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Wicked
MEMORIES

America’s 
Sweethearts of Song

By Mary Frances Barstow

From 1955 to 1968, the Lennon Sisters (Dianne, 
Peggy, Kathy, and Janet) were star attractions on 
the family-oriented variety program, The Lawrence 

Welk Show, which aired Saturday evenings. The girls 
were talented harmony singers and performers, and 
they famously grew up in weekly increments in front of, 
and along with, their legions of devoted fans.  Born in 
Los Angeles and raised in Venice, California, they came 
from a large and close-knit family (six girls and five 
boys), presided over by loving parents, William and 
Isabelle or “Sis.” The family suffered the tragic loss of 
William, 53, in 1969, when he was shot and killed by a 
stalker.  

Until COVID-19 hit, three of the sisters—Kathy, Janet, and 
Mimi, now in their 60s and 70s—were still singing together, 
still doing shows. With live concerts now on hold, they have 
focused on recording and on other projects with their trea-
sured families.  Recently, I had the pleasure of speaking with 
Kathy Lennon. 

 
Mary: Please tell us, what you have been working on?  
Kathy: Oh, wow, we have some wonderful CDs. We have 
three new ones coming out in November. One CD is called 
Feeling Good, the Broadway album. They’re all songs from 

Broadway, and we have duets with people. It’s such a fun, 
wonderful album. 

Then we have one called Dream a Little Dream, and 
they’re all songs that are dreamy and romantic. The last one 
we’ve put together is a new Christmas CD called The Ulti-
mate Christmas Collection. This one is songs from all our 
different Christmas albums on one disc—we picked our 
favorites from all the albums.

Janet and I also started a company called Best Pals within 
the Lennon Sisters, and we have rag dolls and CDs for chil-
dren. We sing on these CDs with Janet’s granddaughters. 

We have a wonderful official Lennon Sisters fan club page 
on Facebook and a website. We’re still keeping up, after all 
these years!

Mary: How are you weathering the pandemic? 
Kathy: It’s been a tough year for everyone.  We had a lot of 
our concerts canceled. Things have been very difficult for 
most people, and I know these times have brought up a lot 
of anxiety for many people. So, with our music, we hope to 
give people something that will warm their hearts and give 
them a little bit of that old, wonderful, traditional, good 
feeling. Something positive for today.

Because of the COVID, the Andy Williams Christmas 

A CONVERSATION WITH  
KATHY LENNON OF THE 

LENNON SISTERS

The first publicity photo with Lawrence Welk.
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show was canceled, and it’s the first time in 25 years we 
haven’t done a Christmas show. That is a heartbreak for us 
because this year is our 65th anniversary since we began 
performing, and we were looking forward to celebrating it. I 
hope that we can do a Christmas show next year, or do some 
kind of a show in the summer. Luckily, public television will 
be showing again, through November, our PBS special, a film 
named, Same Song, Separate Voices. 

Mary: Looking back, how did being on The Lawrence Welk 
Show change your life as children?
Kathy: Not that much because Mom and Dad insisted that 
we didn’t go to “Hollywood Professional” school. We went 
to Saint Mark’s grammar school and Saint Monica’s high 
school.  We went 12 years of Catholic school with all the 
kids that we started kindergarten with.

We were really treated normally. We’d go to the show, 
we’d do our schoolwork, they’d pick us up after school at 
three, drive us to the studio. We’d have rehearsal on 
Saturday. We went on live television for 10 years, live to New 
York, and then we’d do school on Monday, Tuesday, 
Wednesday. We had rehearsal on Thursday after school, 
Friday after school, Saturday taping. Then we’d fly out, 
sometimes Saturday night or Sunday and go do the Perry 
Como Show or the Ed Sullivan Show, or other variety 
shows—George Burns, Jack Benny, Bob Hope, and others. 
Then we’d come back and go to regular school.

We still would come home after working, that is. We 
would help change our little brothers’ and sisters’ diapers. 
We would help do the dishes. Mom and Dad kept every-
thing as normal as they possibly could. We didn’t hang 
out with the Hollywood crowd. Even when we were 
dating, we didn’t do all the big fancy parties and all. 
Annette and Shelley Fabares, Paul Peterson, Johnny 
Crawford, and Cubby O’Brian—we knew all of them, and 
we would see them at different parties. We would 
socialize at celebrity get-togethers, let’s say, to honor 
Disneyland opening.  But we didn’t hang out with the 
celebrity crowd. We had a lot more fun with our 
brothers and sisters.

Mary: There are 11 children in your family?
Kathy: Yes, there are 11 of us. We in the group were 
the four oldest. And our dad was one of 8 children, 
so we had 59 first cousins. All of us went to school 
together, and we all lived around within three or 
four blocks of each other.

So we had our own parties, our own football teams, and 
our own baseball teams. We were fortunate to grow up on 
The Lawrence Welk Show because it was protected. It was 
still a family show. The musicians and everybody treated us 
with kid gloves. If somebody started to swear, they’d say, 
“Careful, there are Lennons around here.” They really raised 
us beautifully, as Mom and Dad did. It was a time of an inno-
cence of television. Whole families would sit around and 
watch The Lawrence Welk Show, or sit with Grandma, or 
with the baby, and people would dance. Today, there aren’t 
any shows for the whole family like that.  

Even the commercials weren’t offensive. You could just 
enjoy things. We were very fortunate that we grew up in that 
era and that we had a wonderful show. We loved all the musi-
cians and the crew members, and they loved us in return.  
Then we would come home, and at home, we were very 
innocent and blessed. Even though we’d fly and do Perry 
Como or fly and do Ed Sullivan, we would still have our base. 
It was our home, with our parents and brothers and sisters.

Mary: I know you had a horrible experience with your 
father passing. How did the family ever deal with that? He 
was so young.
Kathy: He was young, 53. We were very young. Mom had 

just turned 50, and Mom still had seven children at 
home under 19.

Jimmy Durante Presents The Lennon Sisters Hour.
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It was a tragedy. When I look back, it’s like a horrible 
nightmare that I lived or a movie I saw. Truthfully, Mary, if it 
weren’t for our Catholic faith, and watching Mom . . . Mom 
walked the walk. She didn’t just talk the talk. She walked with 
peace in her heart knowing God had a plan, and she’s the 
one who stood strong for all of us.

Many people go through tragedies, and this was ours. 
And it was a deranged fan of the Lennon Sisters who thought 
he was married to our sister, Peggy, and thought Daddy was 

keeping her from him. Peggy was married and had five chil-
dren. This man had been in a mental hospital, and he had 
escaped, and he came and shot and killed our dad. He knew 
Dad had worked at the golf course, and he found him. We 
were doing our television show at the time with Jimmy 
Durante, and we had to have police escorts everywhere 
because the investigators didn’t find the killer for two 
months.

It was a nightmare. And then they did find him. He took 
his own life, and he was wrapped in all these movie maga-
zines about the Lennon sisters. Because he took his own life, 
he didn’t have to go to court, and we didn’t have to worry 
about this man being in our lives. But he changed our lives 
drastically and tragically forever.

After that, we didn’t want to go on the road anymore. We 
didn’t want to travel. We didn’t want to see anybody. We 
were all so frightened and so scared and so sad.  Then after 
a while, it was Andy Williams who said, “Don’t let this sad, 
sick person take you away from what you were meant to do. 
Your talent is that the audience loves you and people love 
you. You need to go out and sing. Don’t let him take more 
from you just because he took your father away from you.” 
It was Andy who said to us, “I’ll protect you.” He took us to 
Caesar’s Palace, and it was the first time we had performed 
anywhere outside of just doing television shows. Andy got 
us started again, and here we are, all these many years later.

Mary: Did you ever do movies or non-variety TV shows?
Kathy: No. We were asked to do a couple of movies, and 
our schedule just wouldn’t allow it. 

In fact, the executive producer for The Lawrence Welk 
Show was a man named Don Fedderson. He wanted to do a 
show called My Four Daughters with Fred MacMurray. We 
were doing The Lawrence Welk Show, and our priority and 
loyalty was to Lawrence Welk. We couldn’t really leave the 
show to do that, so we didn’t take it. And he ended up calling 
it My Three Sons. But originally it was going to be My Four 
Daughters!

And they wanted to do a musical of Little Women and use 
the four of us. That was trying to be worked out. But our 
schedule made it too hard to have it go any farther. 

They wanted us to do a movie with Elvis Presley. It was 
the one that Shelley Fabares was in—Girl Happy (1965). 
Between Lawrence Welk and our dad, they didn’t think it was 
the right image for the Lennon sisters to be with Elvis 
Presley. Now we look back and think it would have been a 
fun thing to do.

Top: A publicity photo taken by well-known Hollywood 
photographer Harry Langdon. Bottom: The Lennons  
pose for their mother’s 85th birthday.
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Mary: I know your Mom has passed now. What was she 
like?
Kathy: She was beautiful. She was talented. She was 
funny. She had a great sense of humor. She was a strict and 
fair, as Daddy was. And her house was always busy. We’d 
always have people coming and spending the night. My 
girlfriend only had one sister, and she couldn’t wait to come 
and stay at our house, with the 11 of us. It was more fun. 
Mom always had a cake made. Chocolate fudge cake was 
her favorite. We all make Mom’s chocolate fudge cake in 
honor of her. She always had fresh cookies. She’d always 
have something baking, and everyone was welcome.

Years later, she ended up selling her big house and moving 
to Branson, Missouri, when we were all here. So in that time, 
she ended up with her high school sweetheart, before Daddy. 
He had lost his wife, and he had a big family. Mom had sent 
him a condolence card. He called Mom and came to Branson 
to see her. And they re-fell in love and got married.  They 
married at 80 and 81.

