the size of the total popula
tion. 

In the Gulf of Maine there is no ques
tion that the abundance of large bluefin 
has declined considerably from recorded 
levels of the mid-1990s, but the picture, 
like anything with these stealthy and rapid 
fish, remains unclear. Some believe the 
decline in numbers along the Maine shore 
is connected with the availability of bait
fish, or that the tuna may have simply fol
lowed the lunch wagon. Unfortunately, 
the lunch wagon may be parked in anoth
er country's yard. 

MI TUNA ES SU TUNA? 
Dr. Molly Lutcavage, a senior scientist with 
the ew England Aquarium, has been 
tracking giant bluefin with sophisticated, 
data-gathering "archival" tags for over ten 
years. Her work, along with the efforts of 
Dr. Barbara Block of the Tuna Research 
and Conservation Center of Stanford 
University, and others, has shown that 
tuna tagged off the coast of Maine, ew 
Hampshire and Massachusetts travel to the 



Maine fishermen have specialized in har/1ooning, a game of stealth and skill. 

Bahamas, the North and central Atlantic 
and even to the Azores, crossing well over 
the political line separating the eastern 
and western stocks. 

The mixing rate of the two stocks was 
until recently assumed by ICCAT to be 
three to four percent, but is now believed 
to be closer to 40 per·cent-a tremendous 
difference, considering that the eastern 
Atlantic fishermen take about 12 times 
more fish (out ofa total quota of about 70 
million pounds) than their western coun
terparts. This critical information, not sur
prisingly, has led to widespread calls for 
eastern Atlantic fishermen to limit their 
catches more than they do. 

Dr. Lutcavage is no su·anger to being 
an iconoclast when it comes to debunking 
federal tuna information; her first work in 
the Gulf of Maine was in the early 1990s 
when she surveyed surface schools of 
bluefin from the air. She observed more 
fish on the surface than the federal 
authorities believed existed in the entire 
region, information that also affected the 
yearly quota setting process. 

Within the Gulf of Maine, and espe
cially within the range of the Maine 
islands, Dr. Lutcavage is now working on a 
su·iking new theory. While she recognizes 
that numbers of tuna coming near the 
coast and islands have decreased, she has 
also noticed that the schools of fish have 
maintained or increased their appearances 
elsewhere, such as in the Gulf of St. 
Lawrence and the Nova Scotian shore. She 
is beginning to look at other possible rea
sons for this shift out of the Gulf of Maine, 
such as a reduction in the availability of 

food for the voracious fish. She has sup
porters in the commercial fishery for this 
theory, including longtime tuna-chaser 
Lexi Krause of Monhegan. 

Krause also believes that Atlantic tuna 
comprise one mixed stock, and states "that 
this country has done the most for conser
vation, with less quota, no illegal market to 
speak of and effective enforcement, while 
Europe and Africa have unregulated fish
ing and markets, with us on this side pay
ing the price." 

But while the unbalanced quota on a 
mixed stock is a major factor, the problem 
goes even deeper, he thinks, and has 
another cause closer to home: the tuna 
have been left nothing for lunch. 

As an island resident and a fisherman, 
Lexi has long observed species of all types, 
and he has noted a reduction in both size 
and abundance of schools of herring, whit
ing, mackerel and menhaden. 

"If you take all the herring away, there 
is nothing for the tuna to eat, and they can 
and will take themselves to the feed," 
Krause says. The ecology of the herring 
stock in the coastal Gulf has become the 
top issue for Krause and other members of 
the East Coast Tuna Fishermen's Associa
tion. 'The long and short of it is that the 
mid-water u·awl boats are breaking up the 
bait schools, and it affects everybody, 
including the party (groundfish charter 
fishing) boats, the whale watching boats 
and the tuna fishermen," he says. 
"Consider that the herring is the basis of 
the whole chain, and without it the preda
tors will just move out." 

As always in underwater science, the 
picture is murky. Dr. Lutcavage points out 
that the effect might not be human-caused 
at all, but rather the result of higher water 
temperatures, which have been up as 
much as four degrees centigrade over a 
large area in 2002. 

