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We’re nearly there.

Though one, or more, late-winter snowstorm is bound to bury us again 

in winter, there’s no mistaking the precious few extra minutes of light 

being tacked onto each day. The birds are starting to sing a little louder, 

the ground’s getting softer and the world is turning, turning.

We’re nearly there. Spring. 
As we shake off  this hard winter, and the signs of  the new season start to show, BDN 

Maine Outdoors is thrilled to unveil its first edition of  the year — in a glossy new format.
Beyond the shine, we’ve also prepared more stories this year from our award-winning 

roster of  outdoor experts, enthusiasts and amateurs alike, including favorites Aislinn 
Sarnacki, Birdman Bob Duchesne, and the “Million Pageview Man” John Holyoke. 

In return for enjoying all this good stuff, I just have one favor to ask. 
After you browse BDN Maine Outdoors magazine, and visit bangordailynews.com/

outdoors for up-to-the minute outdoors news and information (usually of  Holyoke’s latest 
trail cam mystery) I’d like to hear from you.

While we at the BDN consider ourselves Mainers of  the finest kind — we hunt, fish, hike, 
bike, surf, breathe our fresh air and take in all our state has to offer — we’re don’t know 
everything. There are stories out there that should told, and we want to tell them. 

Call 207-990-8130, send an email — athibodeau@bangordailynews.com — or search for 
BDN Maine Outdoors on Facebook to let us know. 

We look forward to hearing from you. And enjoy all you do in Maine’s great outdoors.

AIMEE THIBODEAU, EDITOR
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flag!

Culinary theater in the Maine woods

Armed with a “hookaroon,” a coffee pot and a 
magic mixture, Registered Maine Guide Randy 
Spencer delights clients with this regional specialty 
throughout fishing season. Out west, the same 
concoction might be called “Cowboy Coffee,” but 
around Grand Lake Stream, which boasts the highest 
per capita rate of registered guides in the state, it’s 
Guide Coffee.

Remarkably simple to prepare, the brew is 
downright tasty. Just don’t spend too much time 
looking at that muddy raft of floating coffee grounds 
… or the egg that holds them all together.

Step 1: The pot matters. Grand Lake Stream guides 
swear by pots that have a spout that’s even with the pot’s 
top. That allows the coffee to cook with a “rolling boil.”

Step 2: Mix your coffee grounds in a Ziplock bag or 
other receptacle  — Spencer uses five or six regular 
scoops for a party of six — and toss in an egg. A raw 
egg. In the shell. Yes, you heard correctly.

Step 3: Break the egg with a sharp rap of your 

hookaroon — the well-worn tool that you use to 
remove the pot from the fire — then knead the egg and 
grounds. Add a splash of lake water. Keep kneading 
until you have a dark, moist mixture. “[Some sports] 
think that you dumped the nightcrawlers into [the 
pot],” Spencer says.

Step 4: Into a pot of boiling water, dump your 
mixture. Put the pot back close to the fire, so that you 
have a “rolling boil,” from back to front.

“It forms a raft of grinds that floats,” Spencer 
explains. And the egg yolk adheres to the grounds and 
forms this raft that floats as long as the water is 
boiling”

Step 5: After 20 minutes or so, remove pot from heat. 
The raft of grounds and egg will sink to the bottom of 
the pot. Let rest for a minute or so, and pour coffee into 
cups.”You come to recognize the color of the coffee for 
your preference,” Spencer says. “Some people want to 
be able to stand the hookaroon up in the coffee pot. 
Others, not so much.”

BY JOHN HOLYOKE, OUTDOORS STAFF WRITER

Watch the video
bangordailynews.com

GUIDE COFFEE

BDN PHOTOS BY KEVIN BENNETT
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Family living deep in the North Maine Woods

What’s one thing you miss from your previous lifestyle?
The closeness to family. I have a huge family, and most of  

them are all located in Down East, Maine. I’m the oldest of  
all my cousins and grew up with at least one big family get-
together every week. Some days, I miss them like crazy, but it 
makes our visits home even more special. 

What’s one thing you’re glad you’re now living without, 
being so far from town?

Honestly, sometimes it’s nice to not have the option to be 
busy. We don’t have the option to go out to eat, go see a movie, 
or go shopping, or even visit friends and family. We are forced 
to be content with each other and what we have.

Have you picked up any new hobbies or skills since 
moving to Clayton Lake?

I thought it was appropriate timing for me to finally take 
the hunter safety course this year. We did a lot of  partridge 
hunting this fall. And I’m on week three of  learning to play 
the guitar. We didn’t want to chance bringing my piano up the 
Realty Road, and somedays, I miss it so much. 

So far, have you had any exciting animal encounters?
Oh goodness. I’m still so mad for not trying to capture this 

moment with a picture. It was the first night I was going to 
be spending the night alone at Clayton Lake. My mom flew in 
on a family friend’s plane and walked to the house from the 
airstrip. I had no idea she was coming. It was a big surprise! 
I made spaghetti that night for dinner with a double batch of  
homemade marinara. I had no fridge space, so I put it out on 
the deck. In the middle of  the night, I heard the pot crash to 
the ground followed by a lot of  banging and clanging. 
I was just praying it was a raccoon. I woke up my 
mom and had her look out the window. And 
there was a black bear standing on top 
of  our grill. I was so nervous I 
couldn’t stop laughing. After 
that night, I learned to 
use a shotgun.

“There’s something special about knowing that you are one of a few that are able to live this way.”
- RIANNE ACKLEYLife as a 

Warden Wife
Rianne Ackley loves the simple things in life − a good book, a song, 
a rainy day, a bowl of white popcorn − which is good for a stay-at-
home mom living miles from any real civilization. Ackley is no stranger 
to rural life having grown up in the Down East coastal community of 
Machias, but the North Maine Woods is a bit more extreme.

After relocating north with her husband, a Maine Game Warden now 
stationed in Clayton Lake, T11 R14 WELS, the couple and their two 
“wild” little boys live about 65 miles from the nearest U.S. town 
(about 90 minutes depending on weather conditions). Essentially, 
they’re off the grid and and adapting to a new lifestyle. Here are 
a few of her thoughts on her new way of life. 

What are some things your two boys have said about 
their new home?