She had six years of a beautiful marriage with him. His 
joining into her life was, as she put it, like, “it was Christmas 
Eve, and I don’t have to sit by the fire alone and cry.” To me, 

that was just such a beautiful thing she said, after 30 years 
without Daddy.

Mary: Thank you, Kathy. And God bless. Your mom and 
dad sure gave you all such good hearts. 
Kathy: You know what? We were so blessed to have them 
as parents. You’re right.

Please tell all your readers, we thank them for their loyalty. 
They are the reason we’re still up on that stage. They have 
kept us going all these years, and we thank them. 

Kathy, Janet, and Mimi in 2020.
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A NOTE FROM THE PUBLISHER

“I am an old man and 
have known a great 

many troubles . . .  
but most of them 

never happened.” 
— Mark Twain

I’VE ALWAYS LOVED MARK TWAIN . . . writer, entrepreneur, 
publisher, and, of course, humorist.

He said, “It is better to keep your mouth closed and let people think 
you are a fool than to open it and remove all doubt.”

I guess that’s why I write this column, huh?
Recently I read about the astonishing experience that connects 

him with Maine. Great story . . .  great punchline:
At 16 years old, Josiah Mitchell of Freeport graduated from Hebron 

Academy and ran away to sea. He started as a cabin boy, and by age 
21 he had worked his way up to captain.

In 1866, Mitchell took command of the clipper ship Hornet, bound 
from New York to San Francisco, carrying a cargo of coal and kerosene, 
as well as two passengers, Samuel Ferguson and his brother Henry. 
Captain Mitchell and the Ferguson brothers kept daily journals of the 
entire voyage, which took a horrible turn when the first mate acciden-
tally set the ship on fire in the middle of the Pacific Ocean.

For more than 40 days, the starving and sun-scorched crew drifted 
through the Pacific, finally washing up Hawaii.

Meantime, an unknown, broke, and despairing young reporter 
named Samuel Clemens (Mark Twain) was working for the Sacra-
mento Union newspaper (stationed in Hawaii). He was thinking about 
giving up his ambition to become a writer.

When he learned that a boatload of starving castaways had 
washed ashore on Hawaii, he saw that the event was potential 
“literary gold.”

Clemens interviewed the crew and used the Ferguson brothers’ 
journals. His story was accepted for publication in Harper’s Monthly 
under his new pen name. His report was a sensation, telegraphed 
across the country and around the world. Clemens found fame, at 
last, as Mark Twain. Even as an old man, Twain credited the story of 
the Hornet with launching his literary career.

Oh, the punchline? When the story was initially published, page 
one was adorned with his “by-line” name. It bolded pronounced, “By 
Mark Swain.”

Of course, he overcame this magazine’s typo and shared so much 
(fun) wisdom:

“Suppose you were an idiot. And suppose you were a member of 
Congress . . . but I repeat myself.”

He wrote, “There are basically two types of people. People who 
accomplish things, and people who claim to have accomplished 
things. The first group is less crowded.”

Twain reminded us to, “Do the right thing. It will gratify some 
people and astonish the rest.”

And, “When your friends begin to flatter you on how young you 
look, it’s a sure sign you’re getting old.”

And, “Grief can take care of itself, but to get the full value of a joy 
you must have somebody to divide it with.”

And finally he opined that, “The trouble ain’t that there are too 
many fools, but that lightning just ain’t distributed right.”        
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Colin Woodard—I’ve enjoyed all his books.  
—Nan Callahan

I am always so intrigued with Dan Dunkle’s writing 
and articles.                        —Carol Wedle

Johnny Mack . . . oh my, what a cover. I loved the story 
about Johnny Mack.           —Diane Nute

We received the October issue of Maine Seniors 
yesterday. All I can think about is “How are they able to 
publish such an attractive, interesting periodical month 
after month?” Yes, I am enjoying it more and more with 
each issue.           Thank you, Mr. Greene

YOUR THOUGHTS

C O N T R I B U T O R S
ROBERT COOK  
is an award-winning 
journalist who has 
covered everything 
from Presidential 
campaigns to compel-
ling human interest 
stories for more than 25 years.

SHELAGH GORDON 
TALBOT hails from 
Bennington, Vermont. 
She worked in the film 
and television 
industry, including on 
the award-winning kid’s 
show Jabberwocky. Looking for a 
less hectic life, she moved to the 
Moosehead Lake region and became a 
journalist. Currently, she enjoys free-
lancing for the Piscataquis Observer and 
Maine Seniors Magazine. She also writes 
music, plays guitar, and sings.

JULIE ROSS  
MACKENZIE
has had a diverse 
career in media, 
writing for TV, radio, 
and advertising. She 
initiated the drive for a 
permanent tribute to Rod Serling in his 
hometown of Binghamton, New York. 
Her Emmy-nominated series highlighted 
his early years, genius, and a rare 
interview with his daughter. Julie lives in 
Hallowell with four-legged independent 
thinkers, and writes clerical fiction.

MIMI GOUGH is an 
enthusiastic teacher, 
world traveler, 
history buff, and 
storyteller. She 
began writing as a 
teenage reporter for the 
local newspaper and more 
recently has contributed travel tips. Her 
exploration of over 50 countries has 
ensured that her native Maine accent 
has disappeared, but it’s confirmed her 
affection for the one place on earth that 
feels like home. Her memoir From 
Fledgling to Flyer was launched at the 
Maine Military Museum (see page 28).

LYNETTE L. WALTHER 
is the GardenComm 
Gold Medal winner 
for writing, a five-
time recipient of the 
GardenComm Silver 
Metal of Achievement, 
and recipient of the National 
Garden Bureau’s Exemplary Journalism 
Award. Her gardens are in Camden.

SHEILA D. GRANT is 
a freelance editor/
writer/photographer, 
and the author of 
two books. Her work 
has appeared in the 
Boston Globe and been 
recognized by the Maine 
Press Association and the New England 
Outdoor Writers Association. DANIEL DUNKLE  

is news director for 
Courier Publications 
in Camden and has 
worked as an editor 
and reporter since 
1998. In his spare time 
he writes horror novels 
when his cats will let him at 
the keyboard. He lives in Rockland 
with his wife and two children.

LIZ GOTTHELF lives in 
Old Orchard Beach 
with her husband. 
She enjoys hula 
hooping, volun-
teering at a local 
horse barn, and finding 
Fiestaware at thrift stores.

NANCY SCHNOG 
moved to 
Damariscotta a year 
ago, after a decade of 
falling in love with 
the mid-Coast region. 
She has taught 
American literature and 
English composition at the college and 
high school levels and, most recently, 
served as the Assistant to the Head of 
Green Acres School in Rockville, Mary-
land. Her articles about literary educa-
tion have been published in the Wash-
ington Post and Baltimore Sun. She is as 
happy as the proverbial clam in her new 
town, meeting Mainers, born-and-bred or 
from away, exploring land trusts, and 
enjoying local cafés, especially their 
lattes and scones.

LORRAINE  
LINDSTEDT has 
attended various 
writing workshops 
and is a well-travelled 
storyteller, high-
lighting the humorous 
side of life.  She uses her 
writing skills as editor of her church 
newsletter.  She lives with her husband,  
in the middle of their balsam fir woods.

PHIL TEDRICK first 
came to Maine in 
1972 as a jockey, 
riding Thoroughbreds 
at Scarborough 
Downs. He returned 
to Maine in 1996 as an 
emergency physician, and 
practiced until 2012. For many years he 
occupied the “Last Chair, second violin” 
position with the Augusta Symphony 
Orchestra. He resides in Readfield.
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nostalgic thrillers
set on the maine coast

A college kid snags a summer job as the bike cop in an idyllic 
resort town in Maine. Offi  cer Davenport, hired to issue parking tickets 

and direct tourists, quickly is embroiled in mystery, mayhem, 
and murder shattering the serenity of the seaside village.

Critically Acclaimed…Family Approved.

Available in Maine bookstores, on Amazon, and at 
www.Th eBikeCop.com or jamesbruner@theproverbiallawyer.com.

Member: Maine Writers and Publishers Alliance
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A hero for our time…from our time!

Therapeutic Products for Comfort and Health
Since 1993      Made in Maine

Natural Hot and Cold Packs      Botanicals
Aromatherapy      Weighted Blankets and Wraps

Hours: Mon-Sat 10-8, Sun 10-5       (207) 406-2484       grampasgarden.com

Please visit our new
downtown Brunswick store,

Grampa’s Garden
Sensory Adventure Spa!

146 Maine Street (Wyler Building)
Brunswick, Maine 

Orange Horse Coff ee House and Tea Tree Café
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MAINE HUMOR

Behind 
ENEMY LINES

By Dan Dunkle
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There is a moment when you realize 
you are lost in the woods.

I’m not talking figuratively. I mean 
literally lost in the woods.

I was probably 14 years old when this 
happened up north by Moosehead Lake. I 
can remember because it was almost sunset, 
in late August. Once you get turned around, 
you can lose your bearings more easily than 
you think, especially if you’re an imaginative 
writer type who barely keeps a toe in the 
real world most of the time anyway. Panic is 
the feeling that settles in your stomach, and 
it’s a real, physical experience, like a bowling 
ball dropped onto muscle.

Everything was green. Green moss clung 
to the rocks, the tree trunks, the fallen limbs. 
It seemed to float in the air, green flecks. The 
idea of spending the night out here in all that 
green was truly terrifying.

How did I get there?
First, you have to realize we were church 

people. My grandfather was a Pentecostal 
preacher. This was back when being part of 
a church congregation was a big part of your 
social life. With church came friends, 
suppers, busybodies, crafts, pageants, 
cantatas, lame Halloween parties where 

everyone wore their dad’s old bathrobe and 
their mother’s mascara for a beard to be a 
Bible hero. And for me in junior high and 
high school it meant youth group.

