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A long winter transitioned into a delayed 
and very wet spring, but it’s finally here – summer!

We’ve worked hard for it this year, so get out and enjoy all that Maine’s warm season 
has to offer. 

Whether you’re paddling on one of  Maine’s lakes or ponds, wetting a line and hooking 
the big one, packing up for a day hike and a picnic, or simply soaking in the summer 
sun, we hope you have some wonderful adventures ahead of  you.

And if  you’re looking for some inspiration, you’ve come to the right place. This issue 
of  BDN Maine Outdoors is filled with stories of  people who love Maine’s wilderness. 

Camping on a rainy day? No worries, we’ve got ways to keep the kids entertained. 
Looking for an accessible hike? We’ve got that, too. Want to feel like you’re in good 
company when it comes to fishing tales of  the illustrious “one that got away?” It’s in 
here.

And no matter what you do, don’t let these lazy days of  summer slip away, because we 
know they won’t last forever.

AIMEE THIBODEAU, EDITOR

THE
NEW

CHOOSE ADVENTURE.
TRUST TRADITION.

EVOLUTIONARY ENGINEERING.
TOP OF THE FOOD CHAIN.
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Dan Legere spends much of his summer on the water helping his 
“sports” catch fish from his drift boat.  He’s a popular Maine guide 
and owner of the Maine Guide Fly Shop in Greenville. We asked 
Legere to provide some fly fishing tips that will help folks fish more 
successfully during the summer. Here’s what he had to say, starting 
with early summer tips and working his way into the dog days, when 
fishing can get more challenging.

Bloodthirsty black flies and mosquitos share the stage with 
many species of mayfly that begin hatching on our trout ponds. It’s 
the first huge bug banquet of the season when you find trout eating 
steadily from midday until the dinner hour. Delicately place an 
Adams or maybe a Blue Dun on the surface of a wild brook trout 
pond, give it a helpless twitch and any nearby trout will glide 
beneath the rings and sip it in like it was the real thing. A lift of 
your rod-tip seals the deal. After you are done admiring all those 
red and blue and yellow spots have a peak around and you’ll likely 
find other trout casually picking off every mayfly in sight. What 
could be nicer and it lasts for the first half of the month.

By mid-June, caddis hatches have started on our rivers and 
nothing but dry flies all day long. It’s the time of season when the 
perfect drag-free-drift is not crucial. Caddis flies often skittle about 
on the water’s surface before they take to the air so we like to lift 
our rod tip every now and then to make our caddis skitter about. 
You’ll be surprised who might show-up when you let your caddis 
slowly drift away after it skitters. A hand full of Elk Wing Caddis 
in a variety of body colors should trick lots of eager fish.

By July most hardcore anglers wean themselves off the water 
and begin to get projects done at home they had been putting off. 
We like to call this MFO (Mandatory Family Outing) season. 
Backyard barbeques, family outing, and reunions dominate the 
landscape. We also like to call it “Cheeseburger Season” but for 
different reasons than you might think. Monster mayflies, called 
green drakes locally, begin showing on remote trout ponds. If you 
have ever found yourself on a wild brook trout pond in the middle 
of nowhere when a drake hatch happens you won’t ever be the 
same. You’ll find the biggest trout of the season making fools of 
themselves picking off cheeseburger sized bugs flirting about all 
over the pond’s surface. Don’t bring anything smaller than a size 8 
green drake or White Wulff and don’t tie it to a leader lighter than 
8-pound test so your bulky fly won’t twist and pigtail your leader as 
it whizzes over your head at 20 miles an hour. Bring your flashlight 
because the main event begins around sunset.

Remember to get all your “To Do” list things done before 
summer slips away. You don’t want to have to feel the least bit 
guilty while you sneak in a few more fall trips as spawning season 
kicks in come fall. 

BY DAN LEGERE, SPECIAL TO THE BDN

“Yellow drake mallard” flies 
offer a tempting treat for fish.

PHOTO COURTESY OF DAN LEGERE
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15-year-old Sam Kenney is keeping with tradition

Today, at 15 years old, Sam Kenney is an eight-year veteran fly tier, 
a conservationist who has been involved with Trout Unlimited for 
nearly as long, and a fledgling businessman who sells flies on 

eBay. As a fly-tying artist, he placed second in a field of professional 
tiers in a competition among the northeastern U.S.’s best adults.

He was 11 at the time.
Oh. One more thing: He has also taken up welding and is rebuilding a 

1949 Plymouth automobile in his parent’s garage … and a 1934 Model A 
Ford may be next.

“He gets something and he holds onto it for a long time,” his mom, 
Ellen Gronlie said, explaining her son’s passion for the pastimes that he 
pursues. “He’s always been like that.”

And it all started with one feather.

TIED & TRUE
It all started with one feather — a delicate, beautiful blue jay feather — 
but a feather nonetheless.

“Oh, it’s beautiful,” the then 7-year-old Sam Kenney told his dad, Bill. 
“What can you do with it?”

“Well, you could tie a fly and catch a fish,” Bill Kenney says he told his son. 
“That was what sparked his interest.”

Learning on the fly
Sam Kenney knew he wanted to tie flies, and he knew his 

dad had a book that could help. At age 7, he dove into the 
activity, learning as he went.

Some of what he learned wasn’t correct.
“When I started tying, I was tying, apparently, the wrong 

way,” Kenney said, explaining that veteran fly tiers typically 
wrap the thread around the hook away from themselves. He 
was wrapping the opposite direction.

And then there were the hooks.
“I went to Walmart and got bait hooks for him,” Bill 

Kenney said.
Sam tied hundreds of flies before learning that “real” fly 

tiers use hooks specifically designed for the purpose.
Before long, he met some mentors, and started attending 

fly tying shows … as an exhibitor. Eventually he was invited 
to attend an L.L. Bean expo as a “featured tier,” where he 
rubbed elbows with some of the legends of the sport.

“One thing I loved about that was people coming up to me 
and talking to me,” Sam Kenney said. “They might be 
learning stuff from me, and that was a great feeling, but I 
was learning stuff from them, and that was great.”

At first, Sam was more of a tier than an angler. In fact, 
he’d never fly-fished when he 

BY JOHN HOLYOKE, OUTDOORS STAFF WRITER • BDN PHOTOS BY BRIAN FEULNER 

Sam Kenney of Dixmont started tying flies 
when he was 7. Kenney has gained recognition 
for his work through competing and claims to 

have tied thousands of ties in his short career. 

(cont.) }
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began tying. Now, he splits time between the 
two activities, in addition to playing trumpet in the 
Nokomis High School band in Newport.

After tying hundreds of flies, he still remembers what it 
was like to catch his first fish on a fly he created.

“I thought it was a great feeling that I’d made the fly and 
then I went through the whole thing and caught the fish,” 
he said. “I’d been tying for awhile, so it was great to 
actually put those flies to use and catch fish, even if it was 
only a chub.”

Young businessman
Sam has sold flies at shows for several years now, but in 

December he made a big step and began doing business on 
eBay. His dad had to open the account, because eBay 
doesn’t allow minors to have accounts of their own, Bill 
Kenney said.

Sam’s username is “classicflies45,” and he said he tries 
to hold an auction for a single fly or two each week.

He has also begun filling orders for a local tier who 
decided to focus on selling fly-tying material instead of the 
flies themselves.