Jackson is ecstatic about living in the North Woods. He 
misses family, but he’s young enough that it isn’t an issue yet. 
He and his dad went ice fishing at John’s Bridge, and Jackson 
caught his first brook trout. As they were walking across the 
bridge, Jackson looked up at Evan and said, “Dad, we are in 
the North Woods.” He feels how special it is. He’s been able to 
see more moose in the last five months than most Mainers see 

BY AISLINN SARNACKI, OUTDOORS STAFF WRITER
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in a lifetime. Andrew doesn’t talk yet, but he does an awesome job 
on the ride in --  both of  them do. When we come back from visiting 
relatives, depending on the weather, it takes us between five and 
seven hours. 

One of your passions is cooking. How has your new home 
changed the way you cook/bake?

Oh goodness -- so many ways. One of  my biggest concerns our first 
week in was the grocery list. Having family so close before we moved, 
we were used to going to someone’s house for dinner two or three 
times a week. And because Evan was gone for training 30 weeks last 
year, the boys and myself  spent a lot of  time visiting family instead 
of  staying home. I had no idea how much food I needed for four 
people, three meals a day, seven days a week. Our fridge here is a very 
small propane fridge. I’ve had to think about what foods we can keep 
that don’t need to be refrigerated, what foods keep very well in the 
fridge, and what can be frozen. It’s been a learning process to figure 
out what I can make with what foods if  I have forgotten something 
on the grocery list. I have to work with what I have. Every day is a 
new opportunity to try new recipes, and it’s been fun and exciting to 
be able to make dinner for my family every night. We don’t have to 
purchase any meat; [we] have plenty of  moose and deer meat, and the 
partridge hunting up here was awesome. I cooked togue chowder a 
couple of  nights ago for dinner and it was delish.

If someone were going to trade places with you for a week, 
what are three things you’d tell them as advice?

Would I be taking my children or leaving them? Haha. I’ve had 
so many people ask me how I don’t get bored up here. Any stay-at-
home mom with two boys under the age of  4 knows that boredom is 
not something that comes around very often, and when it does, you 
cherish it. If  the boys were coming with me, I would tell the person: 
1. Go outside. Take a ride. Appreciate the fresh air and the gorgeous 
country up here. 2. Be content. Don’t think about what you could be 
doing or what you’re missing out on being up here in the boonies. 
Just live your life in this moment! 3. Soak up the quiet and the slow 
pace. It’s not something many people are able to experience. 

PHOTOS COURTESY OF RIANNE ACKLEY
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Look for tree, barn, cliff, and rough-
winged swallows over the marsh. Rough-
winged swallows are at the northern edge of  
their range in Bangor and can be challeng-
ing. Eastern kingbirds are most prominent 
among the six species of  flycatcher that 
inhabit Essex Woods, and five species of  
woodpecker can be found here.

Before I disclose my third favorite spot, let 
me suggest some other contenders. Bangor 
Land Trust maintains several properties 
near Bangor’s Penjajawoc Marsh and City 
Forest, extending the habitat common to 
those locations. Newman Hill Preserve, an 
Orono Land Trust property off  Forest Ave-
nue, is great in springtime. University Forest 
in Orono is fun. The Fields Pond Audubon 
Center, straddling the border of  Holden and 
Orrington, is a treasure. And I love explor-
ing Sunkhaze Meadows National Wildlife 
Refuge. Just beyond it, the Stud Mill Road is 
the nearest place to Bangor to find northern 
specialties like gray jays and boreal chicka-
dees, as well as owls, whip-poor-wills, and a 
plethora of  warblers.

 However, my No. 3 pick is Leonard’s 
 Mills in Bradley. The habitat along 

the access road changes every few hundred 
yards, providing a home to a remarkable 

variety of  common yet delightful species. 
Among the warblers, expect black-and-white, 
chestnut-sided, American redstart, black-
throated green, and ovenbird. The wetland 
under the power lines is home to swamp 
sparrows, common yellowthroats, American 
bitterns, and Virginia rails. A mature forest 
surrounds the Leonard’s Mills parking lot, 
where it is relatively easy to find eastern 
wood-pewees and an assortment of  warblers, 
such as northern Parula, Blackburnian, 
black-throated blue, and pine.

Spring is coming…and now you know 
where to go.

warbling vireos along 
the path, too.

There is less high-
way din on the hill 
side of  the wetland. 
As the walking path 
enters the trees, a 

veery sings occasion-
ally and calls frequently. 

Colorful scarlet tanagers 
and rose-breasted grosbeaks 

BY BOB DUCHESNE, SPECIAL TO THE BDN

favorite spots for birding in Bangor3
Maine is home to 300 nesting bird species. 
Since not all of them will be coming to your 
backyard, perhaps it is time for you to go to 
theirs. Here are three of my favorite places 
to go birding in the Bangor area.

 Topping my list is the Orono Bog 
 Boardwalk, located in Roland F. Perry 

City Forest in Bangor. The main entrance is 
accessed from Stillwater Avenue north of  the 
Bangor Mall, just shy of  the Orono town line. 
The boardwalk is famous for a variety of  
warblers, including some that are secretive. 
The first signpost marks the vicinity where 
several Canada warblers nest each spring. 
They generally stay near the forest floor 
and can be difficult to spot. A northern 

waterthrush often sings from this section of  
woods, too. More common warblers forage 
in the treetops. The interpretive signs are 
amazingly accurate about what birds to 
expect along the boardwalk. 

Lincoln’s sparrows nest in the open area 
of  the bog. They generally flit just over the 
tops of  the vegetation. As the trail winds 
back toward the forest, many palm warblers 
and at least one Nashville warbler occupy 
the stunted black spruce trees. The rest of  
City Forest is excellent for songbirds, even in 
the main parking lot. A chorus of  warblers, 
vireos, finches, and thrushes grace every 
morning.

 My No. 2 pick is Essex Woods, which 
 gets better every time I visit. Start 

from the top of  the hill on Watchmaker 
Street, off  Essex Street in Bangor. An alter-

nate entrance 
is on Drew 
Lane, just 
around the 
corner from 
Stillwater 
Avenue. 
Vegetation 
is low and 
shrubby 
along the 
highway side. 
The bushes are 
laden with yellow 
warblers. The call of  
a willow flycatcher can often 
be heard above the road noise. This bird is 
at the extreme northern end of  its range 
in Essex Woods, making it an unusual find. 
Expect gray catbirds, Baltimore orioles, and 

3

1

2

are present, and this has been a good place 
to look for black-billed cuckoos over the last 
few years. Near the property line at the end 
of  the wooded path, a field is visible that is 
home to singing bobolinks and savannah 
sparrows.