Youth group was an assortment of 
tweens, and teens from 13 to 18. Every 
youth group had the same characters. There 
were the older kids, who already had cars 
and jobs and just shook their heads at the 
rest of us. There were the cool kids, the 
funny kids, the nervous kids worried about 
all that hellfire, and the nerds.

In the winter we went sledding and snow-
mobiled. Our church also ran a Christian 
school back during the days of the “Moral 
Majority,” and we played volleyball, 
badminton, shot baskets, and sometimes 
just ran around in the parking lot.

In the summer, we went on camping trips, 
did some boating, and played “Capture the 
Flag.”

This was like tag with rules. The way it 
worked was you had two teams and two 
flags. The goal was to get the other team’s 
flag from their territory and bring it back to 
your flag without losing your flag in the 
process. Generally, the strategy was to post 
one or two kids as guards for your own flag 
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and deploy the rest in an offensive 
capacity.

So here we were staying in these 
cabins in the woods (watch a Friday 
the 13th movie if you want a general 
idea what everything looked like), 
and we were all running around in the 
trees trying to grab flags. You can be 
sure some went home with red eyes 
where they ran through sharp 
branches. That’s a vital part of the 
experience.

I came up with an idea. I would go 
way out in the trees and advance 
beyond the enemy’s flag and come at 
them from behind, then disappear 
back into the woods, which would 
make it harder for them to give chase. 
In the military, I believe they call that 
a flanking maneuver. And probably, if 
I’d had military training, I would have 
known the first rule is to actually 
know where you are at all times.

About 15 minutes after I hatched 
this plan, I was lost in a realm of 
green gloom beneath a canopy of 
trees. My entire circulatory system 
seemed to be pumping ice, and I was 
breathing in little, panicked half-
breaths. The sun was going down. I 
could see that little golden starburst 
between the black trunks, and my 
hopes were sinking with it.

Some part of my brain that I don’t 
normally have access to kicked in. It 
was like someone flipped a circuit 
breaker. In my mind, I heard a calm, 
collected, slightly amused voice that 
I’m pretty sure was Robert Mitchum 
from The Longest Day.

“If you run around in circles, you 
will make it worse. Last night the sun 
set across the lake. If you go toward 
the western light, you will reach the 
water and get your bearings. Now, 
move out, soldier!”

It felt like it took a long time to find 

my way back to the lake, but it prob-
ably didn’t. I came out onto the rocks 
and the water, and I realized I had 
gone a long way past the camp and 
the flag. Just to my left, the shore 
curved away, and if I had been over 
that way, I might have missed the lake 
altogether and really have been lost.

Technically, however, my plan 
worked. Sort of. I  did end up 

approaching the enemy flag (posted 
at the girls’ cabin) from behind, but 
they still spotted me coming, and I 
was less than willing to dodge back 
into the woods to evade them.

Still, I had gained valuable experi-
ence. Now I knew, stick to the path 
and don’t go wandering. And I 
suppose that’s what any good youth 
group is really all about.

“

Are you Considering Senior Living?

 I had some concerns, as I suspect most people 
entering senior living may have, regarding our social lives  
and whether we would develop friends here. Not only have  
my wife and I been able to maintain existing relationships but 
we have met several new people here… people we  
now consider to be our friends. The life enrichment program  
is designed to nurture interaction between people. The  
hostess in the Main Dining Room seats new guests  
with compatible table mates and within days,  
individuals become neighbors and friends. The  
floor we live on has become our new  
neighborhood. The people living here  
seem to understand that all of us have  
been new to The Park Danforth at 
some point. Everyone is  so friendly  
here. My wife and I could not feel  
more at home.

The Park Danforth has been 
providing quality senior 
housing since 1881. Situated 
in the lively community of 
Portland, The Park Danforth 
offers active seniors the 
choices and options that 
they deserve.

Life at The Park Danforth 
includes attractive 
apartments and flexible 
meal plans. Independent 
Living Residents are not 
committed to three meals 
each day.

Also included is an 
engaging wellness 
program, theater, bistro, 
pub, auditorium, salon, 
market and 24 hour 
emergency staff. Call us 
today and schedule your 
personalized tour.

“

See why The Park Danforth is The Right Place. The Right Choice.

207.797.7710 
 www.parkdanforth.com
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Vincent Bruni sits in his home in 
Windham and reflects on his 
long-established career in the 

entertainment and arts. 
He lives on Jordan Bay, and right 

outside the doorway to his home is a 
spectacular view of Sebago Lake. On a 
good day, you can see Mount Wash-
ington. 

It’s the perfect place to make art or 
write a book, and Vincent has done 
both, and then some.

Vincent, 79, has had an eclectic mix 
of jobs in his lifetime. Growing up in 
Portland’s Munjoy Hill, he was a life-
guard, and he made sandwiches at the 
original Amato’s on India Street. Later, 
he became a barber, following in the 

footsteps of his father and grandfather. 
For many years he was an entertain-
ment booker, scheduling live bands at 
venues all over the state

“I saw more nightlife than most 
people see in 10 lifetimes,” he said. “You 
can’t even imagine what I’ve seen.”

He was also a member of the popular 
High Ryder Golden Oldies Show, 
performing vocals and drums, and he is 
currently a member of the band Second 
Time Around.

But these are just some aspects of 
his remarkable career, and it is now 
important to also consider the carving 
and writing parts. Vincent began in 
1992 carving a wall sculpture of a 
carousel horse from basswood. He 

“An Instant Classic”—Vincent Bruni’s 
Uplifting Book, The TearDrop Garden

A STORY ABOUT 
THE PETS WE LOVE

By Liz Gotthelf



NOVEMBER 2020    •    13

worked from a sketch he did of a horse 
because he thought it looked cool, but 
over time, as the sculpture came to life 
in magnificent detail, it was more than 
something that just “looked cool.” The 
majestic horse sculpture took nearly 
eight years to complete. It is displayed 
proudly in Vincent’s home, as is a 
painted version of the carousel horse 
made from resin poured into a rubber 
mold.

The carousel horse, with its beautiful 
and unique winged saddle and magical 
stardust moon trim, became StarDuster, 
an integral part of the story in his book 
The TearDrop Garden, which he began 
in 1997 and finished in 2019.

 “The TearDrop Garden, said Vincent, 
is “a fantasy based in reality.”

“It’s a children’s book for adults. It 
brings out the child that lies dormant in 
every adult,” said Vincent.

The Teardrop Garden is set in 1955. 
Though much of the story takes place in 
the mythical Maine village of Cobble-
Hollow, there are references to real 
places in Portland that ground the story 
and that will be familiar to local readers. 

In The TearDrop Garden, an old man, 
a carousel, a little boy, and his dog help 
angels put into action a plan through 
which pet owners and their beloved 
animal friends will always be together—
not even death will be able to separate 
them. 

“I’ve seen so many people lose 
animals and then fall apart,” said 
Vincent. “This book gives people a lift. It 
gives them hope.”

Reading the 110-page book is like 
listening to a storyteller. The book 
doesn’t preach, but instead, captures 
the readers interest through the two 
main characters—an old man and a 
small boy who are believable and who 
have endearing connections with their 
animals. The book is made further 
intriguing by a special carousel horse 

that appears to be magical and by 
appealing angels who speak to the old 
man. 

The TearDrop Garden includes a 
foreword written by Maine State 
Society for the Protection of Animals 
President Marilyn Goodreau and Chief 
Executive Officer Meris Bickford. The 
two describe the book as an “instant 
classic” that adults will want to share 
with their children and grandchildren. 
As their foreword states, 

“Part fairy tale, part folklore, wholly 
engaging, The TearDrop Garden will 
speak to anyone who has ever truly 
loved an animal. Vincent Bruni’s 
charming story of StarDuster, and its 
role in reuniting people with their 
beloved animals who have died, is at 
once personal and universal. Its themes 
[are] love, loyalty, and loss.”  Tran-
scending the particular plot, these 
themes, “have the ability to make a 
believer out of anyone who opens them-
selves to the deeper meaning of this 
simple story of a good man with a great 
heart.”

Vincent wrote the book to help him 
through the loss of his beloved boxer 
named Panda, who died from heart 
failure at the age of 12. Panda is also the 
name of the boxer in his book. Panda 
was Vincent’s best friend and helped 
him through a rough marriage, he said. 
“That dog was my saving grace,” he 
said. “Animals are always there for you. 
They don’t judge. All they want to do is 
love you.”

Animals hold a special place in the 
hearts of pet owners, and mourning the 
loss of a fur friend, feathered friend, or 
scaly friend isn’t easy. Writing The Tear-
drop Garden gave Vincent some solace 
when he lost Panda, and he believes it 
can help others who have lost a pet as 
well. 

Note:  The book may be purchased 
at Longfellow Books in Portland and 
through the website, www.thetear 
dropgarden.com .  Poster-sized 
images of the cover, drawn and 
colored by artist Perry Clark, are also 
available at the website.

“Animals are always there for you.  
They don’t judge. All they want to do is love you.”

Vincent’s late dog, Panda.
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For 21 years, Jay Hollis has 
turned what was once a hobby 
into an all-encompassing 

passion—making wooden jigsaw 
puzzles. And his company, Bogarts 
Wooden Jigsaw Puzzles, has experi-
enced a global business boom 
because of the COVID-19 pandemic. 
He simply can’t create enough 
wooden puzzles to meet the demand.

This fall, the 73-year-old Wells 
man was working on a 250-piece 
wooden puzzle of Red’s Eats, the 
iconic Maine restaurant in Wiscasset. 
His customer is from Chicago, and 
after he visited the Maine eatery last 
summer, he sent Jay a digital image of 
it.

It usually takes Jay about an hour 
to hand cut 25 pieces. It will take him 
about 10 hours to create the Red’s 
Eats puzzle before he boxes up the 
pieces and ships them. 