“I’m selling more and more through [eBay], so maybe 
[I’m] becoming more of a business, but still, I don’t want to 
become all [business],” Sam Kenney said. “I still just want 
to tie for my fishing, and the classic salmon flies just for 
myself.”

Those classic salmon flies are true works of art, and a 
single fly may take several hours to complete.

And nowadays, he also has to make time for his other 
hobbies.

“His other passion is welding and car-building,” Sam’s 
mom said. “And the fly tying is helping because he has a 

little income to help him with that hobby.”

Always creative
Sam has always been creative, his mother says. The 

whole family is: Both Bill and Ellen are also artists.
And Sam has always been imaginative: In first grade, 

after his dad read him “Kon-Tiki” – a book about the raft 
used by Norwegian explorer and writer Thor Heyerdahl in 
his 1947 expedition across the Pacific Ocean from South 
America to the Polynesian islands – Sam’s daily journal 
featured elaborate plans for the raft trip he’d take at the 
end of the school year.

“[One day] he said, ‘Brad’s mom said he can go on our 
trip,’” Sam’s mom recalled. “He imagined that he was 
going to go on a raft and was going to hunt for sharks.”

He hasn’t done that … yet … but he was precocious in 
other ways. He’s already welding, after all. He also asked 
for a power drill when he was three (his parents held off 
until he was four before presenting him a cordless model) 
and he was chopping down trees with an ax when he was 
the same age.

“He’s really good,” his mom said with a laugh. “He’s 
only had one accident.”

Now he’s welding sculptures and cobbling together 
exotic-looking bicycles by welding spare parts together. 
And he’s rebuilding old cars.

Sam said he thinks a career in engineering might be in 
his future, but he has no doubt that he’ll wind up tying flies 
and fishing for the rest of his life.

“I’ve been tying for years, but there are still techniques 
I cannot get,” he said. “Some of the finer things, I’m still 
not very good at, and I just love that I can continue to work 
on that and that there are still things to learn.” 

| (from 7)

TOP and LEFT: Sam shows his bedroom fly tying operation at his home.  RIGHT: Sam ties a black gnat.
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Shuttle Service to Boothbay Harbor
Store • Gift Shop • Laundry • Rec. Hall • Near Hiking Trails • Fishing

 Cable TV • 150 Open, Wooded & Riverside Campsites • Full Hook-ups
 30 & 50 amp Electric • 15 Pull-Thru Sites • Picnic Tables • Fire Rings
Metered Propane •�Ice • Fire Wood • Clean Restrooms • Hot Showers

CAMPGROUND & RV PARK

553 Wiscasset Road • Rte. 27, Boothbay, ME 04537
Open May - October •  •  •  •  • Reservations Suggested

“No Rig Too Big”

 Only 3 1/2 miles to Boothbay Harbor

(207) 633-4782 • www.shorehills.com

Boothbay Harbor and Kayak Photos by Robert Mitchell, Southport, ME

Closest Campground to Portland

Near Ocean Beaches, Portland's Old Port,

Casco Bay, Shopping and Attractions

       Private Lake

  One Mile Sandy Beach

Enjoy Live
Entertainment
on Weekends

Wassamki Springs Campground

56 Saco St., Scarborough, ME  04074

(207) 839-4276
www.wassamkisprings.com

Free Live Entertainment and Scheduled

Activities on Weekends for All Ages
 WiFi • Cable TV • Big Rigs Welcome • Store

Snack Bar • Swimming • Fishing • Horseshoes

Pickleball Court• Sports Fields & Playgrounds

Indoor Shuffleboard • Rec Center • E,W,S 30 & 50

Open, Wooded & Waterfront Sites • Seasonal Sites

Family Owned & Operated Since 1970
e-mail: wassamkisprings@aol.com

Open May 1 -
October 15

Delta Knights Band

       Private Lake

  One Mile Sandy Beach

New This Year
Pickleball Court

Dog Run

Old Orchard Beach
Campground

Old Orchard Beach
Campground

 www.gocamping.com
207-934-4477 • relax@gocamping.com

Take the Trolley to the Beach!
Family Vacation Camping -

RV Sites & Tenting
New Seasonal Sites Section
Exclusive Park Model Ownership

Within a Mile of 7 Miles of Sandy Beaches

Pool • Jacuzzis • Sauna
Rec Hall • Playgrounds

Rentals Boats,
 Canoes and Kayaks
 Swimming • Fishing
Scheduled Summer
 Activities & Events
Store • Snack Bar

Rental Cabins & Cottages
E,W,S Hookups • WiFi Avail.

Locally Owned & Operated

Quiet, Wooded Sites on Pemaquid Lake

 PO Box 967, 100 Twin Cove Lane, Damariscotta, ME 04543

207-563-5202 • www.lakepemaquid.com
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Trips to see iconic 
Maine birds abound

Moose and puffins: they are possibly 
the two most iconic critters in 
Maine. People from all over the 

country come to see them. So I am often 
surprised to learn how many Mainers 
have never seen a moose. Really? 
Sometimes it is all I can do to avoid hitting 
one.

Now, puffins, I understand. It may be 
our most famous bird, but it rarely 
approaches the mainland. Most Mainers 
have never seen one for the simple reason 
that the puffin doesn’t make it easy. It 
nests on five islands along the Maine 

coast. But once the chicks have fledged, they 
all head out to sea, spreading out upon the 
ocean from Greenland to Bermuda. I’ve seen 
many thousands of puffins, but not once 
have I seen one from shore.

Fortunately, it’s easy to knock this bird 
off your bucket list. Many boats visit the 
nesting colonies and only dreadful weather 
prevents success. It’s worth it. 

Machias Seal Island is the most 
renowned, but it is not the most visited. 
Access is restricted, because it is the only 
island that allows birders to land and watch 
the puffins from blinds. One American boat 
is allowed to land passengers, and the 
number of visitors is strictly limited. 
Captain Andy Patterson’s Bold Coast 
Charter motors out of Cutler harbor every 
day from late May to mid-August. See 
boldcoast.com. A Canadian boat from Grand 
Manan also visits the puffin colony six days 
a week. 

Petit Manan Island receives the most 
daily visitors. Bar Harbor Whale Watch goes 
out to search for whales three time per day 
in the height of the season. Its morning 
cruise visits the puffins before chasing 
whales, giving hundreds of people a chance 
to see these charismatic birds buzzing by 
the top deck. See barharborwhales.com. Not 
to be outdone, Bar Harbor Boat Tours visits 
Petit Manan every afternoon. Find them at 
barharborboattours.com. 

For a very personal trip to Petit Manan, I 
am quick to recommend Robertson’s Sea 

Tours out of Milbridge. Captain Jamie 
Robertson’s boat, the Kandi Leigh, is 
licensed for six passengers. Not only can the 
small boat idle closer to the island, but also 
Jamie is a commercial diver and knows 
every undersea rock by heart. Jim Parker 
captains a sister boat, the Elizabeth Rose, 
which also leaves the dock in Milbridge. 
Captain Parker grew up lobstering in these 
waters. Look them up at robertsonseatours.
com. 