The Essex Woods walking path encircles a 
marsh loaded with waterfowl. Canada geese, 
pied-billed grebes, mallards, wood ducks, 
blue-winged teal, and hooded mergansers 
produce young every year. The waterfowl 
become habituated to people walking along 
the path and the ducks often loaf  within 
easy view. Keep an eye out for green herons, 
which are more prominent here than any-
where else in the area. Sora and Virginia 
rails are occasionally seen and often heard. 
Rails sometimes amble onto the path when 
their calling leads to a territorial dispute.

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 
www.mainebirdingtrail.com. Bob can be 

reached at duchesne@midmaine.com.
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“I was about 9 years old when my 
mother asked me if  I wanted to make 
a kite,” said Hank Manseau, 80, of  
Scarborough. 

He remembers using pieces of  wood 
from an orange crate to construct the 
crucifix frame of  a classic, diamond-
shaped Eddy kite. A supermarket paper 
bag served as the sail. And since they 
didn’t have any glue, his mother mixed 
flour and water as an adhesive.

“That turned out to be such a heavy 
kite,” Manseau recalled. “It needed a 
strong wind to fly. And it was so poorly 
made, it was difficult to keep from turn-
ing in big circles … Then the string 
was so lousy, it would break frequently. 
So my first attempt at flying kites 
taught me how to climb trees.”

Decades later, Manseau owns hun-
dreds of  kites of  all shapes and sizes. 
In southern Maine, locals long ago 
dubbed him “The Kite Man.” And he’s 
not flying solo.

Manseau is one of  the many mem-
bers of  the Nor’Easter Kite Club, an 
informal group that flies a variety of  
extraordinary kites at Bug Light Park 
in South Portland and other Maine 
venues.

“This group has really come together 
and gelled,” Manseau said. “People 
come up from all over New England to 
fly with us regularly because they love 
the people here and they love the place 

that we fly in.”
The Nor’Easter Kite Club was estab-

lished by Tony Heeschen of  South Port-
land, who caught the kiting bug in the 
1990s when he caught sight of  people 
flying stunt kites at Fort Williams Park 
in Cape Elizabeth.

“I thought kite flying might be a 
nice, inexpensive fun way to fill some 
of  my free time,” Heeschen said. “So 
I bought a little stunt kite, and a few 
hundred kites later, here I am.”

Each weekend, if  the weather’s good, 
the Nor’Easters gather, usually at 
Bug Light Park, an open space with a 
stunning views -- in one direction, the 
islands dotting Casco Bay, and in the 
other, the cityscape of  Portland.

“When you fly a kite, you can lose 
yourself. It can become kind of  a Zen-
like experience,” said Heeschen, who 
compared the kiting to sailing. “It’s just 
you and the wind and your little kite, a 
little piece of  fabric and some string.”

“You can make kite flying into any-
thing you want it to be,” said Kendra 
Brown, who joined the Nor’Easters just 
over a year ago. “If  you want it to be 
super relaxing, you can fly a single-
line kite; you put your kite up, stake it 
down, then sit down and watch it. Or 
it can be super exhilarating for people 
who fly really large kites or multi-line 
kites that take a lot of  interaction. 
Then there are people who sew their 

own kites, adding artistry to it.”
“Once you buy your first kite and go 

out and meet up with someone who’s 
also flying, you’re going to be hooked, 
and you’re going to end up buying 
more kites than you need,” Brown 
said. “So be prepared. It can be an all-
encompassing hobby that borders on 
obsession.”

Heeschen has traveled to big kite 
festivals throughout the U.S. and 
Canada, viewing the work kitemakers 
from all around the world. His favorite 
kite maker is from Tasmania. And 
Heeschen himself  crafts a variety of  
kites at his home. 

“I’ve started this whole series of  por-
trait kites,” Heeschen said. “I’ll take 
a photo of  someone -- I started with a 
photo of  my wife. I lay ripstop nylon 
-- black, grey and white -- and sandwich 
them together.”

Several Nor’Easters are experienced 
in the art of  kite making, and each kite 
maker has his or her own style.

Tony Otis of  Westbrook, a nurse at 
Maine Medical Center, began mak-
ing kites in the 1970s while serving in 
the Navy at Virginia Beach, where he 
stumbled upon a kite store.

“They intrigued me,” Otis said. “But 
they were expensive back then. I fig-
ured I could probably make one. From 
then until today, it’s been a process of  
learning how to make a kite. There’s 

BY AISLINN SARNACKI,OUTDOORS STAFF WRITER

“When you fly a kite, you can lose yourself. It can become 

kind of a Zen-like experience. It’s just you and the wind and 

your little kite, a little piece of fabric and some string.”
- KENDRA BROWN

NOR’EASTER KITE CLUB

Soaring High:

K TES
Not Just for Kids

1. 
1. Tony Heeschen, founder of the Maine-

based Nor’Easter Kite Club, flies the 

kite he created of his wife’s portrait 

during the 2013 Bug Light Festival at 

Bug Light Park in South Portland.

2. Tony Otis (right), a kite maker from 
Westbrook, discusses the wisdom of 
launching a three-stick v-form kite with 
a man dressed as Benjamin Franklin 
during a storm day in July of 2009. 
According to legend, Benjamin Franklin 
used a kite to reach lightning and verify 
his hypothesis concerning the sameness 
of electricity.

PHOTO COURTESY OF TONY OTIS

PHOTO COURTESY OF TONY HEESCHEN

PHOTO COURTESY OF TONY HEESCHEN

2. 
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lots of  different ways to making them, 
but the real trick is to make one that 
flies. There’s some science involved.” 

While Otis has sold a few of  his 
kites to friends, he keeps the majority 
of  his creations. He forte is cellular 
kites -- high-performance kites that, in 
the air, form rigid, three-dimensional 
structures. These kites can be simple 
(a two-celled box kite) or extremely 
complex designs (such as the lotus cel-
lular kite, a multitude of  overlapping 
triangular cells that form the shape of  
a lotus flower.) 

“I think people have to have some 
patience, building a kite, especially 
one that looks good and flies well,” Otis 
said. “It doesn’t happen in a hurry. I’ve 
spent, on one kite, easily 100 hours.”

Otis said he has never pursued any 
other artform, but when it comes to 
kite making, there’s few things he en-
joys more. His prize creation to date is 
a rokkaku kite, a traditional six-sided 
Japanese fighter kite.