A digital image selected or sent by 
a customer is printed right on a piece 
of quarter-inch cherry plywood. A 
Portsmouth,  New Hampshire , 
company with a flatbed printer does 
this step—prints the digital image 
onto the cherry wood. Jay will apply a 
thin coat of epoxy onto the surface to 
give it a smooth, glass-like finish. 

“I can tell you I’m the only one in 
the world doing this process,” Jay 
said. He explained that he uses a 
specialized saw in his Wells home. The 
blade is the size of a horse’s hair. In his 
puzzles, “the cutlines are absolutely 
invisible,” he pointed out. 

On average, it costs $2 per wooden 
puzzle piece. The Red’s Eats puzzle 
will cost $500. His rate is lower than 
the industry average of $6 per piece, 

he added. He sells his puzzles to 
customers and puzzle collectors from 
all over the world—from countries 
such as Norway, Australia, Great 
Britain, and China.

Two of his favorite customers were 
former 
President 
George 
H.W. Bush 
and 

    Jay Hollis:
JIGSAW PUZZLE
              MASTER

By Robert Cook
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former First Lady Barbara Bush. The 
Bushes loved Jay’s puzzles so much, 
“they used to send me Christmas 
cards every year.”

“Barbara Bush had a whole collec-
tion of my puzzles,” Jay said. He made 
puzzles for the Bushes for four years, 
between 1995 and 1999. Jay has a 
collection of letters he received from 
the former First Lady that she sent 
from the Bush family estate at nearby 
Walker’s Point in Kennebunkport. 
“The African Market” and “Fenway 
Park” puzzles were among their favor-
ites, Jay said.

In a letter dated March 3, 2015, 
Barbara Bush wrote: 

“Dear Jay: 
I am thrilled with my new puzzle 

from Bogarts. How thoughtful of you 
and how lucky I was. . . I wrote you on 
my best note paper! I can’t wait to put 
the puzzle out. I will pass it on to my 
children.”

She closed her letter by saying, 
“Don’t freeze in Maine—We’ll be there 
soon. Warms—Barbara.”

Jay sells his puzzles online and 
works on commissions. He has 
created wooden puzzles for groups 
like the Fay School in Southborough, 
Massachusetts, the Barbados Bureau 
of Tourism, and the Leukemia 
Lymphoma Society in White Plains, 
New York.

Jay has exhibited his puzzles in 
many craft venues, such as the Laud-
holm Craft Fair a few miles up the 
road and the Smithsonian Craft Show 
in Washington, D.C., which he 
attended in 2010.  Of the 51,000 
appl icat ions  the Smithsonian 
reviewed, Jay was among the 110 
exhibitors who were accepted. “I went 
down with 20 puzzles, and I came 
home with none,” he recalls.

The finishing stage of work is 

labor-intensive, as are all aspects of 
his process. When the puzzles are 
completed, Jay takes them into the 
basement and sands the backside to 
get rid of all the burrs. He then uses 
steel wool to achieve a glass-like 
finish and applies a coating of tongue 
oil. He makes an average of 25 to 30 
puzzles per year. “I’m not high 
production.” But, he says, luckily,  

“At 73, I still have tons of energy.”
His customers can select an image 

from his website’s gallery or send him 
an image to create a wooden puzzle 
for them. They sometimes request 
whimsies, which Jay describes as fun 
mini puzzle pieces like lobsters, boats, 
and starfish if the pieces are for a 
nautical puzzle. He also does whimsies 
for wedding portraits. 

Clockwise from top: Fenway Park, Parrots, and African Market.
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“The beauty of this business is it 
literally brings joy to a lot of people’s 
lives,” Jay said.

In addition to making others happy, 
Jay likes to create puzzles for himself 
that he proudly displays at home. One 
creation features a lizard centered by 
four sterling silver lizards. He built a 
sterling silver plate and laminated it 
onto a piece of copper to create stars 
on the wood. As he puts it, “I’m always 
trying to think outside the box.”

Joy is exactly what Jay was seeking 
when he first discovered the art of 
wooden puzzle making in 1999. 
“Every so often in life you have an 
out-of-world experience.”

Jay said that he was living in 
Wayland, Massachusetts, where he 
and his wife, Lisa, raised their two 
daughters, when he ran into a woman 
who asked if they wanted to go to the 
Christmas show in Concord that 
weekend. He later saw this elderly 

woman creating a wooden jigsaw 
puzzle at the show. Jay and Lisa talked 
with the woman, “and the next day 
she became my mentor.”

Pagey Elliot taught Jay everything he 
needed to know about wooden puzzle 
making. Pagey started cutting puzzles 
when she was 75 years old and did it 
until she passed away at 93. “She is an 
inspiration to me on a daily basis.”

Jay had spent most of his career as 
an architect in the Greater Boston 
area and now that he was inching 
closer to retirement, he wanted to 
learn a new skill. “The first puzzle I 
made was really bad.”

The best advice he got from Pagey 
was to just keep working at it until you 
figure it out, “and I finally figured it 
out,” Jay says.

Making wooden puzzles into works 
of art provides comfort to Jay, these 
days especially. It has been just 
months since his beloved wife Lisa 

passed away. She died in March, after 
a long illness. Jay said he could not 
visit his wife in the hospital because 
of the pandemic. The couple had been 
married for 39 years. 

“She was a great person,” Jay said. 
And her  encouragement  was 
important to him. “She just loved my 
puzzles,” he recalls.  The takeaway for 
all of us, he says, is, “You just have to 
grab every minute you have because 
life is just too short.”

Jay’s daughter Annie plans to come 
and visit her father to learn how to 
make wooden puzzles. Annie and 
Julie, the couple’s other daughter, 
both live in Waltham, Massachusetts. 

Among other joys and blessings to 
count, he takes pleasure in the 
companionship of his dog, Camden, a 
Portuguese waterdog. Bogarts 
Wooden Jigsaw Puzzles was named 
after Bogart, the couple’s first Portu-
guese waterdog.
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114 Holmes Rd, Scarborough, ME  04074
NMLS #1634913 | MaineMtgs NMLS #1885405

USE YOUR HOME EQUITY AS A
RETIREMENT ASSET

www.MaineMortgageSolutions.com
 

Mark Violette, Broker/Owner
(207) 730-1495

Guarantee The Value of Your Home
Supplement and Grow  Your Retirement Assets
Let Your Home Allow You to Stay at Home

The perfect view.

Ou r  t e am  c a n  h e l p  y o u  f i n d  i t .

w w w . s p r a g u e a n d c u r t i s . c o m

7 5  W e s t e r n  A v e  •  A u g u s t a ,  M E
2 0 7. 6 2 3 . 11 2 3

RESIDENTIAL LIVING APARTMENTS  •  ASSISTED LIVING SUITES  •  RETIREMENT COTTAGES

RESIDENTIAL LIVING at Parker Ridge is a 
more personalized approach to senior 
retirement living. We o�er luxurious 1 or 2 
bedroom apartments with the option to add 
flexible care plans as your needs change. We 
understand that maintaining independence and 
control over all aspects of life is important to our 
residents. A little assistance can go a long way 
toward finding a successful balance of being 
self-su�cient with safety and convenience.

Call TODAY to Schedule a Tour 207-374-2306  |  63 Parker Ridge Lane, Blue Hill, ME  |   www.ParkerRidge.com  |  Follow us on   

A Retirement Community
 in Coastal Blue Hill, Maine
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Robert (Bob) Lannamann is a veteran of World War II and the 
Korean War. He and his late wife, Barbara, utilized charitable 

gift annuities with The Salvation Army as a source of retirement 
income for their family. They receive payments for life at 

favorable interest rates while enjoying a charitable deduction.

Based on his positive experience with The Salvation Army while 
he served abroad, Bob was pleased to support this work locally 
in Rockland/Camden. He and Barbara became consistent and 

dedicated supporters of The Salvation Army in Rockland, which 
provides winter coats, fresh produce and meals to those in need.

Located at 27 Payne Avenue, The Salvation Army in Rockland 
offers a wide range of programs to the community: free 

cookouts and band concerts, carnival nights, community yard 
sales, and holiday events. Back-to-school backpacks make sure 

children have the supplies they need, and turkeys and groceries are 
distributed at the holidays.

Charitable gift annuities established for the ultimate benefit of The 
Salvation Army can be designated for a town or region or more 
broadly to a program such as emergency or holiday assistance.  

“I am seeing an increasing number of people like Bob funding 
charitable gift annuities,” says Amy Anderson, Director 

of Planned Giving for The Salvation Army. According to 
Anderson, charitable gift annuities are a mainstay of support 
for The Salvation Army, which has been offering annuities 

since 1942. “The average payout for a charitable gift annuity 
with The Salvation Army in New England is 7.2 percent, based 
on the age of the annuitant. That’s a pretty darn good rate of 

return,” says Anderson with heartfelt enthusiasm. 

“I love my job because of incredible people like Bob and 
Barbara Lannamann, you just won’t meet  

finer people anywhere.”

To learn how we help – and how you can 
help us through a charitable gift annuity –  

call Amy Anderson at 207-245-3734.

A  Charitable 
Gift That Pays 

You Back

“The average payout 
for a charitable gift  
annuity with The 

Salvation Army is 7.2 
percent. That’s a 
pretty darn good 
rate of return.”

- Amy Anderson, Salvation Army

Bob Lannamann
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Serving those who 
serve our country since 1919.

From the donut girls of WWI to those helping homeless veterans today, the people of The Salvation 
Army have been providing comfort and care to generations of service men and women.

 
 Veterans support us too – through generous bequests, as well as charitable gift annuities, which 

provide them and their loved ones with fixed income for life.

 On this Veterans Day, we thank you for your service and support. To learn how we help – and how 
you can help us through charitable gift annuities – call Amy Anderson at 207-245-3734.
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A Conversation with  
JOHN 
WALTER 
LEWIS: 
Man of Vision

By Mary Frances Barstow

“What is God? 
For me, God is a 

collective humility.  
I know there’s 
a remarkable  

cosmos out there.”
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MARY: Okay. Hello, John Lewis.
JOHN: That’s not my full name. I’ve got a middle 

name.