This summer, as the waters again 
become comparatively warm and still and 
the shoals of forage fish slide back into 
Maine waters, the giant bluefin tuna will 
not be far behind. But chasing the tuna 
into the gulf will be specters of their own: 
not just local harpooners and hookers pur
suing the fish, but the larger twin shadows 
of deprivation of food through environ
mental alteration and the ceaseless stress 
of directed fishing pressure. They may be 
the fastest fish in the sea, but the tuna 
could still have a tough race staying ahead 
of these two tireless chasers. All who have 
enjoyed a slice of their violet meat, or have 
marveled at their tremendous proportions 
on the dock, or-best of all-seen one of 
these giants shooting improbably from the 
water, or who just like knowing that they 
are out there, should see in the bluefin 
tuna the apogee of the marine ecosystem 
of the Gulf of Maine. Like the tip of an ice
berg, they are supported under the sw-face 
by far more than their own mass in other 
fish. If the numbers at the top are to 
remain, then it is not only to the fish 
themselves, but also to these casts of thou
sands that conservation efforts must be 
directed. 

Ben Neal is Program Officer for Marine 
Resources at the Island Institute. 
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McCloskeys ! 

SAL AND JANE GREW UP, BUT A PART 
OF THEIR LIVES HAS STAYED THE SAME 

Sal and Jane today. 

STEVE CARTWRIGHT 

''Kuplink, Kuplank, Kuplunk." 
If you've read Blueberries for 
Sal, you know that's the 
sound of fresh-picked blue-

berries dropping into an empty tin pail. 
Since their publication half a 

century ago, three generations of chil
dren have known Blueberries for Sal, 
One Morning in Maine, Time of Wonder-
classics by Maine writer-ill us tr a tor 
Robert McCloskey. 

Little Sal and baby Jane remain for
ever young in their father's books. In 
real life, of course, they grew up, just 
like the rest of us. And Sal and Jane 
McCloskey today believe we can make 
the world a bit better, and we'd better 
not rest too easy until we've done so. 
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"Sal's mother and sister Jane were 
waiting with a box of empty milk bottles to 
return to the store and a list of things to 
buy," the familiar story goes. No more 
glass bottles in Bucks Harbor, but 
Condon's Garage is still there. 

One morning in Maine, late last fall, I 
found myself aboard a boat headed to the 
McCloskeys' island. Turns out I had been 
here before, as a small boy on a sailboat, 
but none of us remember that visit. I won't 
soon forget this trip. The air was warm, the 
sea calm. 

I ask the sisters if the stories are true. 
Jane says, "I don't think the bears were 
true. Bob wrote that book-Blueberries for 
Sal-because Mom was pregnant with me 
and Sally was beginning to realize there 
was going to be an interloper, an intruder 
in her life, and she did not take a good 
view of it. So Bob wrote Blueberries for Sal 
to give Sal a gift, to make her feel special. 
And One Morning in Maine-we always 
picked up feathers on the beach and 
wished on them." 

The girls did go for ice cream at near
by Bucks Harbor. The characters, such as 
the Condons, are all real people. The son 
of the Mr. Condon who fixed the 
McCloskey outboard in the story-and in 
real life-has taken over from his father. 

Remembering the old-timers of her 
childhood, Jane says, "Their names are so 
beautiful, Ferd, Earl, Percy, Oscar." The 
Clifford family, including Ferd Clifford, is 
now in its third generation of caretaking 
the island. 

Robert McCloskey liked the local ban
ter and salty character of Bucks Harbor, 
but he was bashful. He could relax at his 
island retreat, a tiny world bounded by 
inscrutable sea. The few surprises of island 
life were predictable if not always wel
come, like a change in the weather. 

As we chuff out of Swain's Cove for 
the short trip to the island, things feel 
vaguely familiar. Maybe this happens 
through shared ages and experiences, 
the common ground of 
hopes and disappoint- ~'\ 

men ts, a shared need for ./tt '/ j' ~ ~II))!)] 
even a small adventure, 11 i ~s, 
a fresh encounter. ~ 

From One Morning in Maine. 
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Sal and Jane feel strongly about the 
Deer Isle region and its natural environ
ment, and currently they are immersed in 
a battle to block salmon farming around 
the island that inspired McCloskey's clas
sics, an area remarkably unchanged since. 