“The design has been around forever 
-- it’s ancient in its origins,” Otis said. 
“I made one with a crane and bamboo 
trees and a river flowing through it -- 
all appliqué.”

While kite flying has been around 
for thousands of  years, the activity 
has drastically changed in the past 50 
years, as people around the country 
have shown a renewed interest in kit-
ing. 

New materials, such as ripstop 
nylon, fiberglass and carbon graph-
ite, have expanded the possibilities 

of  kite designs. In 1972, Peter Powell 
introduced a toy dual-line stunt kite 
that could be controlled by the flyer to 
perform tricks in the air. Then, in the 
1980s, Peter Lynn of  New Zealand in-
troduced a stainless steel kite-powered 
buggy -- basically an “overgrown Big 
Wheels,” Heeschen said.

Shopping for kites and kite-making 
materials is mostly an online affair 
nowadays, though there are some kite 
stores scattered throughout the U.S. 
Michaud isn’t the only Nor’Easter to 
invest big bucks into the hobby.

“The Kite Man” Hank Manseau 
had to purchase a special trailer just 
to store all of  his kites and transport 
them to events.

“I have, without a doubt, the largest 
collection of  big kites in Maine,” Man-
seau said. “I have a 20-foot-tall kitty, 
a 20-foot-tall teddy bear, a 20-foot-tall 
puppy, and a more recent addition, a 
gorgeous white horse … these animals 
are what we call line laundry, but 
they’re a great display.”

His giant manta ray, a $6,000 flow-
form kite, measures 32 feet across and 
96 feet long.

Regardless of  how massive the kites 
are, it only takes an 8-10 mph wind to 
fly them, Manseau said. But don’t let 
that fool you. In just a 10 mph wind, 
giant kites can generate 3,000-4,000 
pounds of  lift. Therefore, Manseau flies 
them on 2,000-pound lines attached to 
“very big anchors.”

“Every time you put a kite in the 
air, there’s a distinct probability that 

you’ll never see it again,” Manseau 
said. “I don’t think there’s anyone who 
has flown at Bug Light Park that hasn’t 
made a contribution to Davy Jones’ 
Locker.”

Though Manseau is known for his 
show kites, his passion is performing 
stunts with kite stacks -- trains of  con-
nected kites that fly horizontally rather 
than vertically. Using strings, he can 
make the train dance through the air in 
different patterns.

“When I discovered the world of  
trains, I also discovered the world of  
showmanship,” Manseau said. 

Manseau is one of  the many 
Nor’Easter kite flyers who put on a 
grand show at the annual springtime 
Bug Light Festival, this year scheduled 
for May 17. During the big event, some 
of  the most impressive kites in New 
England fill the sky above Bug Light 
Park. 

“There used to be a time when I’d 
go out and fly a kite for me,” Manseau 
said. “Those days are gone.”

Nowadays, he flies kites for everyone 
and anyone -- the ferries motoring into 
Portland Harbor, sailors in the bay, 
locals walking to work and children 
playing in the park.

“There’s something about something 
floating in the air that appeals to a lot 
of  people,” he said.

To join the Nor’Easter Kite Club 
email list, message Heeschen at PandT-
kites@gmail.com. To learn about the 
American Kite Flyer’s association, visit 
aka.kite.org.

PHOTO COURTESY OF HANK MANSEAU

PHOTO COURTESY OF TONY HEESCHEN

3. 

4. 

3. Hank Manseau of Scarborough recently flies a 25-stack of Stuntmasters at Bug  

Light Park in South Portland. The blue band around his back is attached to a pulley 

rig he uses to reduce the strain on his wrists as he steers the stack. Stacks of this 

size can generate several hundred pounds of pull if the wind picks up.

4. A giant flowform kite shaped like a manta ray, owned by Hank Manseau 

of Scarborough, climbs into the sky at Bug Light Park in South Portland.

• THE BUG LIGHT KITE FESTIVAL, SPONSORED BY THE SOUTH 
PORTLAND HISTORICAL SOCIETY AND ORGANIZED BY THE 
NORTHEAST KITE CLUB, IS SCHEDULED FOR 10 A.M. TO 3 P.M. 
SATURDAY, MAY 17 AT BUG LIGHT PARK IN SOUTH PORTLAND.

• KITE FLY ORGANIZED BY THE NORTHEAST KITE CLUB, 
SECOND SATURDAY EACH MONTH, AT BUG LIGHT PARK IN 
SOUTH PORTLAND. “BUT QUITE FRANKLY, IF THE WEATHER IS 
NICE, EVERY SATURDAY AND SUNDAY IS A KITE FLY AT BUG 
LIGHT PARK,” HEESCHEN SAID.

Events:
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TAKE A WALK IN 
MIDCOAST
MAINE

• Sandy Point Beach Park 
 in Stockton Springs

Located on French’s Point, 
where the Penobscot River 
enters the bay, this park is 
rich in scenery and history. 
Artifacts found along the 
shoreline indicate it was once 
a summering and trading spot 
for American indians, and in 
more recent history, the site 
was bustling with industry. 
Today, nature has taken back 
over the land. Osprey now nest 
atop pilings from an old pier 
that rise from the water not far 
from the sandy beach (by Maine 
standards). The park is now a 
popular spot for locals, both for 
the beach and the nearly 2 miles 
of  footpaths that have been 
constructed through the mossy 
woods to benches by the shore. 
The trails are easy to traverse; 
in fact, a short section of  trail 
is wheelchair accessible. In 
addition, a wheelchair accessible 
boardwalk leads through the tall 
grass to a wooden platform by 
the beach.

• Moose Point State Park 
 in Searsport

This coastal state park 
boasts three easy hiking trails, 
a playground, gazebo, group 
shelter, picnic tables, grills, 

rocky beach (with some patches 
of  sand) and benches by the 
water. Gifted to the state in 1952 
in memory of  George A. Carver 
(1836-1908), a local shipbuilder 
and captain, the park is a 
popular stop for people driving 
along coastal Route 1. The park’s 
Big Spruce Trail, Moose Trail 
and Meadow Trail are wide 
and level, great for families and 
small children. And if  you’re 
lucky, you may catch sight of  a 
bald eagle nesting by the shore.

• Bald Rock Mountain 
 in Lincolnville

One of  the tallest mountains 
in Camden Hills State Park, Bald 
Rock Mountain rises about 1,100 
feet above sea level, and its open 
summit offers stunning views 
of  Penobscot Bay. The hiking 
route leading to the mountain’s 
top begins on a wide multi-use 
trail. About 1.3 miles from the 
parking lot on Route 173, hikers 
leave the multi-use trail for the 
0.5-mile Bald Rock Trail, which 
is more challenging and lead’s to 
the summit. 