MARY: You do?
JOHN: You want it?

MARY: I do.
JOHN: John Walter Lewis.

MARY: John Walter Lewis? Good day. Now, you 
moved here 20 years ago from Texas. Why?

JOHN: The short answer is that my older boy moved 
here after the Navy. He was working for Outward Bound 
on Hurricane Island. We were going to help them with a 
little house or something because his wife was preg-
nant. We came up Christmas of ’98, I guess. By the time 
they found a little house and we worked on it, we 
decided to stay here. Then my younger daughter came 
to Camden and practiced medicine for a while.

MARY: I understand you’re a veteran.
JOHN: I was in the Marine Corps for three years after 

college, and then I went back to grad school and then 
the med school and other stuff. Why do you want me in 
your magazine?

MARY: Because people we trust have come to us 
with the idea.

JOHN: Well, that makes me nervous.

MARY: Don’t be nervous. I’m as gentle as can be. So, 
you joined the Marines right after college?

JOHN: Yes, because I was on a Navy scholarship. I 
had a three-year obligation after college, so I did that.

MARY: Are you currently a practicing doctor?
JOHN: I turned my license in about six or eight 

months ago. I finally retired totally. I was teaching in 
Houston and seeing patients one or two days a week 
here in Maine.

MARY: Your specialty?
JOHN: Ophthalmology . . . I was a man of vision.

MARY: Funny. That’s funny! And how do you find 
Maine, after living other places?

JOHN: Well, you come up Route 95 . . . and there it is. 
I mean, it’s . . . 

MARY: I can see this is going to be tough.
JOHN: How do I find Maine?

MARY: Yes, what do you think of Maine? A lot 
different from Texas?

JOHN: Well, I went to law school in Connecticut when 
I was in my mid-40s. I told people I was 50-years-old 
before I found out that Yankee was a whole word, that it 
didn’t necessarily get you into fights.

MARY: And you’ve been an engineer, and a doctor, 
and a lawyer?

JOHN: Kind of.

MARY: Kind of?
JOHN: I had real bad career planning. That’s why I’m 

worried about being interviewed because you could 
make me sound like a real fool.

MARY: You seem very intelligent to me.
JOHN: You can’t tell from what I’ve said so far.

MARY: Where in Connecticut did you go to law 
school? For how long?

JOHN: Outside of New Haven about three years. 

MARY: And then you went back to Texas? You 
decided that you cared more about medicine than you 
did law, is that correct?

JOHN: No. It was easier to make a living doing it 
because I’d done it for a long time. I went back to 
Houston and I had a law job, but I also was teaching at 
the med school there and I went back and started 
working on a doctorate in religious studies.

Meet John Lewis: a 20-year resident of Maine, originally from Texas.
He did his undergraduate study work on environmental and civil engineering at Rice University, 

followed by three years in the U.S. Marine Corps. He studied law at Yale University and medicine 
at the University of Texas, with a residency at the University of Pennsylvania. He is also an ordained 

deacon in the Episcopal Church, and proud grandfather.
A conversation with John forces one to think . . . to consider all of the possibilities.
Recently, physician, engineer, lawyer, clergyman, veteran, philosopher, and grandfather John Lewis talked and 

chuckled — often with his tongue firmly held in his cheek — with Associate Publisher Mary Barstow.
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MARY: Really?
JOHN: Yeah, I didn’t wind up getting the doctorate, but I 

got interested in getting ordained. I can’t say that medicine 
was the center of my life or anything. I like it. I like teaching. 
But yeah, I got interested in the nature of professions, and I 
did surgery, but I was also interested in how professions were 
different from other businesses and how to define quality 
and stuff like that. So it’s a bunch of fuzzy stuff.

MARY: And you are an ordained minister?
JOHN: I’m an ordained deacon in the Episcopal Church. I 

wanted to do that because in law school, I had really bright, 
sweet friends who thought they were too smart to deal with 
spiritual things, and I wanted to have a credential so I could 
talk to people about what you didn’t have to do to take spir-
itual stuff seriously.

Yeah. My real interest is talking to people who don’t go to 
church. I don’t go to church much either, but I wanted to talk 
to people about spiritual things without having it sound like 
it’s just my weird personal opinion.

MARY: You’ve had a lot of education.
JOHN: My first two degrees were in engineering.

MARY: I think you’ve been a professional student, that’s 
what I think.

JOHN: But remember . . . you don’t get paid for that.

MARY: No, you don’t.
JOHN: I worry. I have friends that I’ve met everywhere 

who have stuck with one thing and gotten really good at it. I 
have friends in the Marine Corps who retired 30 years ago as 
generals and bird colonels. I have friends that I went to med 
school with who have retired and bought small countries in 
South America. And I was 25 years older than my friends in 
law school. But they’re starting to retire and have done a 
whole lot. I’m still not real sure. Well, I know what I’m not 
going to do because I’m so old now that I can’t do anything 
new.

MARY: Now, that’s just not true.
JOHN: Well, I can study American Sign Language or 

Spanish or something, but I’m not going to get fluent in them.

MARY: Well, remember Grandma Moses? There’s a lot of 
things you could do.

JOHN: Well, I’m doing my needlepoint, and I do the occa-
sional pottery throwing or something. It’s an interesting time 
of life, but I don’t know what to say about it.

MARY: Can I ask how old you are?
JOHN: 83.

MARY: You have had an incredible quest for knowl-
edge. Is there anything you wish to study that you haven’t 
yet?

JOHN: Oh, I wish I’d learned music. But I can tell you, 
it’s never been a quest for knowledge. What I most want 
to do is not tell anything. I don’t want to be caught telling 
people something that I find out is wrong. I grew up in a 
world of racial stuff, segregation. It was a little town in 
East Texas, and I spent a lot of time trying to get over the 
stuff that I now know is wrong.

My daughter gave me—now this is a story I don’t think 
you could possibly fit this in, so I feel safe telling it—for 
Christmas, my daughter gave me a subscription to this 
thing called Storyworks. The deal is that every Monday, 
you get a teaser line that you’re supposed to write some-
thing for, so at the end of the year, my daughter will have 
52 little vignettes I’ve written, and they’ll put in a book for 
the kids.
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MARY: Wonderful idea!
JOHN: The first one was what my dad was like when I was 

a boy, and what the ’60s were like … blah, blah, blah. The one 
I got this morning was, “What in your life has strengthened 
your faith?”

You can’t possibly get there from this. But the thing that 
immediately came to mind was, this was a thing that gave 
me real faith was totally losing it—was finding when I was in 
grad school the first time, and understanding existentialism 
and totally losing any belief I had about what was right and 
wrong. And figuring out that I had to figure it out for myself.

I’m basically an iconoclast, and I have to prove to myself 
things that I believe. I don’t like bitching about things from 
the outside, and I had some real reasons not to like doctors. 
I can criticize medicine, but I do it from the inside. I obviously 
didn’t like lawyers, so I went to law school, and I love the law. 
And I loved the Marine Corps and I love politics and the 
church. But all these institutions have really admirable cores 
and reasons to exist. Societies can’t exist without profes-
sions, but organizations can really screw up the core reason 
for the existence. How are you going to write about that?

MARY: Well, I tend to strongly agree with you. I’ve always 
said there’s nothing wrong with religion, but man has done 
a hell of a job on it. You know?

JOHN: That’s right.

MARY: It’s people’s narcissistic nature to want every-
thing their way, without knowledge of what’s right for the 
whole.

JOHN: Yep. My granddaddy was a shoe cobbler in 
McKinney, Texas. He had a shoe shop in front of the chicken 
house in his side yard, and it was called “John J. Lee’s Live 
and Let Live Shoe Shop.” It was just very plain. Basically, he 
would just leave people alone and be good.

MARY: Boy, you are an interesting character . . . 
JOHN: Well, maybe I’m just BS-ing you. So what are you 

going to write about so far?

MARY: Well, I want to write about how you have a clear 
understanding that people can find their truth. They don’t 
have to become a bunch of lemmings.

JOHN: Yep.

MARY: You got married. Children?
JOHN: I have four children, a stepdaughter, and we have 

13 grandkids collectively.

MARY: That’s wonderful!
JOHN: In November will be the first time I’ll be a great 

grandparent, and I just finished a cradle for her.

MARY: So you do a lot of woodworking, as well?
JOHN: Not a lot. Yeah, l do some. I don’t do a lot of 

anything.

MARY: With your religious education, what are you 
most surprised about?

JOHN: Well, I was asked a couple of weeks ago what 
kind of kid was I? I was sickeningly good. I believed all the 
stuff my parents and my church and my teachers taught 
me. As a result, I made really good grades because I wasn’t 
creative, and I could say what I was supposed to say.

I was in this little high school, a sophomore. And our 
basketball coach, who was not any great scholar, 
mentioned the word evolution. So I went to look it up, to 
the Carnegie Library, and found out it was supposed to 
be controversial. So, I went to ask the smartest person I 
knew, who was the Baptist preacher. He told me I couldn’t 
think about it.

MARY: Now you’re a scientist and a clergyman. So do 
you believe in evolution?

JOHN: Yeah [laughs].

MARY: Don’t laugh at me!
JOHN: Who doesn’t believe in it?

MARY: Well, I believe in evolution. I just believe that it 
started from somewhere . . . 

JOHN: Do you believe that bacteria get resistant to 
antibiotics?

MARY: Yes, I do.
JOHN: Do you think poodles are different from Great 

Pyrenees?

MARY: I’ve never thought about that.
JOHN: Do you think apples are better than they were 

200 years ago?