We cruise around the bay to see the 
proposed salmon pen sites. We pass close 
by a seal, apparently playing with a floating 
log. We agreed we'd never seen that 
before. 

"'I have a loose tooth!' Sal said to the 
seal, and the seal, being just as curious as 
most seals, swam nearer to have a good 
look." 

The seal, I suppose, has often seen Sal 
and Jane before. He dives into the waters 
where the sisters hope they can fight off 
the salmon farm. They fear it will contami
nate the marine ecosystem, threaten tradi
tional lobster fishing and generally throw 
the balance of nature out of whack. Fight
ing for the environment-and the people 
-of the bay is something that brings 
the sisters-and their neighbors-closer, a 
common commitment. 

Growing up in the shadow of Robert 
McCloskey meant, "Oh, you're Little Sal," 
"you're that Jane reaching for the ice 
cream cone" or clutching the spark plug 
on the way to "clam chowder for lunch." 

It has been important to Jane and Sal 
to find themselves, and be themselves, 
apart from a certain celebrity status. It 
hasn't been easy. Both sisters have been 
married and divorced. Sal is remarried; 
Jane is single. 

We walk along a narrow road on Little 
Deer Isle, picking wild apples. The sis
ters have some lines in their faces 
that betray hardships. Those lines 
can smile, too. 

Says Jane, "I feel that I have finally 
come 'round full-circle to a happiness that 
I knew as a child and lost for so many 
years." 

Sal acknowledges her own bumpy 
road, but has found comfort in a new 
relationship with her husband, Rod 
Chadbourne, a surveyor who moved from 
southern Maine, courting her gently with 
flowers and dinner. 

"My view of the books is that they were 
great stories, which came out of our life on 
the island," she says. "They weren't neces
sarily about who we were or are as people, 
or how we personally experienced the 
events about which Bob wrote." But, she 
says, "they are wonderful stories." 

Reaching the darkly wooded island, 
Sal and Jane adeptly bring their boat up to 
the sturdy dock, beside the boathouse 
where Robert McCloskey maintained a stu
dio. We follow the worn path to the house. 

Islands are always a little adventure. 
This one is hallowed ground, the place of 
stories. But change comes even to a well
preserved, family-owned island. The 
McCloskey house is undergoing a very 
thorough remodeling, and this is a last 
chance to glimpse the way it was. 

Sal and Jane's small bedrooms 
upstairs are unchanged from their girl
hood; so is the master bedroom with its 
portraits of the young sisters by their 
father. A computer looks out of place; one 
sister says it was their father's; the other 
sister says no, he never had his computer 
on the island. 



Life Magazine visited the McClosluys on the island in the 1950s. 

Robert McCloskey hasn't written a 
book in decades. He liked to invent things, 
to tinker. So he made elaborate mechani
cal puppets. "He never talked about them 
much," says Jane. "There were three pup
pets and they were going to be friends. Let 
me see, there was a mouse, a mole and 
pigeon. They hung out at the back of the 
school bus. The only one he ever really 
perfected was the mole. He ended up 
obsessing on the mole. He spent 20 years 
on it. The mouse was too small. The 
pigeon he was going to get to, someday, 
but the anatomy was screwy. How do you 
do the wings?" 

He did some painting in those years. 
The McCloskey portraits of his daugh

ters draw your eye. The likeness to their 
faces today is remarkable, wondrous. Some 
things don't change. Some do. Downstairs, 
the big, two-story stone chimney in the 
house is gone-salt in the island sand used 
for mortar drew moisture into the chim
ney, weakening it. In the winter the mois
ture froze. Without the chimney, there is 
more view of the bay from the old couch 
where the girls snuggled with their moth
er, Peggy, as she read to them. 

The old kitchen where Mom put up 
blueberries in glass-lid canning jars-while 

Sal put the rubber rings around her arm
is being transformed. And that, the sisters 
admit, is a bit of a loss. But the house 
hadn't been kept up. The sisters agreed 
that it needed renovation. 

When I was a child and later, when my 
children were young, One Morning in 

Maine and Blueberries For Sal were required 
reading, along with the McCloskey master
piece, Make Way for Ducklings. At home, 
when I locate our dog-eared copies, son 
Joel, 18, glances at Blueberries for Sal and 
said, "Hey, leave that out. I want to read 
it." ever too old. 
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From One Morning in Maine. 