• Maiden Cliff in Camden
If  looking for an outdoor 

destination with an interesting 
story, Maiden Cliff  is for you. 
A moderately difficult 1-mile 

hiking trail leads to the cliff, 
which rises 800 feet above 
Megunticook Lake. On the cliff, 
hikers are greeted by a large 
steel cross stands in memorial of  
Elenora French, whose story is 
engraved in stone at the foot of  
the cross -- “On May 7, 1864, this 
12-year-old farmer’s daughter 
fell to her death from this cliff. 
According to legend, she was 
here as a member of  a maying 
party and fell trying to catch 
her windblown hat. This cross 
erected [was] in her memory.”

• Mount Battie in Camden
The hiking trails leading to 

the summit of  Mount Battie are 
easy to moderate in difficulty, 
and they lead to one of  the best 
views of  the Maine coast. But 
that’s not the sole attraction 
of  the mountain. Atop the 
summit is what appears to be 
a miniature castle -- a stone 
tower, dedicated in 1921 as 
a memorial to the men and 
women of  Camden who served 
in World War I. Also of  note, 
Pulitzer Prize winner Edna St. 
Vincent Millay (1892-1950), born 
in Rockland, often wrote poetry 
from the top of  Mount Battie, 
and today, hikers can read her 
words on plaque near the stone 
tower.

• Beech Hill in Rockport
Beech Hill Preserve, 295 acres 

of  blueberry fields and forest in 
Rockport, is one of  the official 
stops on the Maine Birding 
Trail, with more than 125 species 
on its checklist. The preserve 
features two hiking trails, both 
of  which are open to the public 
and lead to the top of  Beech Hill, 
which is the only bald hilltop 
in the area and offers views of  
Penobscot Bay, Camden Hills 
and Saint George Peninsula. The 
shortest trail -- the Summit Trail 
-- is just 0.75 mile from parking 
area to the top of  the grassy 
hill. Atop the hill is Beech Nut, 
a sod-roofed stone building 
constructed in the early 1900s. 
Walkers can learn about the 
history of  the historic building 
from educational signs posted 
near the trail. 

• Oyster River Bog in   
 Rockport, Rockland 
 and Thomaston

Also known as the Rockland 
Bog, this 6,0000-acre parcel of  
woodland is located amid the 
towns of  Rockland, Rockport 
and Warren. More than 1,200 
acres are held in conservation 
deeds and easements by the 
Oyster River Bog Association. 
The 6.7-mile trail leading 

through the property is 
relatively smooth and 
marked by blue blazes, and 
it’s connected a 3.6-mile trail 
leading through the nearby 
Thomaston Forest.

• Owls Head State Park 
 in Owls Head

If  looking for a short, 
scenic walk by the ocean, 
check out Owls Head State 
Park, where a 0.2-mile 
walking trail leads Owls Head 
Lighthouse. Since the 1850s, 
this lighthouse has guided 
mariners to Rockland Harbor. 
If  looking to lengthen your 
stroll, a connected trail, also 
0.2 mile, leads into the woods 
of  Owls Head State Park, 
ending at a small beach.

While you’re there...

RISE AND SHINE
A hearty breakfast to fuel 

your hiking can be found 
at places like the Home 
Kitchen Cafe on Main Street 
in Rockland, a from-scratch 
eatery with the best eggs 
benedict north of  Portland. 
There’s also Chase’s Daily 
in downtown Belfast, which 
offers vegetarian brunch 
on the weekends, and Salt 
Water Farm at Union Hall 
in Rockport has both sit-
down breakfast and fast 
croissants and sandwiches. 
The delightful Dot’s, on Route 
1 in Lincolnville, has quick 
pastries and fantastic coffee, 
as does the legendary Belfast 
Co-op and the quirky Rock 
City Coffee in Rockland.

EPIC DINNERS
The Brickhouse in 

Searsport has, arguably, the 
best fried clams in the state, 
though Just Barb’s in Stockton 
Springs might disagree. 
Darby’s in Belfast has been 
around forever, and you can’t 
beat their sandwiches and 
pasta dishes. If  you like Thai 
or Korean food, Long Grain 
in Camden is some of  the 
best. Rockport is home to the 
satisfying Maine-inspired pub 
food at Shepherd’s Pie. The 
Owls Head General Store 
lays claim to the Seven Napkin 
Burger, which must be eaten 
to be believed. Rockland is a 
virtual mecca for food on the 
Midcoast, from the crazy quilt 
of  cuisines at Cafe Miranda, 
to the Cajun-influenced comfort 
food at 3Crow, to seafood done 
right at the Pearl, home of  
Food Network star Michele 
Ragussis. Or you could try to 
reserve a table at the multiple 
James Beard Award-winning 
Rockland restaurant Primo, 
the most acclaimed eatery in 
Maine.

A QUICK NIGHTCAP
Three Tides in Belfast 

is romantic and casual, and 
has an incredible bonfire all 
summer long and fantastic 
house-made beer courtesy of  
Marshall Wharf  Brewing. 
If  cocktails are your thing, 
Natalie’s in Camden and 
3Crow in Rockland are your 
destinations. And if  you want 
to drink with the locals, we 
suggest either Rollies in 
Belfast or the Myrtle Street 
Tavern in Rockland.

BDN Staff Writer Emily Burnham 
contributed to this story.

BY AISLINN SARNACKI,OUTDOORS STAFF WRITER

A few favorite
Midcoast
hikes

Sandy Point Beach Park 
Stockton Springs
Moose Point State Park
Searsport
Bald Rock Mountain
Lincolnville
Maiden Cli�
Camden
Mount Battie
Camden
Beech Hill
Rockport
Oyster River Bog
Rockport, Rockland, Thomaston
Owls Head State Park
Owls Head
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The summit of Bald Rock Mountain in Lincolnville offers a view of Penobscot Bay in April 2012.

Watch the video
bangordailynews.com
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When it comes to food, skunks aren’t 
particularly picky. They’ll eat rodents, birds, 
eggs, insects, vegetation, garbage, bird 
seed -- whatever. But sometimes they do go 
through measures to make insects more 
palatable. Skunks have been observed rolling 
caterpillars along the ground to remove the 
insects’ hairs, and ironically enough, skunks 
will also roll certain odor-emitting beetles on 
the ground to deplete their scent.