In recent years, I’ve developed a special 
fondness for Seal Island, which is visited by 
two boats from Stonington. This colony is 
farther out to sea and the route to get there 
brushes past Isle au Haut. The combination 
of adventure, breath-taking scenery, and 
puffins is hard to beat. The puffins usually 
collect in a protected cove where they get 
quite close to the boat. Captain Bill Baker of 
Old Quarry Adventures visits the island on 
a bi-weekly schedule, and additional visits 
are available by charter. See oldquarry.
com. 

The Isle au Haut Ferry also visits Seal 
Island. Captain Garrett Aldrich offers a 
roomier boat with a large enclosed cabin 
that is comfortable even in damp conditions. 
Five dedicated trips are offered this 
summer, and the dates can be found at 
isleauhaut.com. I’ll be the spotter for three 
of those voyages. Noted Isle au Haut 
naturalist Kathie Fiveash will provide 
interpretation on the other two.

Matinicus Rock is 22 miles southeast of 

Rockland. There are no regularly scheduled 
commercial trips, but charter trips are 
available from Matinicus Excursions in 
Rockland. Go to matinicusexcursions.com 
for information.

Eastern Egg Rock gets a lot of visitors. It 
is the southernmost Atlantic puffin colony 
in the world. It was this island where the 
Puffin Project began restoration efforts in 
1973. The islet is just six miles from New 
Harbor, enabling the Hardy Boat to make a 
round trip in a mere 90 minutes. See 
hardyboat.com. 

It takes a little longer for two other boats 
to reach the island, but both are well worth 
the trip. Cap’n Fish leaves Boothbay Harbor 
four times a week. Click on www.
mainewhales.com. The Monhegan Boat Line 
in Port Clyde visits the island daily and four 
evenings a week during the puffin season. 
Find them at monheganboat.com. 

The time is now. Puffins begin to leave 
their islands in mid-August and the tour 
season ends well before summer does. 
Conditions vary, but it’s always best to 
prepare for cold and wet. Take precautions 
for seasickness. Eastern Egg Rock is the 
mildest adventure. Visits to Seal Island and 
Machias Seal Island can get a little bumpy.

Bob Duchesne serves as a Maine Audubon 
trustee and vice president of its Penobscot 
Valley Chapter. Bob developed the Maine 
Birding Trail, with information at 
mainebirdingtrail.com. Bob can be reached 
at duchesne@midmaine.com.  

BY BOB DUCHESNE, SPECIAL TO THE BDN
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Atlantic white-sided dolphins swim together about 10 miles south
of Mount Desert Rock off the coast of Maine on Sept. 19, 2013.

A certain bottlenose dolphin touched the hearts of people 
around the world in 1963 when the feature film 
“Flipper” hit theaters. The story, starring a dolphin in 

the Florida Keys, later inspired a TV series and a 1996 movie 
remake.

Dolphins have long been viewed as playful and intelligent 
animals, symbols of beauty and tranquility. And while 
Florida – home of Flipper, the Miami Dolphins and SeaWorld 
– is home to abundant numbers of these charismatic 
creatures, you don’t have to travel to there to see them. In 
fact, there are dolphins swimming in the Gulf of Maine.

The North Atlantic white-sided dolphin – which prefers 
cold, deep water – are often seen by northeast fisherman and 
whale watches. Inhabiting waters from North Carolina to 
Greenland, these nomadic animals are typically sighted 
traveling in pods of 50 to 100 individuals, and occasionally, 
boats come across “superpods,” hundreds or even thousands 
of dolphins traveling in one big group, according to Bar 
Harbor Whale Watch Co.

Compared to the bottlenose dolphin, which is uniformly 
light gray, white-sided dolphins are rather colorful. Their top 
is black, and their sides are grey with a distinctive yellow 
and white streak that begins behind the eye and extends all 
the way to the tail. 

Dolphinsof Maine
STORY AND PHOTOS BY AISLINN SARNACKI, 
OUTDOORS STAFF WRITER

An Atlantic white-sided dolphin surfaces
off the coast of Maine.

• Females bear a single calf in mid-summer. 
Newborns are about 3.5 feet long at birth, 
and the lactation period (the time the 
mother feeds her young) is about 18 
months. These young dolphins are believed 
to reach maturity at 6-10 years old.

• Adults are typically 8-9 feet long and weigh 
400-500 pounds, the females slightly 
smaller than the males.

• They feed on a combination of small 
schooling fish, squid and shrimp.

• Their population in the North Atlantic is 
estimated at 200,000-300,000.

• The average lifespan for a female is 27, 
while the average lifespan for a male is 22.

• They are not listed as threatened or 
endangered under the Endangered Species 
Act, but they are listed under the Marine 
Mammal Protection Act, where they 
receive recognition in the Atlantic Trawl 
Gear Take Reduction Plan.

Provided by the University of 
New England Marine Science Center

facts 
about North Atlantic white-sided dolphins
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TOP: Graham Woodward of 
Aurora, Ontario, Canada, uses 
a camp chair to displace the 
rain that collected in the 
awning of the family’s 
camper during their stay at 
Blackwoods Campground in 
Acadia National Park. BDN 
File Photo by Kate Collins. 
BOTTOM: Roy Lowman 
checks his fishing gear 
while camping at Myrtle 
Beach State Park. 
Photo courtesy of 
Randall Hill.

Making the 
best of a

BY NATALIE FEULNER, 
BDN STAFF WRITER

Waking up in a tent to the sound of rain isn’t fun for 
anyone. And while that may seem like the end for 

a family with small children, a little preparation and a 
positive outlook can make a wet situation take a turn 
for the better. Here are a few tips for surviving a 
surprise, or not so surprising, rainstorm: 

Early preparation is key. When packing, throw clothes in plastic bags. They’ll 
stay dry and the bags can come in handy when you have muddy shoes and 
pants to bring home. Pack a tarp so if the rain persists, you can at least spend 
time outside of the tent but still stay dry. Bring dry paper in a waterproof 
bag as well. That way when the rain stops and the natural tinder is soaked, 
you’ll have something dry to burn. Pitch the tent at the highest part of the 
site, even if you aren’t anticipating rain. If you see clouds looming, it may 
be worth setting it at a slight angle or creating a shallow drain system, 
but try to keep most of the campsite intact. Avoid any areas that show 
signs of previous flooding. 

Make the number one goal staying dry, especially if you have small 
children who won’t understand that they’ll eventually dry out. Pack 
and wear as little cotton as possible since when wet, cotton holds in 
moisture and cold, making for an uncomfortable and potentially 
dangerous situation. If you’re camping near your car, it may be 
worth moving there until the storm passes. If not, batten down the 
hatches and pull the rainfly of your tent tight. Bring anything 
you don’t want wet inside, keeping in mind you’ll most likely be 
in tight quarters so anything that would normally get wet like 
swimsuits can stay out.

Find a way to enjoy the time. Most likely your kids will 
mimic your behavior. If you’re calm, they’ll know there isn’t 
anything to worry about and years later, you’ll all be laugh-
ing about how the five of you and the dog rode out that 
crazy storm in a three-person tent. Games, songs and low-
key activities can help pass the time. A harmonica, a 
deck of cards and games like Pass the Pigs or UNO are 
small enough to pack, but can entertain for hours. 