On a window ledge in the island 
house is a model of the bronze statue of 
Mrs. Mallard and her Ducklings. The full 
size work sits on the Boston Common, site 
of the Make Way for Ducklings story-a mix 
of reality and make-believe. Another 
bronze of the ducks was installed in 
Moscow about ten years ago, and 
McCloskey was on hand for the event. 

Not all McCloskey writing is Maine
based, but his beloved Scott Islands-there 
are two, just one with a house-run deep 
in his work. McCloskey's Maine is a place 
we recognize, superficially but also the 
undercurrents. The way children are 
loved, the understanding of natural envi
ronment, the quiet joys of small things. 
Every detail in a McCloskey picture 
counts-the rocks, seaweed, u·ees, stumps, 
clam hod, skiff, even the humor in Oscar 
Staples' face as Sal shows him where she 
lost a tooth. 
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McCloskey once said writing books 
was sort of an accident; he needed words 
to connect his pictures, and pretty soon he 
had a text. Part of the delight in these 
books stems from the stories being fiction, 
not life the way it really was, or is. Yet the 
stories ring true, free of cuteness or conde
scension. For McCloskey, the world of 
seals and his daughters at play on their 
island was irresistible material from which 
to craft a story. An indifferent, sometimes 
harsh world beyond the family and their 
island does not intrude. 

Still, real things happen in those 
books, good and bad. Sal loses her loose 
tooth, and can't put it under her pillow. 
The outboard motor coughs and sputters, 
and her father ends up rowing to Bucks 
Harbor. There is mutual respect, between 
a bear and little Sal, young Jane and a 
storekeeper, between a girl and a seal. 

Sal and her father now own the island. 

home, which she sold several years ago. 
Jane lives simply in a modest, owner-built 
house, making wreaths and working with 
Sal on their East Penobscot Bay 
Environmental Alliance, organizing oppo
sition to fish farming. Sal is a real estate 
lawyer who works with land trusts and 
other environmental groups. 

Robert McCloskey, now 88 and wid
owed since 1991, bought a condominium 
at Parker Ridge, an assisted living facility 
in Blue Hill. He told me over the phone 
that he still wants to visit the island, but it's 
become difficult for him because of 
Parkinson's disease. I asked if I could visit 
him and he said he guessed not, that he 
was too old for interviews. 

Bob McCloskey has memories he can 
lean on. In his books he evokes the 
essence of childhood and coastal Maine, 
and the not-so-easy but very worthwhile 
job of growing up. He has helped a lot of 

Jane was given her parents' Deer Isle us grow, and appreciate what's around us. 



The Life photographs portray an idealized childhood. 

"When I was young I surrounded 
myself with musical instruments and tried 
the musician's life," McCloskey wrote in 
1951. "Then I worked for hours with 
motors and wires and tried the inventor's 
life. With paints and brushes and such I 
have lived the artist's life. But you know, 
living on sea, I have been spending a lot of 

From One Morning in Maine. 

time with sea gulls and fish lately.Just this 
morning while I was shaving, I noticed a 
very slight difference in my whiskers. I 
examined them carefully but it is too early 
to tell whether they are changing into 
scales or feathers." 

In Time of Wonder, the poetic book that 
is perhaps his most universal, he writes: 

"Suddenly the wind whips the water into 
sharp, choppy waves. It tears off the sharp 
tops and slashes them into ribbons of 
smoky spray. And the rain comes slam
ming down." 

"The moon comes out, making a rain
bow in the salt spray, a promise that the 
storm will soon be over." 

The next day, a McCloskey painting 
shows mother and father using a two-man 
crosscut saw to buck up downed trees. Sal 
and Jane find shells left by Indians, lying 
where the uprooted tree has exposed a 
layer of history. 

Summer ends-we know that feeling. 
"Take a farewell look at the waves and the 
sky. Take a farewell sniff of the salty sea. 
A little bit sad about the place you are leav
ing, a little bit glad about the place you 
are going." 

Sal and Jane have come back to the 
place where the story began, and they are 
finding their own rainbow in the salt spray. 