Nocturnal animals, skunks begin foraging at 
dark and are usually back in their dens before 
daylight. 

Skunks have bad eyesight and will often 
approach a person who is standing still. If  
this happens, slowly move away. Any fast 
movements or loud sounds may be interpreted 
as a threat.

On a still day, a skunk can spray its smelly, 
amber-colored musk up to 12 feet with good 
accuracy. The odor is so strong that humans 
can detect it more than a mile away, and it 
may just cling to someone’s skin for weeks. 
If  nothing is done to wash it away, the odor 
could persist up to four months. 

Skunks can spray five to eight times before 
having to “reload,” which takes about a week.

A skunk will often stomp its front feet and 
make short charges as a warning before it 
sprays. When preparing to spray, it will turn 
away, pointing its rear at the target. It’s a 
myth that they can spray over their backs. 

If  you get sprayed, the quicker you do 
something about it, the more completely you 
can remove the odor. Washing with mildly 
acidic substances -- such as carbolic soap, 
tomato juice or diluted vinegar -- is most 
effective.

A home remedy for washing off  skunk 
musk: 1 quart of  3 percent hydrogen 
peroxide solution, ¼ cup of  baking soda 
and 1 tablespoon of  liquid soap known for 
degreasing qualities. Mix the solution in 
a large, open container and use the entire 
mixture while it’s still bubbling. Work it into 
a lather and leave it on for 30 minutes. Follow 
with a long hot shower. Repeat as needed.

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

These furry critters -- black with two distinctive white 
stripes -- are relatively mild-tempered and will only grow to 
about the size of  a housecat, yet they easily make the top 10 
list of  animals to fear in Maine.

The reason is quite clear -- in fact, it will clear your 
sinuses. 

Skunks stink. And what’s worse -- they can make you 
stink, too. Just one spray of  skunk musk (emitted from 
the animal’s rear end) will make a person stink for weeks. 
For this reason, skunks generally are avoided. And as a 
result, most people don’t know a whole lot about them. Here 
are a few interesting skunk facts, gleaned from the Maine 
Department of  Inland Fisheries and Wildlife website: 

Skunks
BY AISLINN SARNACKI, OUTDOORS STAFF WRITER

the not-so-sweet aroma of spring

The changing of seasons is accompanied by distinct scents. 
For spring, it’s the fresh air after a rain storm, the faint 
fragrance of new green growth and the earthy aroma of 
mud. But one particular spring scent in Maine snuffs out the 
rest -- the remarkably noxious odor of a skunk.

Skunks don’t hibernate. In fact, they’re sometimes seen 
traversing the snow on a mild winter day. But as a rule, they 
spend winter in their dens, the entrance plugged with leaves 
and grass. During late winter, they mate. And by April or 
May, they’re caring for a brood of five or six little stinkers.
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1.
Raccoons, skunks and bears

2.
Fiddleheads

3.
Tulips and Irises

4.
Mud

5.
Robins

6.
Frost Heaves

7.
Rain

8.
Peepers

9.
Yard Sales

10.
More Daylight

We made it! We survived what seemed like one of the 
longest Maine winters in ages and now it’s time to 
start enjoying the sights, smells and sounds of spring.
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Many of us have been there before: In a boat, with a more 
experienced angler. A fish is landed. The veteran fisherman 
glances at the wiggling fish, tosses it back in the lake, and 
shows just how smart he is.

“That fish right there? Three years old,” he says without 
missing a beat. “Nice fish for a 3-year-old.”

Magic? Not necessarily.
That angler just knows “the code.” And you can, too.
For more than 40 years, state fisheries biologists and 

hatchery staffers have been making it easy to determine the 
age of many of the state’s stocked landlocked salmon, brook 
trout and lake trout.

They clip off a predetermined fin or two — different fin 
clips correspond to different years — and those fins never 
grow back.

Each year, hundreds of thousands of those “marked” fish 
are released into Maine lakes, ponds, rivers and streams, 
joining millions of already stocked (and clipped) fish from 
previous years.

“I think this process started back in the 1950s in Maine,” 
explained Gordon “Nels” Kramer, regional fisheries 
biologist for the Maine Department of Inland Fisheries and 
Wildlife. “The process came about, I guess, because we 
wanted a definitive way to determine the age of a particular 
fish that we stock.”

There are other methods available: Biologists can take a 
scale from a dead fish and determine a fish’s age. They 

can also analyze a fish’s otolith — a bony structure 
behind its brain — and get the same result.

BY JOHN HOLYOKE, OUTDOORS STAFF WRITER

Both methods are time consuming and expensive.
Looking at a fish that has had a fin clipped off, then 

comparing what year that fin was clipped is nearly instant. 
And Kramer said the cost of clipping fins off those fish is 
somewhere between a penny or two cents per fish.

“[We realized] if we came up with a certain year rotation 
— a four-year rotation in the case of brook trout and salmon 

— we could instantaneously, in the field, tell how old that 
fish was, when it was stocked, when it was marked,” said 
Kramer, who works out of the DIF&W’s Enfield 
headquarters.

Kramer explained that a salmon or brook trout that is 
marked in 2010 is missing the same fin as a fish marked in 
2006. Since it’s easy to tell the difference between a 6-year-old 
fish and a 2-year-old fish, for instance, that four-year rotation 
works fine.

For longer-living, slower-growing lake trout, that rotation 
has been increased to 11 years. And recently, an angler 
caught a lake trout that proved to be 31 years old.

Kramer has been clipping the fins off fish for his entire 
career in the department — more than 30 years.

“The process came about, I guess, because we 
wanted a definitive way to determine the age 
of a particular fish that we stock.”

GORDON KRAMER
MAINE DEPARTMENT OF INLAND FISHERIES AND WILDLIFE

SOURCE: Maine Department of Inland Fisheries and Wildlife
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But for much of that time, he and his co-workers received 
some much-need help from the community.

“Basically, we would convene a group of 10 ladies … and 
get ‘em set up,” Kramer said. “We would provide them with 
the fish and the equipment. And we would direct them as to 
what fin would be clipped and they would set about doing it, 
and by the end of the week, we’d generally have 150,000 fish 
marked.

Fish are anesthetized first, then quickly clipped and 
sluiced back into fresh water, where they recover rapidly.

That local group of fin-clippers was disbanded after the 
2011 effort. While Enfield hatchery personnel stocks more 
fish now than it did before, many of those landlocked salmon 
are produced at other hatcheries that have undergone 
renovations that have made them more efficient.