Don’t want to risk getting wet? Several 
campsites in Maine offer campers shelter 
in three-sided Adirondack “cabins” 
that fit 8-12 people. Here are a few:  
• Aroostook State Park
• Lily Bay State Park 
• Mount Blue State Park 
• Sebago Lake State Park 
• Phoenix Shelter at Trout Pond



Summer 2014   ●   bangordailynews.com   ●   BDN MAINE OUTDOORS     19

Jasper Walsh of Newburgh is an avid fly-fisherman who loves adventure. 
Over the last 11 years, he has thru-hiked the Appalachian Trail, pedaled 
5,200 miles from Oregon to Maine, and paddled more than 2,000 miles 
from Minnesota to New Orleans on the Mississippi River.

Walsh has an education degree from the University of 
Maine at Farmington, has helped run summer 
camps for the Bangor Y, and expects to return to 
education at some time in the future. In the 
meantime, he sells beer for a local 
distributor.

He also builds motorcycles and 
enjoys spending time on the horse 
farm he and his wife own.

You’re a fly fisherman. 
What are the roots of your passion for the sport?

I used to be a bit of a real wild man. I didn’t 
start fly-fishing until 2007. But I went on that 
long hike and I went on that real long bicycle trip 
and then my friends and I paddled down the 
Mississippi River. I did those three big trips back 
to back to back, in ’03, ’05 and ’06. And then I got 
committed and married my wife, took this full-
time job, and so I don’t have the flexibility to 
leave for six months at a time again. But I can 
string together a number of these fly fishing trips 
with my buddies. In 2007 into 2008, it was the 
wintertime, I didn’t know what to do with myself, 
so I started searching around [a website] I found, 
and I said, you know, maybe I’ll give fly fishing a 
shot. And I got really into it. I’m fortunate that 
my wife is very understanding and very 
independent. In a good year I’ll fish 150 days. 
Last year I think I was down to 120. In November 
I’ll go to Florida and fish for redfish and snook, 
which is great. My mother-in-law lives there and 
I can kind of tie an affordable trip together with 
a visit with her. I went out to the Olympic 
peninsula and fished in Washington state and 
fished for some real steelheads, Pacific steelhead, 
which was awesome. I’m going up the the 
Miramichi to fish for Atlantic salmon.

Your long trips? Tell me about them.
In 2003 I thru-hiked the Appalachian Trail. I 

started in Stone Mountain, Georgia, and walked 
back to Maine. I was a junior at Farmington and 
I got credit for that trip, independent study 
credit. It was cool. I was able to graduate on 
time, I had this unbelievable, life-changing 
experience for me.

I got back to school and I was all razzed up to 
really live life hard and do neat things, and I 
convinced four of my best friends that we should 
try to ride our bicycles across the country. So in 
2005, we graduated from Farmington on like May 
15. On May 17 we got on a Greyhound bus in 

Waterville, Maine, and took it for almost 90 
hours across the country to Astoria, Oregon. 
Then we pieced our bicycles back together and 
rode from Astoria, Oregon back to Belfast, my 
home town. And none of us were cyclists. This 
was just kind of hare-brained stuff. 

We were a bunch of country bumpkins, but we 
took a Greyhound bus out on the road. We had an 
unbelievable time. We rode up to 12,000 feet, we 
crossed the Rockies, we rode through 
Yellowstone. I have a great photo of my buddy 
feeding a full-sized brown bear an apple slice out 
of his mouth. We had some experiences that 
bumpkins from Maine would never get access to, 
because we were doing it. We were out there. 
Riding. We cooked our own food and we camped 
out where we could. It was cool.

How hairy did it get?
We had some personality conflicts amongst our 

group. There were five of us, so that was a little 
challenging. We had a guy pull a gun on us. 
Drunk people in the west like to throw beer 
bottles out of their trucks, so a lot of those beer 
bottles came our way. But we were lucky. 
Nothing ever happened. Nobody ever went crazy 
or anything. But we were guys who had never 
ridden more than 10 miles on a bike and we rode 
5,200 miles from Oregon back to Maine. It was 
pretty cool. It took us 60 days.

And the paddling trip?
So I got back in ’05, moved to Newburgh with 

my lovely wife, I was working at Epic Sports at 
the time with this guy named Darian Higgins. 
Every day we would be trying to sell these big sea 
kayaks to people. I said, ‘Darian, let’s buy some 
of those sea kayaks and go on a big trip.’ I hadn’t 
gotten the juice out of me yet. He said, ‘What do 
you want to do?’ And I said, ‘Let’s paddle kayaks 
all the way down the Mississippi River.’ So we 

BY JOHN HOLYOKE, OUTDOORS STAFF WRITER 

Jasper shows off a handsome 
landlocked salmon that he caught 

on the East Outlet of the Kennebec River. 
BDN PHOTO BY JOHN HOLYOKE
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started looking into it. We took two months off, a 
friend of ours drove us out there. Darien’s then-
girlfriend bought a tandem sea kayak and I 
bought a 17-foot sea kayak. We loaded up all our 
stuff and started in northern Minnesota and 
paddled all the way down to New Orleans. It was 
rad. Awesome trip. I would highly recommend 
that trip to anybody.

I think it was 2,300 river miles. We did it in 63 
days. We’d try to paddle 40 miles a day. The 
federal government owns the navigable waters, 
and there are islands and channels. So we’d just 
find a sand bar somewhere and pull our kayaks 
up and camp out. We were trying to carry 20 days 
worth of food and water at a time.

The northern Mississippi looks a lot like the 
Penobscot. We’d be paddling along and people 
would be out playing horseshoes in their yard 
and we’d stop by and say ‘Hello’ and fill our 
water bags and chat for awhile.

Awesome experience and another trip you 
could do very affordably. You need a boat and 
some free time.

So I got serious. I got home and got serious and 
got a real job, married my wife.

It seems like fishing is filling that role.
Fishing is filling that void of ‘I want to be 

active in the moment. I want to be standing in a 
river in my drift boat, or doing something.’ 
That’s what I like about fly fishing. Some of my 
buddies have been into it a lot longer than I have 
and I still have a lot to learn, but all winter and 
spring long we’ll all be tying flies. Sometimes 
we’ll get together on weekends.

Sometimes it’s 15 degrees outside and you’ll be 
inside wrapping up flies, but at the same time, 
mentally you’ll be thinking about being outside, 
being with your friends, interacting with nature 
whether it’s on the river or hopefully the fish. 

That time when you’re tying flies or busting 
chops with your buddies, that’s still fishing. 
You’re still actively doing what you really love to 
do, even though you’re not actually in a river 
somewhere because everything’s all frozen up.

You’re a motorcycle guy. What got you into that? 
And you don’t just ride. You do other stuff, too.

I worked on tearing apart and remodeling a 
couple of bikes. I never really built one to 
completion. I have an old ’32 Harley that I’m 
working on, which is a cool little project. And I 
worked on a ’58 BSA, which is a really neat bike 
that I had a custom frame for and tried to 
customize.

I ride a Triumph now, a Scrambler, which is an 
on-off road bike, a race bike.

I love motorcycles. That bicycle trip was 
pivotal. When you think about being a young 
guy, being out in the wild and really riding, two 
wheels, as a symbol for freedom.

You are a well-tattooed man. 
When did that start? What are you saying?