Steve Cartwright is a Maine-based freelance 

writer. 
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At a seaside learning cente½ 
students raise oysters and expectations 

STEVE CARTWRIGHT 

A 
t the tip of the St. George peninsula lies the snug 
village of Port Clyde, home to fishermen, artists 
and the Monhegan Boat Line. It's also the site of 
an unusual school, the Herring Gut Learning 

Center. A new building with attached greenhouse looks 
like a traditional Maine cape. But inside are labs with 
microscopes, fish tanks, classrooms and kids busily moving 
about and taking responsibility for different parts of the 
fresh water and salt water operations. 

The Herring Gut Learning Center was founded five 
years ago by Phyllis Wyeth. The mission of Herring 
Gut-before Port Clyde, that was the name of this fishing 
village-is to introduce aquaculture and ecology to mid
coast middle and high school students and hopefully 
inspire them to further study, and possibly to careers in 
aquaculture. 
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Hening Gut introduces aquaculture and ecology to midcoast middle and high school students, hopefully 
inspiring thern to further study. 

Eighth-grader James Lewis, son 
of a Cushing lobsterman, is one of 
the many students excited to attend 
Herring Gut. "In regular school, I 
just sat there being bored," he said. 
"Basically this place has given me a 
new life. I have more knowledge 
than I thought and I have more 
interest than I thought." 

As Lewis attends to his duties as 
the Oyster Hatchery Manager-each 

Hening Gut emphasizes hands-on learning as the key for reaching students who have Jared poorly in 
structured school settings. 

46 

of the nine students in this alternate 
education program has a title and 
individualized responsibilities-he 
adds, 'Tm going to try to get into 
marine biology when I get to col
lege." 

"At the beginning, we didn't 
think we'd get most of these stu
dents into high school," pointed out 
Jeff Chase, the Center's director. 
"Now they're talking about college." 
He hopes to see the center's reach 
extended beyond schools already 
served in St. George, Thomaston 
and Camden. "If nothing else," he 
said, "it sparks their interest in the 
marine sciences." 

These kids aren't just learning 
marine biology. They learn to help 
each other in a business with a real 
budget, a real product. It's an expe
rience that immerses them in work 
that is more than theoretical. 
Herring Gut emphasizes hands-on 
learning as the key for reaching 
these students who have fared poor
ly in structured school settings. 

The Center is divided between 
two buildings including an oyster 
production facility below the new 
classrooms, greenhouse and lab 
facilities above. James Lewis shows 
us around the oyster facility and 
introduces us to 14-year-old Andrew 
Davis, president. 

The operation is set up as a 
mini-business, and students keep 
track of expenses and the revenue 
they receive when they sell the oys
ter seed to growers. 

When asked about his duties as 
president, Davis succinctly explains, 
"I have to make sure the meetings 
run well. I have to find weak spots in 
the company. I have to make sure 
the weekly reports get done. If some
one is not doing the reports, there 
are consequences." 

Clearly this approach to educa
tion has paid off for Davis. "Last year 
I flunked every subject in regular 
school. But this last quarter I was on 
the honor roll." 

Sebastian Belle, executive direc
tor of the Hallowell-based Maine 
Aquaculture Association, has worked 
with Herring Gut for more than 
three years and is convinced of its 



importance. With the decline of the 
fishery, "young people from fishing 
families see no hope," he said. "They 
see mansions on the shore where 
they can mow lawns." Aquaculture, 
he believes, can change that. 

"Herring Gut is in many ways 
re-igniting interest in the fishing 
industry," Belle said. "The center 
is teaching that the ocean has limit
ed resources, and we exceed them 
at our peril. The center could pro
vide careers on the Maine coast for 
the next generation of fishermen. 
Phyllis Wyeth wants them to have 
that chance." 

About 200 students participate 
annually, including many who take 
part in a busy summer program. 
Chase has one paid assistant; anoth
er will be hired and volunteers 
round out the staff. This year they 
have expanded to offer a course and 
training for the "Zenith" alternative 
education program in Camden and 
have begun exploring a relationship 
with Rockland's alternative educa
tion program. 