MARY: No.
JOHN: Sure they are. You can get great big fat red 

ones, and little bitty sour green ones.

MARY: Well, no. I think man has created a different 
product from that.

JOHN: We haven’t created anything.
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MARY: So you think that these apples are affected by the 
fertilizer and the nutrients that they’re using?

JOHN: You ever think how hard it would be to make a 
grape if they didn’t just grow? Or to manufacturer a banana? 
We can play with nature and influence it, but we can’t make 
a dog.

MARY: Right. We can’t do that. So, do you believe in 
evolution? You do believe in God.

JOHN: Tell me what you mean by God.

MARY: Do you believe there’s something about the world 
that was created by something else other than evolution? 
Some force we call God?

JOHN: Some guy says, “I don’t believe in God.” I say, “Well, 
which God are you talking about?” And he tells me what he 
thinks God is. And I might say, “I don’t believe in that God, 
either.”

There’s a story I brought from Houston. There’s this myth-
ical old black guy, the font of all wisdom, named Floyd. And 
Floyd’s deal was that the first thing you needed to know 
about God is that you ain’t him. For me, religion is a collective 
humility. I know I cannot understand anything. I know that 
the questions about the cosmos and time and the beginning 
and all that are so much bigger than will fit in my brain. 

What is God? For me, God is a collective humility. I know 
there’s a remarkable cosmos out there.

But the anthropomorphic being that talks English to me? 
I don’t know. I used to talk to my students in Houston that I 
would teach about hematology, or about different parts of 
the body. And I’d talk about the little white cells running 
around in my blood stream who live for four or five days . . . 
whose job it is to find bacteria and eat them up and save me. 
I depend on them, but they have no idea of music or colors 
or whether I’m in love with somebody or doing my work. 
What do they know about me? Nothing. The cells in my eyes 
that let me see, do not see light. They react to photons, but 
they have no understanding of light. So that’s the relation-
ship I have to the cosmos. It is so much bigger that anything 
I can understand.

After all, humankind has only lasted for an instant in terms 
of cosmic time.

So the question for today is why is my faith so good? 
Because I got rid of all the old stuff and I had to go to the 
Bishop when I decided I wanted to get ordained, and I talked 
about all this, and yeah, I got a rock-solid faith . . . but it’s not 
doctrinal.

MARY: Okay, I have a big question for you.
JOHN: Yes?

MARY: In fifth grade science class I was taught that 
you can’t destroy energy.

JOHN: You can transform it.

MARY: You can transform it, but you can’t get rid of it, 
and our bodies are full of energy. So what happens to the 
energy when we die?

JOHN: So you come in and the room’s bright light, and 
you flipped this wall switch off, and where did all that 
light go?

MARY: I don’t know.
JOHN: That’s a good answer. I used to tell my students 

that best three words in English are “I love you,” and the 
second best words are “I don’t know.”

What do you want to know? What’s going to happen 
when we die?

MARY: No. We are full of energy. Where does it go 
when we die? Does it go into another person? Does it just 
fly in the air?

JOHN: I’ve told people I didn’t learn to read until I 
was in the Marine Corps, and I remember when I was in 
flight school in Pensacola, I read a book called The 
Golden Bough, which is like an anthropology of reli-
gion. It was very funny, but the picture I got out of this 
book was it’s in the stone age and we’re in a cave and 
the old chief is dying and his sons are around wanting 
to know, “what do we do with our lives now?” and 
“what’s really important?”

The chief says, “What’s really important is not how 
many saber-toothed tigers you’ve killed or how many 
women you’ve had or how many stones you have around 
your neck or whatever. He says, you know those moments 
when the hair stands up on the back of your neck and you 
just feel, damn, I want to feel that some more? You ever 
have a feeling like that?

MARY: I have.
JOHN: Yeah, and I call those God moments. And the 

chief says what you want to do is live so that you maxi-
mize those moments of joy. And it’s not fun. It’s joy! And 
the philosophers I’ve run across say things like these 
moments happen only when you forget the fiction that 
you exist independently! You can’t be selfish and feel that 
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way. You feel that way when you hug a baby or watch a 
sunrise or have a pee when you really have to go. It’s 
moments when you just are there and you feel like you’re 
at one with everything else. That’s what I like talking 
about.

MARY: Do you believe there is an afterlife?
JOHN: Is life going to go on after me? I just can’t 

imagine that all of y’all are going to exist when I’m dead. 
I can imagine other people dying, but I can’t imagine that 
the light would turn out on me and y’all would keep going. 
Is that what you asked? Or were you asking was I going 
to hell?

MARY: No!
JOHN: What did you ask?

MARY: You’re a man of science, yet you’re a man of 
great faith and sometimes those don’t go together so 
well. I want to know what you think.

JOHN: Tell me what you think faith is.

MARY: I think faith is belief, strong belief.
JOHN: So these are the questions. Every Wednesday, 

for years, I was doing a Bible study, and I think I’m a 
heretic, but they listen to me. I grew up thinking that faith 
was that all stuff like virgin birth and resurrection and the 
decrees.

But my faith now is that this dude Jesus really said a lot 
of impractical stuff. Turn the other cheek . . . sell your 
goods to give them to the poor . . . share your coat . . . 
greater love hath no man than to give up his life for his 
neighbor. Well, that sounds like crazy bullshit. I mean, 
who can believe that?

Well, my faith is that he meant it, and that means I’m 
not near as good as I’ll be because I don’t want to do that 
stuff, but here’s my core philosophy and you can write 
this down, but then it’ll make you look crazy.

I think that all life—except people—whether it’s butter-
flies or pecan trees or whatever, has to feed themselves 
and all that, but they have to live for the next generation, 
and if I had finished my dissertation to get a Ph.D., it 
would have been about the biological necessity for altru-
istic behavior; that all life, except people, sacrifices for 
the next generation; and that all parents sacrifice for the 
next generation, and the oldest profession is parenting, 
and it comes with a promise, a pledge to sacrifice my 
welfare for the next generation.

You got that part, but I think we have evolved our 
sense of reason way beyond what is practical.

So a hummingbird knows that it’s got to feed itself and 
feed its babies. We have hypertrophied this sense of 
reason. Is it reasonable to sacrifice your welfare for 
another creature, and it doesn’t make any sense, but it 
feels right? Those moments, those God moments we 
talked about, when we forget the bullshit that we exist 
independently and just live, you get joy from taking care 
of somebody else . . . for sacrificing.

It makes no sense, and I think that’s where religion 
comes from.

That is my faith, and I said there was a time when I lost 
all of my faith, and when I got there, there was no reason. 
It wasn’t necessarily better to feed a baby than to kick an 
old man to death, and why is something good and some-
thing else not. And I had my faith is that being good is 
good and sacrificing for other people is a good thing, but 
I don’t want to do it because it’s not logical.

You get all that down?
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MARY: I did. And I want you to know that you make 
me cry.

JOHN: It’s been a long time since I’ve made a girl cry. 
And I haven’t told you a damn thing you can put in your 
magazine.

MARY: Oh, I’ve got a lot. I do.
JOHN: You’re going to have to make it up.

MARY: No, I don’t. You’re thoughtful. You don’t strike 
me as someone that’s going to just take someone’s word 
for something.

JOHN: That’s probably true. I also cause trouble. My 
mind is slipping.

MARY: It’s not slipping. It’s great. Your mind is great.
JOHN: Tell me what you’re going to write about me.

MARY: Well, you’re a man of vision. You are.
JOHN: I told you I was a man of vision.

MARY: Well, you’re right. I knew I heard that some-
where.

JOHN: I’ve often thought that the whole world is 
divided into people who think they’re right.

MARY: Do you write, John?
JOHN: I’ve got a lot of books I’ve written . . . all except 

for the paperwork part of it.

MARY: I’d love you to consider writing some of your 
thoughts.

JOHN: I’ve got one of the books I haven’t put on paper 
yet. It’s called God, Bear, and Me. It’s about my dog Bear. 
I had this dog, it was a stray dog, and anyway, I brought 
him in, and I love words. I love etymology. And I was 
sitting at my desk typing and always had the Collegiate 
Dictionary on the floor next to me. And Bear was there, 
licking my dictionary. And well, I’m thinking I love Bear. 
And Bear loves me. That’s for sure. And Bear has no idea 
of what the dictionary means. I mean maybe it smells like 
me, or I don’t know, he wants to eat the damn book a little 
bit, but I’m sitting and I’m thinking Bear is old, crippled 
up, and hairy and fat, and we love each other. And that’s 
all.

That’s probably the way God thinks about me—John’s 
old, and crippled up, hairy and fat, and we love each 
other. But the words don’t mean a damn thing. I mean, 
words mean different things to different people.

It’s like, you’re asking about God or life after death or 
faith, you have to tell me what you’re trying to say before 
I can respond. If you say “I’m green,” that means inexpe-
rienced or that you’re painted, or, I don’t know, imma-
ture? Or a word like “normal” can either mean perpendic-
ular or one molecular weight solution . . . or “not crazy.”

There’s a phrase I learned, that people tend to eat the 
menu rather than the hamburger, that we label each other 
as things and stop thinking about each other.

So you’re going to have a picture of me back on my 
porch, surrounded by wild grapevines?

MARY: If there’s one passion in my life it’s grapevines. 
I don’t even know why.

JOHN: There are not many grapes this year for a 
change. I don’t know why. I love them though.

MARY: I have one last question for you. Do you think 
man causes global warming?

JOHN: Do I think there’s global warming? Yes, I do.

MARY: That’s not what I asked you.
JOHN: Why do we have petroleum and natural gas? 

Where’d it come from?
It is energy from the sun that was stored up in the 

form of either algae or dinosaurs or whatever. So we’ve 
got all this stuff underground that represents energy 
that’s been stored up over billions of years, right? And 
we’ve burned about half of it in 100 years. So we’ve taken 
200 million years’ worth of sunlight and put it back into 
our atmosphere in 100 years. And now we should be 
surprised that it’s warmer?