I do have some tattoos on my arms. This is a 
1952 Triumph motor, the blueprint of a Triumph 
motor. I got my first tattoo when I got done 
hiking the Appalachian Trail. It says “I will live 
life.” It’s just sort of a commitment to myself to 
remember those moments of being outside and 
being really present in the moment, really 
enjoying the small things that make my life 
valuable. Whether that’s my wife, my time with 
her, my time fishing, or my time being active.

 When we talked a couple years ago, you had what 
I thought was an odd pet. Do you still have animals?

I have two dwarf Nigerian goats [named] 
Cadillac and Paxton Supercharger. My wife and I 
have a horse farm, so they live on the farm. 
They’ve got a pretty good life. They just kind of 
hang out. But there’s nothing wrong with a man 
having two small goats. They’re good pets.

They don’t serve a purpose as far as being farm 
animals?

They’re solely for entertainment. They’re quite 
passionate and full of character, we’ll say. Goats 
are great pets. They’re a bundle of fun.

What’s your next great adventure?
I just want to hook a muskie. I really want to 

catch a muskie. The guys up in northern Maine 
in the Fort Kent area are doing very well. Most of 
the muskies that get caught are by people who 
are either trolling big plugs, 10- to 12- to 18-inch 
treble-hook rigs. People catch them casting 
hardware, gear. I’d really like to get one on a fly 
rod, so I’ve been tying some bigger flies … my 
plan this year is to try to catch a muskie 
on a fly. People have done it before. I 
don’t want to sound like I’d be the first 
guy to do it … Muskies in Maine are a 
pretty special beast, and I haven’t 
hooked one yet. So my plan is to make 
that happen.

“Let’s paddle kayaks 
all the way down the 
Mississippi River.”

- JASPER WALSH

“There’s 
nothing wrong 
with a man 
having two 
small goats.”

- JASPER WALSH

Jasper at his campsite in 
2005, just upstream of 
Baton Rouge, Louisiana 

on the last few days of a 
63-day trip in which he 
kayaked roughly 2,300 

river miles on the 
Mississippi.  

Jasper in his 17-foot 
sea kayak in 2005 at 
the start of a 63-day 

trip which began in 
northern Minnessota 

and ended in Louisiana. 

PHOTOS COURTESY 
OF JASPER WALSH
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Muskies:
You can’t handle the tooth!

BY DENIS “DEE” DAUPHINEE, SPECIAL TO THE BDN

Photos courtesy of Denis “Dee” Dauphinee. 
Far right: Chris Huston shows off the 37-inch 

muskie he caught in the St. John River. 
Photo courtesy of Chris Huston.

ALLAGASH, MAINE 2013

Every so often, since I was three, I 
make a bonehead move. Not just 
simple mistakes, like hanging up on 

someone when I meant to put them on 
hold -- but colossally stupid mistakes, like 
planning a fishing trip for three months 
and forgetting my fly rod at home, or 
dumb real estate deals. It’s amazing, 
actually, that I’m not covered in bad 
tattoos.

A few years ago, my 16-year-old son 
and I decided to enter the annual Fort 
Kent Muskie Derby in an effort to be the 
first tournament participants to catch 
one of the big lummoxes on a fly. We 
thought it would be fun, but there may 
have been an underlying intention to 
show the hardware-slingin’, treble-hook 
gang of bait fishermen that one can 
indeed catch one of the obstinate apex 
predators using finesse and artful (if not 

poetic) casts with a fly rod and a single 
hook dressed with chicken feathers and 
thread. 

“How will we know if you actually 
catch it with a fly?” asked the guy at the 
sign-in booth in Fort Kent. I pointed to 
the GoPro camera on my son’s helmet. 

(That’s right, it was mounted on a helmet, 
because it belonged to my buddy who 
uses it to film backcountry skiing, and it 
happened to be perfect for our intended 
use, but my son had the same look on his 
face the Grinch’s dog did when Mr. 
Grinch tied the tree branch to poor Max’s 
head.) The guy just shrugged, and had a 
“who cares” look on his.

Musky, sometimes spelled muskie, are 
actually muskellunge, kind of a pickerel 
on steroids. They were first introduced 
into Lac Frontiere by Quebec’s 
government in the 1960s. Either the 
officials didn’t look at a map before 
introducing the invasive species and 
realize that Lac Frontiere was part of the 
great St. John River watershed, which 
includes hundreds of brooks, lakes, and 
smaller rivers, or they did, and just 
muttered, “C’est dommage.” In either 
case, muskies have made their way 
throughout the entire watershed, 

“One of the things I like about 
fishing are the memories made 

with my family and friends; 
memories cherished and talked 

about for years – for generations, 
sometimes.”

DENIS “DEE” DAUPHINEE 
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Enjoy the Power of the River

SAFELY
Brook� eld Renewable encourages you to have fun and be safe by 
wearing a U.S. Coast Guard-approved life jacket. 

When recreating on or near water, keep in mind that dangers 
exist at any time of the year, and that conditions such as � ows 
and water levels can change quickly and without notice. Avoid 
areas such as dams, intake and water conveyance structures, gates, 
powerhouses and substations. Use only designated recreation areas, 
and respect all warning signs, buoys, sirens, booms, barriers and 
fences.

brook� eldrenewable.com/publicsafety

Always check water conditions before you recreate. 
One source is waterline www.h2oline.com

including the Allagash River in its lower 
reaches – their progress into Maine’s 
prized trout and salmon waters blocked 
only by Allagash Falls.

Musky like to eat brook trout; all of 
them. The local guides in Allagash tell me 
the St. John and Little Black rivers and 
the lower Allagash now don’t hold much 
of a trout population at all. Many of the 
guides have embraced what can’t be 
undone and guide for musky, but they all 
have a sad longing for the old days when 
they could step off their porch and catch 
a few brookies for supper, instead of 
driving 10 or 20 minutes for trout. Here’s 
a little sample of what has been found in 
the bellies of muskies; any and all fish in 
the water (including trout, salmon, and 
other muskies), turtles, rabbits, 
muskrats, ducks, seagulls, baby beavers, 
a small shoe, and my favorite item – a 
fishing license. When I first read about 
the license, I had to wonder if anybody 
checked the whereabouts of the 
fisherman. As I said, muskies are apex 
predators.

We toddled off to Two Rivers Lunch to 
find legendary Allagash guide Tylor 
Kelly. I’ve known Tylor for 25 years, and 
he’s kind of a father figure to me. In fact, 
I often tease him and tell his friends, “I’m 
like the son he never wanted.” To which 
he just laughs softly, and says, “That’s 
right,” with his almost-Irish, 
Moosetowner accent.

Tylor dropped us off with our canoe at 
a spot on the Allagash River that would 
give us a nice, long float back to town. 
Before shoving off, we tied on wire 
tippets to the ends of our leaders; 
protection against the muskies’ razor-

sharp teeth. I removed the little heat-
shrink device that attaches the leader to 
the fly line and tied a special knot which 
would be much stronger. The heat-shrink 
doohickey is great for brook trout, but 
not for 20-plus-pound leviathans. 

It was August, sunny and hot, so it 
didn’t take long to realize Bonehead Move 
Number 1: I had left the cooler with the 
ice, drinks and sandwiches in Tylor’s 
truck. Now we faced an eight hour float, 
drinkless. We made it back just fine, 
albeit a bit parched, but looking back it 
possibly bordered on child abuse. I 
apologized to my son several times, and 
thought about trying to turn it into some 
kind of character-building thing, but 
realized he was too smart for that and let 
it go.