Wyeth often visits the center in 
her wheelchair, mingling with stu
dents and teachers and sharing their 
pride in new skills and discoveries, 
accomplished through their own 
hands-on efforts. Some of the stu
dents at Herring Gut are coping 
with various disabilities, and other 
difficulties at school and home. But 
for Wyeth, the center is really about 
possibilities. It's about cooperative 
learning and growth, about building 
self-confidence, making decisions, 
taking responsibility. 

So far, it seems to be working. 
Herring Gut flows from Phyllis 

Wyeth's own strong feelings about 
protecting the natural environment 
and the ocean's resources. That 
commitment extends to those who 
work the sea for a living, too. 

By understanding how to grow 
algae to feed seed oysters, by under
s tan ding how oysters breed and 
develop, these young people "are 
learning all the skills," she said. 
"What's going to happen in a hun
dred years? We'd better prepare." 
Wyeth has for years been a director 
of the Natural Resources Defense 

The Center includes an oyster production facility, classroorns, lab facilities and a greenhouse. 

Council. She and artist-husband 
Jamie lived for years on Monhegan, 
where they literally watched the 
fishery decline. Now, many of the 
children who participate at the 
learning center are from local fish
ing families. 

The new learning center build-
ing overlooks a quiet cove. Down the "Last year I flunked every subject in 

hill is Marshall Point Sea Farm, regular school. But this last quarter 
another Wyeth project. Sea Farm 
director Karl Eschholz said the busi- I was on the honor roll." 
ness and the school programs go 
hand in hand; he is happy to help 
children learn the ropes, right down 
to the sex lives of oysters. He and 
Chase both studied biology at Unity 
College before signing on with 
Herring Gut. 

The Sea Farm has sold market
size surf clams to Rockland's Cafe 
Miranda and Black Bull grill. But 
the biggest part of the business is 
seed oysters: 110 million raised and 
sold in 2001. Orders range in size 
from 100,000 to 20 million oysters. 
Students have to reckon with these 
figures, and Eschholz said, "I've 
never seen kids so excited about 
math." The center welcomes visitors, 
and can be reached by calling 
207-372-8677. Email: hglc@gwi.net 

Steve Cartwright is a Maine-based 
freelance writer. 

47 



THE WORKING 
WATERFRONT 

A quarterly newspaper April 1993 

mKER 

Despite 
the worst 

everyone's best efforts, 
could happen here 

By Christine Kukka 

Encased in a single skin of steel, nearly nine billion 
gallons of oil chums through the Gulf of Maine 
each year, passing near shellfish beds, rich fishing 

waters, national parks, commercial waterfronts, and 
visiting tourists. 

Despite inch-thick spill response plans and 
millions of dollars spent on oil skimmers, booms, 
absorbent pad~, and trained personnel from Portsmouth, 
N.H., to Eastport, the impossible-to-predict human or 
mechanical error could occur here. 

It happened in Prince William Sound in Alaska 
three years ago. It happened in the Shetland Islands last 
winter. The contingency plans were in place, but they 
didn't prevent massive spills. 

And once a spill occurs, despite recent 
technological advances in oil spill clean-up, there is still 

Inside 
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• Growing seaweed with passion 
• Perils of the business 

Real estate, etc . ....................................... page 8 
• Adapting and surviving on Union Wharf 

little that can be done to contain or clean it up, 
particularly on a coast like Maine's. 

"I think it's fair to say we could be focusing 
more on prevention," said David Sait, who heads the oil 
spill response division at the Maine Department of 
Environmental Protection. "All the oil spill emergency 

( continued on page 11) 

What we're up to ... 
This newspaper is a project of the Island 
Institute, a non-profit organization that got its 
start in Maine's year-round island communities. 
Island towns and their counterparts on the coastal 
mainland have much in common, and The 

(continued on page 6) 
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THE WORKING 

David Platt, Working Waterfront's editor 

Facing page: Working Waterfront's first issue 
considered the dangers of oil spills and recent 
rules designed to reduce them. 

DAVID D. PLATT 

L ate in 1992 at the Island 
Institute's old offices on Ocean 
Street in Rockland, an informal 

group began planning a new publica
tion. The Institute's first newspaper, 
Island News, had already become Inter
Island News, a post office staple in the 14 
year-round island communities and a 
forum for lively discussions of ferry ser
vice, solid waste and community life, 
along with a generous dose of "us vs. 
them" letters-to-the-editor. 