Cheryl Hatch of Sebeoeis Plantation was among those 
members of the clipping crew. She said when she was asked 
to take part in the 1970s, she didn’t think twice about 
accepting the offer.

“I thought that’d be pretty exciting,” Hatch said recently. 
“I like that kind of stuff. There was a bunch of women and 
they were having a good time, so I thought that’d be great.”

Not that the process was always perfect. During the 
spring clipping, often held in early April, conditions could 
sometimes be challenging.

“In the spring there’s ice, for God’s sake,” said another 
longtime member of the crew, Nellie Dwelley of Enfield. “We 
almost froze. I can remember dipping my pinkie in the coffee 
to thaw it out.”

Hatch said that in the last years of the operation, her crew 
was provided with rubber gloves. But even that only helped 
for a bit: The water they continually reached was typically 
between 33 and 38 degrees.

“Even when we got gloves, in the spring people would 
wear mittens or wool gloves under them,” Hatch said.

Hatch said the camaraderie of the women was one reason 
she looked forward to those annual clipping sessions.

“We sang and people brought in great things to eat,” she 
said. “Some of the men brought us donuts, and there was 
coffee. And we always had a big picnic at the end, which was 
our goal in life [while we were clipping].”

The fin-clipping tools work similarly to nail clippers, and 
both women said their main requirement was that the 
DIF&W provide them with tools that were sharp.

Then, the fins would start to fly.

A crew marks fish at the 
Maine Department of Inland 
Fisheries and Wildlife’s 
Enfield hatchery in 1975. 
PHOTOS COURTESY OF NELS KRAMER

A worker clips fins 
off a fish at the 
Maine Department of 
Inland Fisheries and 
Wildlife Enfield 
hatchery 
in 1975. 
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Maine winters last forever, it seems, 
especially to those who don’t 
embrace any snowy activities 

during that four- or five- or six-month 
stretch when the sun goes down too early, 
the weather is too cold, and everything’s 
covered with ice or snow.

But after winter’s grip loosens a bit, 
and streams start to flow, many anglers 
and lakeside denizens begin to pay close 
attention to their own favorite pieces of  
water.

Sooner or later (often much later than 
they’d prefer), fishermen will say the magic 
words that kickstart a spring and summer 
of  unlimited potential. Fish await. The boat 
is loaded up on its trailer. It’s time to hit the 
road.

Ice out!
Some say the ice goes out on a given lake 

all at once. Others say the ice vanishes 

incrementally. And still others say they’ve 
been standing beside a lake when the 
ice finally disappeared, and describe the 
situation in near-mystical terms.

Terry Farren, a veteran angler and 
former photographer at the BDN, says he’s 
only seen the ice go out once. And while 
he didn’t hear harps, or a sonic boom, or 
witness anything overly mysterious, Farren 
still has vivid memories of  that day on 
Upper Middle Branch Pond, near Aurora.

“We were fishing around [the main ice 
sheet],” Farren said. “The guy I was fishing 
with used to be a game warden. He looked 
to me and said, ‘Two hours, the ice will be 
out.’”

That estimate was off  by an hour, but the 
duo were still fishing when the ice vanished.

“My amazement was how quick it 
disappeared,” Farren said. “Once that large 
piece was small enough to break up into 
small cubicles, it just dissolved. Very fast.”

Farren said the wake of  the boat on the 
calm day seemed to break up the ice a bit, 
and finally, the ice just wasn’t there.

“It seemed to make a noise, too,” he said. 
“Like a sizzle.”

Up on Nickerson Lake in Aroostook 
County, the locals have devised an elaborate 
system to make their annual ice-out contest 
more official.

According to Al Cowperthwaite, a cinder 
block is set on a platform out on the lake 
ice, and a wire stretches back to a clock, 
which sits on a dock. When the battery 
slips off  the platform at ice out, the battery 
wire is disconnected and the official time is 
established.

No monetary prizes are given, but the 
lake Nickerson Lake Association does 
collect prizes from members.

Randy Spencer, a registered Maine guide 
who works out of  Grand Lake Stream, said 
there are ways of  telling when a lake is 
getting ready to shed its winter coat.

“It goes dark. That’s the tip-off,” Spencer 
said. “For a long time before that, it’s white, 
and it’s not safe because it’s rotted. The arc 
of  the sun is so high that it has begun to rot 
underneath the ice all during the day.”

Spencer said ice anglers who push the 
season as long as possible will see the 
evidence of  that rotting ice.

“On those last legal days of  ice fishing, 
many years your ice auger will go down 
through like it’s butter,” Spencer said. “It’s 
punky. It’s just like snow ice. Granular.”

Eventually, Spencer said the ice will turn 
dark. It might look black under some light 
conditions, or can appear blue under others.

“The coves go last,” he said. “It’s sort of  
in reverse of  how [the ice] comes in.”

On many Maine lakes, Spencer said, old-
timers have well-established definitions of  
“ice out,” and folks are expected to respect 
those definitions.

“On West Grand, [it’s] ‘when the narrows 
are out,’” he said. “You can’t say that the ice 
has gone out until the narrows have gone 
out. You have to be able to take a canoe from 
town all the way up through the narrows 
and into Junior Bay. That’s ice out.”

Many years ago, Spencer said Grand 
Lake Stream residents had a pretty good 
barometer when it came to predicting ice 
out. It’d happen not long after legendary 
guide Pop Moore returned to town.

“In the old days, but still in my time, Pop 
Moore used to drive a Ford Bronco, and 
he would be the first one to go up the lake 
because he was the caretaker of  a camp in 
Junior Bay,” Spencer said. “He’d be the last 
one [to come back over the ice each spring]. 
And a few times in his long life, that truck 
went partially in and it had to be tripodded 
out.”

And sometimes, anglers think the ice is 
out when it’s really not.

I learned that the hard way several years 
ago, while fishing Branch Lake in Ellsworth.

On a glorious spring day, a pal and I 
arrived at Hanson’s Landing and found that 
the lake was ice-free. We launched our boat, 
trolled around for a few hours, and enjoyed 
what had been a rare wind-free day on the 
water.

Then, while leaning back relaxing in 
the stern of  the boat, I heard an odd sound 
coming from right behind me: It sounded 
like someone had just poured milk into the 
world’s largest bowl of  Rice Krispies.