Musky can be extremely finicky, 
refusing fly after fly, cast after cast; in 
fact, they are often called Fish of 1,000 
Casts. I worried that my shoulder was not 
up to 1,000 casts in eight hours.

Tylor knows his backyard, so we fished 
the left shore just like he said. In less 
than an hour we had three vicious 
strikes, and three times we missed the 
fish, which I learned years ago in 
Wisconsin is normal in musky fishing. 
Fish of a 1,000 casts, my butt.

About a mile downstream, feeling 
thirsty, we floated past a tiny spring 
flowing into the river. There were some 
large boulders, and a deep eddy formed 
below the rocks. We paddled past it, and 
positioned ourselves opposite a steep cut 
bank with grass hanging down, and 
wildflowers above. My boy made one cast, 
and I could hear an “Oh!” as a huge 
musky took his fly. The rod immediately 

doubled over, the boy adjusted his feet 
and braced himself for a fight, and in an 
instant the rod snapped back straight. 
“The leader broke?” I asked. “No,” he 
said, staring at his rigging, “It’s 
completely gone.” At that point I realized 
Bonehead Move Number 2: I had 
forgotten to replace the heat-shrink 
doohickey on his rod with the stronger 
knot. I thought my son was going to 
throw up from disappointment … but it 
could have been the thirst. The musky 
jumped clear out of the water in front of 
us, trying to throw the eight inch fly from 
its lip. We would have no other 
opportunities.

Hours later, we finally hydrated at Two 
Rivers Lunch, and I honestly can’t 
remember if I told Tylor about Bonehead 
Move Number 2. On the way home, we 
stopped to look at the many derby fish 
laying on ice in Fort Kent, and I steered 
clear of the guy who signed us in, hoping 
to avoid the possible, “So … how’d the fly 
fishermen do?” 

One of the things I like about fishing 
are the memories made with my family 
and friends; memories cherished and 
talked about for years – for generations, 
sometimes. The boy’s a man now, off to 
college. I emailed him to see if he 
remembered anything specific about the 
trip, in case I forgot something. He 
replied with five words: “Yeah … coolers 
and heat-shrink.”

Ah yes, sweet memories. Awesome. 

Denis “Dee” Dauphinee grew up in 
Bangor and lives in Bradley. He is the 
author of “Stoneflies & Turtleheads” and 
“The River Home.”

“A little sample of what has been found in the bellies of muskies; 

Any and all fish in the water (including trout, salmon, and other muskies), 
turtles, rabbits, muskrats, ducks, seagulls, baby beavers, a small shoe,                     

and my favorite item – a fishing license.”
DENIS “DEE” DAUPHINEE  
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The following are 10 beautiful Maine wilderness trails 
designed to be wheelchair accessible:
 

Coastal Maine Botanical Gardens in Boothbay
Much of the Coastal Maine Botanical 

Gardens was designed to be wheelchair 
accessible, including the Visitor Center 
and Central Gardens, where the most 
formal gardens are located. The gardens 
also offers 1-hour tours on a quiet electric 
cart. In 2009, the gardens opened the 
Lerner Garden of Five Senses, a 1-acre 
garden that allows all visitors to get in 
touch with their five senses and includes 
many features that are accessible to the 
disabled. Trails through wooded areas 
range from compact gravel to footpaths, 
where there may be some areas 
inaccessible to wheelchair users due to the 
natural topography of the site. The 
gardens are located at 132 Botanical 
Gardens Drive off Barters Island Road. For 
information, visit www.mainegardens.org 
or call 633-4333. 

Wolfe’s Neck State Park  in Freeport
This state park features the 0.5-mile 

White Pine’s Trail, which is designed to be 
wheelchair accessible. It’s free of barriers 
and has a firm gravel base. The trail 
travels through the forest and follows the 
shoreline of Casco Bay, crossing several 
bridges that have benches and interpretive 
signs. The trail’s end is located near an 
osprey nest on Googins Island, which is 
about 200 yards from the shore. The park 
address is 426 Wolfe Neck Road. For 
information, call 865-4465. 

The Aroostook Wildlife Refuge in Limestone
The refuge’s East Loring Division 

includes the 1.2-mile packed gravel Don 
Lima Trail and the connecting 3.5-mile 
East Loring Trail, both of which were 
constructed to be wheelchair accessible. 
Both trails, which are great for wildlife 
watching, are accessed from the parking 
area and visitor center at 97 Refuge Road. 
For information and trail maps, visit 
www.fws.gov/refuge/Aroostook/ or call 
328-4634. 

The Michael Michaud Walking and Biking
 Trail in Millinocket

This 1.65-mile loop trail on both sides of 
Millinocket Stream, dedicated in 2011, is 
paved and was designed to be wheelchair 
accessible. To get to the trailhead, take 
Interstate 95 Exit 244 and head west on 

Route 157. Turn left on Congress Street 
and park along the street in the vicinity of 
Crandall Park. A large trail sign with a 
map is located on the left side of Congress 
Street. For information, 723-4443. 

Roberts Farm Preserve in Norway
The 165-acre preserve is rich in 

agricultural history and features a trail 
network that includes a 0.6-mile trail 
designed to be wheelchair accessible called 
Howe Trail, which leads to a spectacular 
view across Norway Lake to the White 
Mountains. The trail was named in honor 
of local mineralogist and outdoorsman 
George Howe (1860-1950). Access to the 
preserve is off Roberts Road, a short 
distance from Route 117. The preserve has 
wheelchair-accessible parking and a 
wheelchair ramp to a warming hut. For 
information, call 739-2124. 

Orono Bog Boardwalk in Bangor and Orono
The 1-mile Orono Bog Boardwalk is 

constructed to be entirely wheelchair 
accessible and visits one of the most 
beautiful natural landscapes in the Bangor 
Area. Accessed from the Rolland F. Perry 
City Forest (commonly known as the 
Bangor City Forest), the boardwalk travels 
through mixed wooded fen to conifer 
wooded fen to wooded shrub heath and 
moss lawn of the Orono Bog. Enjoy a 
variety of wetland plants, including 
carnivorous plants, such as sundews and 
pitcher plants. Educational displays along 
the boardwalk explain some of the plants 
and animals you might see. Parking is at 
the end of Tripp Drive in Bangor. Take the 
wheelchair-accessible East Trail (gravel 
surface) to the boardwalk. Pets are not 
permitted on the trails but not on the 
boardwalk. The boardwalk is not always 
open. For information, visit www.
oronobogwalk.org or email jim.bird@umit.
maine.edu. 

Back Cove Trail in Portland
This 3.5-mile trail circles Back Cove and 

crosses Tukey’s Bridge, making a full loop. 
One of the oldest and most popular trails 
in Portland, Back Cove Trail is surfaced 
with stone dust and pavement. It connects 
with Eastern Promenade Trail, which was 
also designed to be wheelchair accessible. 

Parking is available in the lot off Preble 

Street Extension and on the north side of 
Baxter Boulevard at Payson Park. Pets are 
permitted. For information, call Portland 
Trails at 775-2411 or visit trails.org. 