The meetings that took place that 
winter were focused on something entirely different: a 
newspaper of broader interest, greater reach and more 
mainland potential than Inter-Island News; a journalistic 
enterprise that would be of interest, we hoped, to anyone 
who depended on the "working" waterfront to earn his or 
her living. The health of such places along the Maine 
coast-and their dwindling extent, due to development 
and gentrification-had been documented in early edi
tions of Island Journal and had even been the object of a 
study by the State Planning Office. (The study's most 
startling finding: the number of miles of working water
front on Maine's coast in the early 1990s was less than 25, 
and dropping.) 
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Charlie Oldham has been Working Waterfront's designer since 1995. 

Working Wateifront was actually part of 
a larger effort to set up a marine resources 
program at the Institute. Philip Conkling 
(who chaired the aforementioned plan
ning meetings) notes that this initiative was 
made possible through the generosity of 
the Birch Cove Foundation, which made 
resources available to the Institute after 
an unsuccessful effort to conu-ibute to an 
island acquisition effort by The Nature 
Conservancy. "I'm sorry, sir," someone 
there had told Birch Cove's principal 
donor when he offered to "buy" a few 
petrel burrows in support of The Con
servancy's apparently too successful island
saving fundraiser, "but the burrows are all 
sold." The donor switched allegiance to 
the Institute and its marine resources pro
ject, and the rest is history. 

The early 1990s were a good time for 
new publications. Desktop computers, 
moderate paper prices and competition 
among job printers had made it possible 
for a single individual, or at least a very 
small number of people, to write, edit, lay 
out, print and distribute a newspaper at 
reasonable cost. If you could sell enough 
advertising, you could recoup some or all 
of your costs. In the case of nonprofit 
groups, a little-known fact even helped 
keep the postal rates down: in 1993, at 
least, the largest nonprofit bulk mailer in 
the country was the Catholic Church. 
Will Congress raise the rates or won't it? 
Go figure ... 

The name of the publication, it was 
decided, would be Working Waterfront. 
Like Island Journal (but unlike Inter-Island 
News), it would make use of coastal Maine's 
ample pool of freelance writers, photo
graphers and graphic artists to fill its 
pages. For starters, at least, the editor 
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would design the paper 
himself on a computer, 
using the PageMaker 
program. It would ap
pear quarterly, then six 
times a year, alternating 
with Inter-Island News. 
Thinking big, we decided 
to mail it to every box 
holder on a list of coastal 
and island towns, selected 
because they had working 
harbors or because a signifi
cant number of licensed 
working fishermen lived 
there. All Institute members 
would get the paper, as would 
others on a mailing list that 
included decision-makers and 
others with an interest in the 
coast. The press run for the first 
issue added up to over 20,000 
copies-bigger than any other 
"alternative" paper in the state at the time, 
very big for a little place like the Island 
Institute; very new and adventurous for a 
publisher accustomed to high-end work 
like the Island journal or a little community 
paper like Inter-Island News. 

What to cover? Jump-starting a news
paper is harder than it looks. We went in 
search of stories that might lead us to 
other stories: the risks of oil spills, growing 
nori, a profile of a Portland wharf. We 
sought out op-ed pieces, looked around 
for interesting people to profile. We made 
a practice, in those early issues, of building 
each paper on a theme: old buildings with 
possibilities, small-scale aquaculture, the 
land-sea connection, finance, real estate, 
the promises of politicians. We also went 
looking for advertisers: marine contrac-

tors, gear suppliers, small manufacturers, 
folks with marine-related property to sell. 
Building an advertising base that would 
support a reasonable portion of our 
costs (tl1is is a nonprofit enterprise) took 
about a year. Since 1994 we have tried, 
mostly successfully, to keep the "paid" por
tion of the paper at about 30 percent of 
the total space. 

Ed Myers made his first appearance in 
September 1993, with a column called "All 
at Sea." He dissed a few lawyers, waxed elo
quent about an aspect of aquaculture and 
entertained us with statistics. It marked the 
beginning of a relationship that lasted 
umil his death nine years and 40 columns 
later. Roger Duncan followed, writing 
about the region's history. Rusty Warren 
and Phil Crossman signed on as island
based commentators. Ted Spurling had 




































































