MARY: No. That makes sense.
JOHN: I think we have to trust people who do scientific 

thinking for a living.

“Those moments, those God 
moments we talked about, when 
we forget the bullshit that we 
exist independently and just live, 
you get joy from taking care of 
somebody else . . . for sacrificing.”
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Everyone has a story, right? Perhaps at some point in 
your life you kept a journal or maybe your life 
opened, leading to an incredible adventure that 

you’ve wanted to share. When I was growing up, our family 
gathered in the dining room for the evening meal, and 
every single night we talked to each other, sometimes for 
hours. We shared everything from silly jokes to questions 
about our family ancestors, many of whom had inhabited 
the very room we were seated in. 

 Sometimes stories get tucked away in attics because 
those out-of-the-way spaces are good places to hold 
secrets. Maybe you have something hidden away that 
you’ve been thinking about, saying to yourself, “Now may 
be just the right time to unearth that story—to share it.” 
How would it feel to remember and bring out that snap-
shot or to bring back a dear one who is now gone but who 
keeps entering your mind? Can you honestly answer: 
What’s holding you back from writing what you want to 
write? Or from telling the stories that only you know and 
can share?

 The house where I spent my youth was home to three 
generations of my family. When the time came for my 
brother and me to sort through its contents and decide 
what to keep and what to remove, I rediscovered some 
incredible keepsakes. Among the boxes were some 
important artifacts relating to my father’s life during WWII. 

My brother wasn’t interested in anything except our 
father’s leather bomber jacket, so I bundled everything 
else up and, naturally, put it in my attic. It was several 
years later that a simple encounter jogged me into action.  
I talked with two veterans who were handing out American 
flags during a Memorial Day weekend, and from this 
chance meeting, something came over me.  I immediately 
began thinking about the many times my grandmother had 
mentioned letters my father wrote to her during WWII. He 
began corresponding with her shortly after he enlisted in 
the U.S. Army Air Corps. He continued in regular commu-

MAINE SUPPORTS VETERANS

“Loads of love, Joe”
TWO WWII-ERA SCRAPBOOKS HELP A 
DAUGHTER BRING HER FATHER CLOSE

By Mimi Gough

Joe and his mother, Miriam.
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nication as he moved from one training base to another 
across the United States, preparing for active duty. He had 
joined the military midway through college, leaving behind 
a comfortable civilian life. He eventually became a 
bombardier, going off to war in the South Pacific. 

My grandmother carefully took each one of his letters 
and organized them into two scrapbooks. She lovingly 
saved everything. From these letters and other papers, she 
assembled the story of his war years, one page after 
another, as she followed his path during this dangerous 
mission. There were newspaper articles that gave updates 
about him and Western Union Telegrams with their short 
messages telling her what was to come next. There were 
photos of him in uniform on parade, in khakis during 
desert training, and casually standing beside his plane, the 
Bull Snooker. She received flowers on special occasions 
from him and saved the tiny little notecards with the 
tender messages he sent her.  One held a random clipping 
and contained a poem by Esther Church called “Prayer for 
an Eagle”: 

My Eagle soars within a hate-torn sky
He is so young, so very young to die—
Until the homeward flight my prayer shall be
Christ, walk the clouds, as once you walked the sea.
When I began reading the letters, I could hear my 

father’s voice in my head. It was joyful to think of him 
again. Sadly, when I was 14 years old, he passed away from 
cancer, and I have truly missed him every day since. 
Reading these letters brought him back into my life. I got 
to hear again his familiar words like “swell” and see how he 
would always end his letters with the words, “Loads of 
love, Joe.” I learned about rations and spam and other 
challenges of wartime in the 1940s. 

I felt like I needed to do more than read his letters and 
touch the personal notes, newspaper clippings, and tele-
grams. I wanted to honor him for his heroism, duty to his 
country, and love for his dear mother, who carried him in 
her heart while he was in harm’s way. 

As I weeded through the letters and memorabilia, I 
started to write . . . and to wonder whether some military 
or historical publication might find this material of interest.  
A book took shape in my mind.  I wanted it to be about my 
father and my feelings of rediscovering a long-lost parent 
who was coming back into my life again. And I also wanted 
it to be a book that could help others who had a special 
narrative find merit in sharing their stories, too.  

 I sought out a publisher and an editor to discuss the 

I wanted to honor him for his 
heroism, duty to his country, 
and love for his dear mother.

Top: The Bull Snooker and crew. Bottom: Mimi before her B-24 flight.
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many questions swirling in my head. I told them about 
the letters, scrapbooks, and incredible items that 
were boxed away, including dress hats, ties, dog tags, 
uniform pins, and other symbols of his military life. 
The publisher and editor both encouraged me to 
write, which was helpful. To generate momentum, I 
started sending the editor one chapter a week for six 
weeks. We decided to continue this process, but it 
became more random as we went along. At one point, 
I asked the editor if I should continue, and she replied, 
“Yes, you have to write this book!”  I was inspired by 
those words.  

Still, I have to confess that it took me over four 
years to complete. It was not easy having a full-time 
job and a family life, while sorting through these 
emotional reminders of my father’s past.  Plus, I had 
a lot of context and background to learn about.  I 
researched the historical events and places he refer-
enced, and I toured a B-24 plane like the one my 
father flew in over South Pacific. I listened to the 
fabulous 1940s music that my parents usually had 
playing in our house when I was young. I immersed 



myself in their era as much as I could, and I 
treasured that experience of recapturing 
and learning about their time of young 
adulthood. 

In the end, the process of researching 
and writing was more than I ever imagined.  
Though it started as a project about my 
father and the war, it became my own 
personal journey to learn who my father 
really was—because a 14-year-old, at such 
a young age, cannot possibly know the 
person her father was.  And with gratitude 
and love, I came full circle.  I had always put 
my father up on a pedestal, and when I 
finished, I realized that he could stay right 
there because he was exactly who I remem-
bered him to be. 

I feel lucky to have this wonderful gift of 
his letters, and I am humbled that my book 
has become an award-winning memoir 
called From Fledgling to Flyer, which was 
named a finalist at the International Book 
Awards 2020. Thanks to my publisher and 
others, I have shared my story and the joy 
of writing it with book and library groups, at 
festivals and fairs, and in email exchanges 
with readers.  I have been surprised by the 
veterans who have opened up to me about 
their own experience in the military, sharing 
things they say they have told no one else. I 
have also been saddened for the children of 
veterans who tell me their one wish would 
be to have either heard the stories or found 
letters left behind, just as I did, because 
their father or mother never talked about 
their military lives. More than anything, I 
have realized that every November, I owe 
my deepest thanks to all veterans for their 
service and sacrifice, and for my freedom.

Note: Mimi Gough’s book From Fledgling 
to Flyer is available through Maine Authors 
Publishing (MAP) and Amazon. In support 
of local Maine bookstores, MAP can assist 
anyone who would like to order locally 
through their Bookstore Direct page on 
their website.

FROM LETTERS A  
YOUNG MAN WROTE, 

BEFORE GOING TO WAR

Here are some lines from the letters Mimi Gough found 
in the family’s attic—letters written by her father as 

he trained and prepared to enter WWII.  The first two 
sections are related to his Aviation Cadet Training in 
Vermont, where he learned to fly. The third takes place in 
New Mexico, where they practiced night bombing missions. 
The fourth is from a letter as he departs by ship from the 
West Coast, as he heads towards war in the South Pacific.

  

“Dearest Folks, Just back from my first flight! It 
really is a great thrill—a mixture of the sensa-

tions of jumping a horse and sailing in choppy water! We 
were up for thirty minutes, and it was really swell. Several 
of the fellows in our bunch were a bit ill, but it didn’t hit me 
at all.”

“I was up one hour—my longest flight so far. We 
were flying along at about a thousand feet when 

the instructor cut the engine and hollered “forced landing.” 
I put the ship in a glide, picked out a field, and attempted to 
make it. However, you don’t come down as fast as you 
expect to, so I missed the field. We put on the engine, went 
back up, and then later he tried it again.”

 
“We flew our first real night mission last night. 
Night flying is quite a thrill. You can only use a 

very dim light inside the plane (a bright light blinds the 
pilot). Consequently, you must have a very thorough 
knowledge of the entire air procedure, so you can go 
through almost all of it by feel.” 

“This is experience—all of which comes in the 
time of one’s life. I was amazed at my lack of 

emotion as we shoved off. Actually, I’ve always known this 
would come. Now, I’m fast on my way back home—even 
though it is the long way.” 

31
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Honoring and Remembering 
the Service and Sacrifice of Many
PLYMOUTH’S VETERANS MEMORIAL

By Robert Cook
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Linda Seavey has long recog-
nized that the men and women 
of Plymouth have faithfully 
answered the nation’s call to 

arms, ever since the Revolutionary War.  
She wants to make sure her grandchil-
dren and future generations never 
forget it.

So when, during the 2017 Veterans 
Day ceremony, she saw the town’s 
Veterans Memorial fading away from 
years of wear and tear, Linda decided to 
answer a new call. Her plan was to 
replace the wooden structure with a 
granite memorial to honor everyone 
from the town who has served their 
country. In her role as the first 
selectman, Linda began the project, and 
as soon as she did, it was greeted with 
great enthusiasm and community 
support.

“If you could see what I saw that day,” 
said Linda, 70, who has served as a 
selectman for four years. The former 
wooden memorial had duct tape on top 
to hold it together. “It doesn’t show the 
honor that our veterans need and 
deserve.”

Linda pledged then that a new 
granite memorial would be dedicated in 
three years. Marine Corps veteran 
Kathy Condon was one of the people in 
attendance that day, and she decided to 
join forces with Linda Seavey, also 
feeling strongly that a new memorial 
was needed. “I was onboard and very 
excited from the moment she said it,” 
Kathy said.