Sandy Point Beach Park in Stockton Springs
This park is a popular place for people 

to enjoy the beach and watch osprey, but 
it’s also home to a beautiful trail, part of 
which is gravel and designed to be 
wheelchair accessible. The trail starts at 
the far end of the parking area and leads 
through deciduous forest and up a hill to 
a bench overlooking the beach. Also, a 
wheelchair-accessible walkway of wood 
slats travels through tall grass from the 
parking area to the beach, where there’s a 
wooden observation deck. The park’s 
parking lot is at the end of Hershey 
Retreat Road, which is off Route 1-Route 3. 
For information, call 567-3404. 

Bog Brook Cove Preserve in Trescott
The 1,770-acre preserve lies at the heart 

of Maine’s Bold Coast, which stretches 
from Western Head in Cutler to Quoddy 
Head in Lubec. At the preserve’s Moose 
Cove, a 1,100-foot wheelchair-accessible 
trail leads to a stunning lookout over the 
Grand Manan Channel. To get there, park 
at the preserve’s northern parking area; 
from Route 191, turn onto Moose River 
Road and drive 1.1 miles to the end of a 
private gravel road to the parking area. 
For information, call 729-7366. 

Sieur de Monts Spring Area 
of Acadia National Park

The Wild Gardens of Acadia in the 
Sieur de Monts Spring Area in Acadia 
National Park has trails of packed gravel 
that are designed to be wheelchair 
accessible, though assistance may be 
needed. And the Hemlock Road, which 
begins to the right of the Sieur de Monts 
Spring Area parking lot entrance, is a 
hard-packed path that travels through 
woodlands to the base of Dorr Mountain 
(a 1.5-mile trip). The entrance to the area 
is near where Route 3 crosses over the 
Park Loop Road in Bar Harbor. 

Accessible wilderness
Maine trails accessible by wheelchair

BY AISLINN SARNACKI, OUTDOORS STAFF WRITER

In Maine, when we talk about the “great outdoors,” we’re referring to the 
incredible wilderness areas our state has to offer – vast tracts of forestland 
broken up by more than 2,500 lakes and ponds, raging rivers, bogs, marshes, 

mountains and a rocky coastline.
Thanks to numerous conservation organizations, state and national parks, and 

generous landowners, much of Maine’s great outdoors is open for public enjoyment. 
But for many people, that doesn’t necessarily mean that it’s accessible. One narrow 
bridge, one tangle of roots, one set of stairs – that’s all it takes for a wilderness area 
to be off limits for wheelchair users.

“I don’t think people should have high expectations,” said Eric Dibner, State 
ADA/Section 504 Accessibility Coordinator for Maine. “You have to be realistic 
about what trail owners are able to accomplish. Many trails are built on a 
shoestring; they’re cow paths that turn into walking paths.”

It takes careful planning and funds to design and construct wilderness trails that 
are flat, smooth and wide enough to be considered “wheelchair accessible,” which is 
a term that should be taken with a grain of salt. Accessibility also depends on an 
individual’s abilities and the type of wheelchair they use.

Nevertheless, Maine is home to a long list of trails designed with 
wheelchair users in mind. They’re scattered all over the place – from 

Portland to Presque Isle to Bethel to Calais – and these trails are 
not only great for wheelchair users, they’re also ideal for 

people using strollers and walkers.
An growing map of these trails is available on 

BDN Outdoors website at bangordailynews.com/
outdoors.

Keep in mind that trail conditions change. 
Weather creates barriers to wheelchair 
users such as flooded areas, mud, fallen 
trees and frost heaves.

“Know before you go,” said 
Dibner. “Find out as much as you 
can about it … call someone who 

can give you the lowdown.”
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2014 Moose Lottery
The Presque Isle Fish and Game Club 

has been chosen to host this year’s 
annual State of Maine Moose Lottery, 

which will be held at the University of 
Maine at Presque Isle’s Caroline D. Gentile 
Hall, 9 a.m.-5 p.m. Saturday, June 14. There 
will be events for the whole family, 
including a Moose Calling Contest and 
vendors from throughout Maine and 

beyond. Regional qualifying competitions  
for the moose calling contest were held 
earlier this spring at sportsman’s shows 
around the state, and the champion will be 
crowned at the 2 p.m. event in Presque Isle.

Blue Grass music by local bands Fiddle 
Heads and Left Over Biscuits will entertain 
the crowd from noon to 2 p.m. and the 
permit drawing will start at 3 p.m.
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BY SGT. DAVE CRAVEN, MAINE WARDEN SERVICE

Wardens always try to behave in a manner so as 
not to discredit the bureau, however, sometimes 
appearances can be deceiving. 

It was a hot summer day and Route 1 was loaded 
with traffic. I was on patrol with my working part-
ner when suddenly a call broke over the radio: 
“Washington any units in the East Machias area!” 
The dispatcher’s tone sounded urgent and omi-
nous. He further explained that a sheriff’s deputy 
was at a residence where a report of violence had 
been received. Dispatch had lost contact with the 
officer after he arrived. Knowing how dangerous 
such situations can be, they feared for his safety. 
We radioed in that we were not far away and 
would be enroute. We snapped on the blue lights 
and siren and headed down Route 1 at a high rate 
of speed. 

At our approach a long line of cars pulled oblig-
ingly to the shoulder of the road as we roared by. 

Before we could reach the location the call came 
in: “Washington 2206 you may stand down.” The 
Deputy had called in; the situation had been safely 
defused. We immediately slowed down, and shut 
off the lights and siren. 

As we continued down Route 1, the adrenaline 
began to subside and things returned to normal. 
About this time, my partner said, “Man is it hot ... 
There’s an ice cream stand, do you want to stop?” I 
said, “Sure, why not?” so we pulled in. 

We walked up, ordered, paid, picked up our ice 
cream, and walked back to the truck. Right about 
then the entire line of vehicles that we had just 
flown by minutes before came along and saw us 
standing there -- ice cream in hand. The looks on 
those people’s faces were incredulous, and who 
could blame them. 

Dave Craven is a sergeant with the Maine Warden 
Service.

BDN ILLUSTRATION BY ERIC ZELZ

“Man is it hot ... There’s an ice cream stand, do you want to stop?”

Game wardens like ice cream, too

WARDEN TALES
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Balloon
Fest

11th annual Crown of Maine

The 11th annual Crown of Maine 
Balloon Fest kicks off at 5 p.m. 
Thursday, Aug. 21, with a street 

fair at the Presque Isle Elks Lodge on 
Main Street.

The festival was born as part of 
the 2004 Isle Fest, when local pilot 
Dena Winslow and Canadian pilot 
Wild Bill Whelan convinced the 
Presque Isle Area Chamber of 
Commerce to give it a try. In 
addition to Winslow and Whelan, 
Doug Shippee from New Brunswick 
flew that first year.

Isle Fest 2005 saw the expansion to 
five balloons and in 2006 the number 
of balloons rose to nine and Isle Fest 
was renamed the Crown of Maine 
Balloon Fest.  Since then, the festival 
has continued to grow and has seen 
some of the best flying around. 

Aroostook County also holds a 
place in ballooning history as the 
home to two famous Transatlantic 
Balloon Flights. In 1978, the Double 
Eagle II launched from Presque Isle 
and made the first successful 
crossing of the Atlantic. In 1984, Joe 
Kittinger became the first person to 
make the solo Transatlantic balloon 
journey, he launched from Caribou.