Snapping my head around, I saw that we 
were trolling next to the ice sheet, which 
had apparently floated back to our side of  
the lake when the breeze picked up. The 
noise? That was thousands of  tiny pieces 
of  ice grinding up against the main sheet 
of  ice.

Luckily, our path to the landing was 
unblocked, and we were able to get back to 
shore without incident.

And luckily, we were both left with 
an interesting not-quite-ice-out tale that 
neither of  us have forgotten.

Two magic 
Maine words: ICE OUT!

BY JOHN HOLYOKE, OUTDOORS STAFF WRITER

PHOTO COURTESY OF AL COWPERTHWAITE 

A clock on a dock is attached to a distant 
cinder block in an ice-out contest on 
Nickerson Lake in Aroostook County. 
When the block sinks through the ice, the 
connection to the clock’s battery is bro-
ken and the official ice-out time is set. 
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Keep in mind that ice conditions can change 
rapidly, especially around hydropower facilities. 
Remember to be cautious of guy wires and poles 
that may not be as noticeable during winter 
conditions.

Pay attention and obey all signage. If in 
doubt, don’t go out! Enjoy the outdoors 
safely.

Always keep safety in mind 
while recreating this winter.

brook�eldrenewable.com/publicsafety

BY SGT. DAVE CRAVEN, MAINE WARDEN SERVICE

While the work of  a Maine Game Warden can 
certainly be fraught with its share of  peril, and dolor, it 
is also not without moments of  sheer hilarity.

One summer while on patrol I decided to check a 
boat landing that is popular with shore anglers. 

Sure enough there were two adult males on the 
dock. As I surreptitiously drew closer I could see 
that the two men were covered in tattoos. They had 
long hair, “do rags” with skull & cross bones motifs, 
were clad in black leather vests, and wearing dark 
sunglasses. You could almost hear George Thorogood 
and the Destroyers playing “Bad to the Bone” in the 
background. 

After watching the pair make several casts, and 
retrieves I was then satisfied that they were well and 
truly fishing, and therefore in need of  valid fishing 

licenses. One man seemed to have a very short fishing 
rod. As I approached they suddenly lost interest in 
fishing. I greeted the men cordially, asked how the 
fishing was, and then asked the question that they were 
dreading. “Can I check your licenses?” The two looked 
at each other and then confirmed the obvious, “we 
don’t have licenses.” I said, “OK, well I will need to see 
some identification from you both.” 

Now that I was up close I could see that the short 
rod was actually some kind of  a child’s fishing rod. As 
I wrote out the summonses, with all the seriousness I 
could muster, I said; “is that a Snoopy rod?” The born 
to be wild biker hung his head and sighed, “no…it’s a 
Kung Fu Panda. It’s my little girl’s rod.” 

There is no doubt that it is hard to look like a bad 
dude when you are fishing with a Kung Fu Panda rod.

BDN ILLUSTRATION BY ERIC ZELZ

I greeted the men cordially, asked how the fishing was, and then asked 
the question that they were dreading. “Can I check your licenses?”

Excuse me, sir. Is that a Snoopy™ rod?

WARDEN TALES

Watch the video
bangordailynews.com
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The stream 
with no name 
still beckons

In fact, we never really referred 
to the brook itself when we told our 
mom that we were heading afield 
in search of four-inch brook trout. 
Instead, we told her we were going 
fishing at “Bumpy Bridge,” a short, 
rickety-looking structure that 
spanned that wispy piece of water.

Gaping spaces between the old 
logs made up Bumpy Bridge, and 
determined anglers could lie on 
their bellies, peer between the logs, 
dangle a line and a worm, and 
(sometimes) haul an unsuspecting 
brookie up through a gap.

More often than not, we 
succeeded only in whacking the 
wiggling trout against one log or 
another, at which point the fish 
would drop down into the depths … 
if, that is, you can call 14 inches of 
water “the depths.”

One time, an older boy caught a 
real-live keeper at Bumpy Bridge. 

It was a foot long, according to my 
10-year-old mind’s eye, fully three 
times longer than the typical trout 
we saw.

That ruined everything.
Up until that day, we were 

perfectly happy to lie on the bridge 
while occasionally venturing 
upstream to see what other pools 
might exist.

After that day, we caught the 
fever.

Fish — big fish — lived under 
Bumpy Bridge, in a shallow brook 
that every kid on our side of the 
pond had likely fished.

What if there are bigger? we 
wondered. What else is out there?

And finally, this: Where does this 
brook come from, anyway?

For years after that, we fished 
the waters at Bumpy Bridge Brook, 
as we began calling it. We’d start at 
the bridge itself, expecting little. 
That low expectation, shared by us 
all, was probably my first “self-
fulfilling prophecy” experience, 
though I’m sure I didn’t know that 
phrase at the time.

Put in your time, and you’ll 
catch fish. Expect little, and you 
won’t. And we didn’t.

Not there.
Emboldened or frustrated, or 

curious, we began heading 
upstream. First a hundred yards. 
Then two hundred. Then farther. 
Finally, we went as far as we could 
… which never proved to be far 
enough. That’s how adventures 
are, you see.

We never did find the end — or 
more accurately, the beginning — 
of our little summer brook.

Not that we didn’t try.
It’s just that real life conspired 

against us, time and time again.
We never left until after lunch, 

you see. And we were always under 
strict orders to return to camp by 
supper. Not a minute later.

If we’d left our fishing rods at 
home, and forgotten to pack a tin of 
worms, we might have fulfilled our 
quest. We might have found the 
best fishing hole in the world.

But each day, as we played that 
age-old game of young adventurers 
—“it’s got to be around the next 
corner” — we fished too much on 
our way upstream and ran out of 
time before we actually got to that 
last corner.

In later years, I’ve thought about 
that brook a lot. I’ve looked at 
maps, and searched it on-line.

I still can’t find a name for it, 
which is fine with me.

But I’ve learned where 
(according to the map-makers, at 
least) our quest should have ended 
… where the brook should have 
begun.

One of these days, I sometimes 
tell myself. One of these days, I’m 
going to visit again. I’ll walk and 
fish and find that precious pool 
where the big fish all live. I will.

I may not be back in time for 
supper.

But I will.

The small stream has no 
name, so far as we know. 
Back then, when my brother 
and sister and I were young, 
and the woods near our 
camp served as our summer 
playground, that didn’t 
matter much.

JOHN HOLYOKE, BDN OUTDOORS WRITER

BDN ILLUSTRATION BY GEORGE DANBY
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