Thursday, Aug. 21
 5-9 p.m. Street Fair, 
  Presque Isle Elks 
  Lodge, Main Street
 5:30 p.m. Mass Ascension

Friday, Aug. 22
 5:30 a.m. Mass Ascension
 4-9 p.m. Craft Fair and Vendors
 5 p.m. Tethered Balloon Rides, $10 for ages 12 
  and over; $5 for children under 12. 
  Sponsored by Irving Woodlands LLC, weather 
  permitting, Tickets will be limited to 150, on a first 
  come, first serve basis.
 5:30 p.m. Ribbon Burning Ceremony 
  and Mass Ascension                    
 6:30 p.m. Open Mic Night, Sponsored by KMH Music
 Dusk Balloon Glow

Saturday, Aug. 23
 5:30 a.m. Mass Ascension
 7-10 a.m. Pilot and Crew Breakfast
 8 a.m. City Wide Yard Sale
 9 a.m. Color Presque Isle 5K, Riverside Park
 11 a.m.-9 p.m. Craft Fair and Vendors Open
 10 a.m.-1 p.m. Kiwanis Youth Day
 5 p.m. Tethered Balloon Rides, $10 for ages 12 
  and over; $5 for children under 12. 
  Sponsored by Irving Woodlands LLC, weather 
  permitting, Tickets will be limited to 150, on a first 
  come, first serve basis.
 5:30 p.m. Mass Ascension
 Dusk Balloon Glow

Sunday, Aug. 24
 5:30 a.m. Mass Ascension
 8:30 a.m. Sponsor and Landowner Breakfast, 
  Presque Isle Inn and Convention Center, 
  $10 per person

For information, visit crownofmaineballoonfest.org
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As one would expect, the weather is the key factor determining exactly 
when Maine’s crops are ready for harvest, but here’s a rough idea for 
some of the most popular pick-your-own varieties from pickyourown.org:

A few tips for picking:
Bring containers and a cooler in case the farm you’re visiting doesn’t provide 

them.
Dress in layers, but be sure to have a long-sleeved shirt, pants and appropriate 

footwear, especially if braving prickly blackberry bushes. The proper clothing 
also will protect against pesky insects and the sun.

Have snacks on hand – berry picking sessions sometimes last longer than you 
might think once you start filling buckets and having fun. But picking on an 
empty stomach can make for a cranky afternoon, especially if you bring the little 
ones with you.

Don’t forget the sunscreen and bug spray. Nothing is more miserable than 
heading home covered in bug bites with red, sunburned skin.

Have fun! Pick-your-own farms are a great place to bring the kiddos and can 
make for a perfect family tradition. 

Learn more at
www.fsmaine.org

Offices in Bangor &
Greenville

A million acres conserved

for people, wildlife,

and productive forests.

Maine’s land trust for

the North Woods

Fully Irrigated,Gorgeous

Town Farm Rd., Lincoln, ME
749-2433

Check out our website at
www.jatohighlands.com

the mobile app

EVEN HERE.

Maine is home to numerous 
pick-your-own farms with 
rows of fruits, berries and 
vegetables just waiting for 
hungry visitors.

Blackberries in Castine
BDN PHOTOS BY AISLINN SARNACKI

 May-June:  Strawberries
 June- July:  Cherries
 June-August:  Blueberries, blackberries
 July-September:  Peaches, figs, tomatoes, green beans

 July-October:  Raspberries
 August:  Figs, fall raspberries start, early apples
 September-October:  Apples and grapes
 October:  Late apples, pumpkins

Ripe for the pickin’
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Dog days 
of summer 
perfect for 
a pooch

For all 10 of his years on this planet, my dog 
Pudge was a perfect Mainer: He learned to 
love all of our seasons.
BY JOHN HOLYOKE, OUTDOORS STAFF WRITER

In the fall, he sniffed fallen leaves and loved to wade 
through piles that had been raked to the side of the 
road. Come winter, he’d pounce from snowdrift to 
snowdrift, and bury his snout deep in the fresh pow-
der. In the spring, he’d invariably find every muddy 
spot on our block, and would make sure to firmly 
plant all four feet in the sloppy mess.

But Pudge loved summer the best. Of that, I’m cer-
tain.

To the friendly English Spring Spaniel, summer 
was a season full of freedom, opportunity, and poten-
tial adventure.

In that way, I guess he wasn’t that much different 
than the rest of us.

Of course, a dog’s idea of opportunity and freedom 
and adventure might not perfectly mirror our own.

After walking around on a leash all winter, Pudge 
was given — temporarily, until he proved he couldn’t 
be trusted as much as we thought he could — the free-
dom to roam.

And roam, he did. He was, in fact, a world-class 
roamer.

I learned that early on, at our camp on Beech Hill 
Pond. One moment, I was lounging in the sun with a 
book, my faithful pup sleeping at my feet.

The next, someone asked the question you never 
want to hear: “Hey … where’s the dog?”

A search party was launched, and we fanned out to 
find him. Each of our neighbors had a tale to tell, and 
a direction to point.

“What a nice dog. He was here earlier. Licked the 
grease off the propane tank on the grill, and then 
headed thataway,” they all told us.

Eventually, we tracked him down several camps 

away. He was lying on the ground, eating chunks of 
hot dogs that our neighbors kept tossing him.

“Nice dog,” they said. “We figured you’d show up 
eventually. And he was having fun, so we didn’t come 
looking for you.”

That day, a roamer was born. Back home in Bangor, 
he got loose from the house one day when one of the 
kids left a door open on a warm summer afternoon.

I found him 10 minutes later ... halfway around the 
block … in a neighbor’s house … eating pizza.

“We were having a pizza party and our door was 
open,” the neighbor explained. “He walked right in 
and sat down. I hope you don’t mind. He might have 
had a few pieces of pepperoni.”

To this day, perhaps especially since Pudge passed 
away last March, the kids call that home “The Pizza 
House.”

Yes, Pudge loved summer, and all it stood for.
Freedom. Opportunity. Adventure. Snacks!
Especially snacks, it turned out.
One summer, we learned that Pudge had, for the 

first time, discovered the concept of “up.”
Until that day, he was perfectly content to snuffle 

along the ground, finding things to munch on.
One day at camp he saw my mom put a pile of juicy 

steaks on a platter on the kitchen counter. And he 
looked up.

As soon as she turned her back, mom’s grand-dog 
pounced, dragged a hunk of beef off the pile, and 
flopped it onto the floor.

Pudge learned a valuable lesson that day. Make that 
three.

First, you don’t mess with gram. (Luckily, I learned 
that years ago). You won’t win.

Second, if you do mess with gram, you still won’t 
get to enjoy your hard-earned steak. Even if it looks 
like you might.

And third, gramp will end up eating your steak 
(though gram won’t tell him that it once had dog drool 
on it).

Here’s a toast to the dog days of summer. And here’s 
to a dog that thoroughly enjoyed all those days. 

BDN ILLUSTRATION BY GEORGE DANBY
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Lakes, Mountains... We got ‘em.
What are you 
waiting for?g f
Want to find out what’s happening in the

Rangeley Lakes Region? Visit

Full site or mobile version - it’s all right at your �ngertips!

Or stop by our kiosks locate
d in Rangeley & Oquossoc.

Rangeley is just a click away.