Kathy, 66, is also a lifelong Plymouth 
resident who served in the Marine 
Corps from 1972 to 1982. She retired 
from the service as an E-7 Gunnery 
Sergeant. She trained Parris Island 
recruits in South Carolina for six years.

By knocking on doors and reaching 
out to as many community members as 
they could, the two women raised 
$25,000. “It was raised in a very short 
amount of time,” Linda recalled.

They wanted to dedicate the new 
granite memorial on the Fourth of July 
weekend this year, but the completion 
and ceremony were delayed. Linda 
said that the granite had been shipped 
from India, and it could not be 
offloaded from the cargo ship last 
spring because of the COVID-19 
pandemic. The dedication happened 
instead on September 19.  

Now in place, the Veterans Memorial 
appropriately reflects the great sacri-
fices made by Plymouth residents. For 
example, 161 Plymouth men served in 
the Civil War at a time when the town’s 
population hovered around 900 
people. 

The town also has two Medal of 
Honor winners who served in two sepa-
rate conflicts.

Andrew Tozier, a member of the 20th 
Maine, served with Joshua Chamberlain 
at the Battle of Gettysburg in July 1863 
and earned the Congressional Medal of 
Honor (CMH) for his bravery. Sgt. 
Donald Skidgel was posthumously 
awarded the Medal of Honor after he 
was killed during the Vietnam War. Both 
soldiers also have a special CMH desig-
nation next to their names.

In the official citation authored by 
Chamberlain 30 years after Tozier 
distinguished himself at Little Round 
Top, Chamberlain wrote: “At the crisis of 
the engagement this soldier, a color 
bearer, stood alone in an advanced 
position, the regiment having been 
borne back, and defended his colors 
with musket and ammunition picked up 
at his feet.” 

Tozier and other members of the 
20th Maine were ordered to hold Little 
Round Top, and they fended off three 
assaults by Confederate troops. Cham-
berlain noted that Tozier’s gallantry to 
stand firm with the colors as bullets 
were fired all around him rallied his 
comrades to hold off the enemy. Tozier 
survived the Civil War, returned to 
Maine, and raised a family. He died in 
March 1910 and is buried in Litchfield 
Plains Cemetery.

Donald Skidgel also distinguished 
himself more than a hundred years 
later. Skidgel was 20 when he was a 
sergeant with the Army’s 1st Cavalry 
Division. His unit was ordered to 
provide security for a convoy on Sept. 
14, 1969. Near Song Be in South 
Vietnam, the convoy came under enemy 
attack. Skidgel manned a machine gun 
on his vehicle and attempted to draw 
fire away from the convoy’s command 
group. As Skidgel’s vehicle made its way 

Opposite: Plymouth Selectman Linda Seavey (left) and Marine Corps veteran Kathy Condon (right) joined forces three years ago.  
They raised $25,000 to create a new granite Veterans Memorial to honor the 395 Plymouth residents who have fought or served in the 
military during every U.S. conflict since the Revolutionary War.

Andrew Tozier won the Congressional Medal 
of Honor during the Battle of Gettysburg in 
July 1863 while serving under the command 
of Joshua Chamberlain.
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toward the command center, he was 
mortally wounded. The official report of 
Skidgel’s Congressional Medal of Honor 
citation is much more telling:

Sgt. Skidgel maneuvered off the road 
and began placing effective machinegun 
fire on the enemy automatic weapons 
and rocket-propelled grenade positions. 
After silencing at least one position, he 
ran with his machinegun across 60 
meters of bullet-swept ground to 
another location from which he 
continued to rake enemy positions. 
Running low on ammunition, he 
returned to his vehicle over the same 
terrain. Moments later he was alerted 
that the command element was 
receiving intense automatic weapons, 
rocket-propelled grenade and mortar 
fire. Although he knew the road was 
saturated with enemy fire, Sgt. Skidgel 
calmly mounted his vehicle and with his 
driver advanced toward the command 
group in an effort to draw the enemy 
fire onto himself. Despite the hostile fire 
concentrated on him, he succeeded in 

silencing several enemy positions with 
his machinegun. Moments later Sgt. 
Skidgel was knocked down onto the 
rear fender by an explosion of an enemy 
rocket-propelled grenade. Ignoring his 
extremely painful wounds, he staggered 
back to his feet and placed effective fire 
on several other enemy positions until 
he was mortally wounded by hostile 
small arms fire. His selfless actions 
enabled the command group to with-
draw to a better position without casu-
alties and inspired the rest of his fellow 
soldiers to gain fire superiority and 
defeat the enemy.

Skidgel’s heroism made such an 
impact that a weapons building at Fort 
Knox, Kentucky, is named after him, 
Linda said. Skidgel is buried in Sawyer 
Cemetery in Plymouth. 

Tarry Thomas O’Reilly, another 
Plymouth son, also perished in Vietnam 
when his helicopter was shot down on 
Feb. 10, 1970, in Binh Dinh Province. 
Linda said she went to school with Terry 
and remembers him well. 

Linda, whose father and grandfather 
also served as Plymouth selectmen, is 
very proud of all of the town’s veterans, 
and she wants to make sure they are 
never forgotten. “These men left their 
families and left their homes and risked 
everything.” 

Kathy and Linda said that when the 
new granite memorial was dedicated in 
September, some of the town’s current 
veterans had tears streaming down 
their faces. “Veterans couldn’t thank us 
enough for what we had done,” Linda 
said. “The biggest fear that veterans 
have is not dying in a war,” Linda 
observed. “Their biggest fear is that 
their service will be forgotten.” Thanks 
to their efforts, Plymouth residents can 
pause and reflect on the service and 
sacrifices made by the 395 soldiers, 

sailors, and marines. Four of those 
veterans are Linda’s uncles who served 
in World War II.

With Maine residents and the nation 
continuing to avoid crowds that could 
prolong the COVID-19 pandemic, they 
may not be able to attend Veterans Day 
parades and ceremonies this November, 
to honor in person all those who have 
served or made the ultimate sacrifice. 
But thanks to Linda Seavey and Kathy 
Condon, current and future Plymouth 
residents can honor their brave sons 
and daughters with quiet reflection and 
tremendous pride. 

As Linda expressed, “I want my 
grandkids to understand that every-
thing we have wasn’t just given to us. It 
isn’t free. We had to fight for it.” 

Local contractors had donated their 
time and materials to create the foun-
dation, in the town of just over 1,400 
residents. Linda and Kathy were so 
pleased with how this project came 
together, they have decided to launch 
another fundraising effort to restore 
the town’s Grange Hall that needs a 
new foundation. “It will get done,” 
Linda vows.

Donald Skidgel of Plymouth was 
posthumously awarded the Congressional 
Medal of Honor in Vietnam in 1969 for 
making the ultimate sacrifice while saving 
the lives of his fellow soldiers.

Tarry Thomas O’Reilly was an Army 
helicopter pilot who was killed in Vietnam in 
February 1970 after he was shot down. 
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I  entered the small general store after 
pumping gas, finding myself 
tiptoeing as I skirted a group of 

older gentlemen seated around, 
relaxing over their morning coffee. 
They appeared to be long-time friends, 
probably meeting every morning to 
pass the time and share the latest. With 
a reverence for such rituals, I tried to 
be as unobtrusive as possible. 

I overheard one of the men say 
something about four-legged compan-
ionship, my side-eye taking in the 
speaker and the center of attention.

He then leaned back with an expres-
sion of sheer playfulness on his face, 
expectant.  

Finally, one of the other men said, 
“Let me guess, you’ve got yourself 
another cat.”

“And you’re pleased as punch,” 
observed another, as if it didn’t show.

I lingered in the aisle filled with 
cleaning solutions, borax, and multi-col-
ored sponges. Being a cat lover, I was 
not about to mind my own business.

“Didn’t take you long. You lost old 
Baxter about a month ago, hasn’t it 
been?”

The speaker nodded. “Never been 
so torn up in my life. A shame. Tough as 
nails and better lookin’ than me. A pure 
Maine Coon and my best buddy.”

As the gentleman elaborated on his 
life with the revered pet and his own 
version of the official cat for the state 
of Maine, it prompted thoughts about 
my own experience with the breed. 

I couldn’t help but think, too, how we 
seniors like to share, which is a kind 
way of saying we like to talk, especially 
if we’re indulging in one of our favorite 
subjects. If we have a pet who looks up 
and listens, vocally responds, it’s quite 

discourse-enabling. In cats, Maine 
Coons in particular will contribute 
trilling inflections and can be counted 
on to be the best company, especially if 
we need an ear to bend. I’ve had two or 
three over the years, companions 
second to none in the cat world, but I’m 
a bit prejudiced.

It’s not just their responses to us, 
either. Besides having a playful person-
ality, they have a way of giving a tactile 
joy when that irresistible, furry bundle 
gets scooped up and cuddled while at 
the same time purring loud enough to 
rival thunder. To me, that’s one great 
approval rating.

The appeal goes back hundreds of 
years. One story has it that Marie Antoi-
nette kept pampered Turkish Angoras, 
the Coon’s long-haired ancestors. Now, 
Marie had made arrangements with a 
Captain Clough to set sail, cats, belong-

Morning
by Julie Ross Mackenzie

MAINE 
COON
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bout with arthritis and other maladies 
that came with aging. The men could all 
relate. 

There was a bit of silence.
Then, “So, what’d you name the new 

fella?”
Our speaker waited a beat, cleared 

his throat, took a sip of coffee, and 
said, “Miss Bea.”

“A female?” The men appeared to sit 
up in their chairs, looks of astonish-
ment all around.

“Yep, and the purrtiest thing you 
ever laid eyes on.” The proud owner 
raised his foam cup in a toast, the men 
following suit, one by one.

I hid a smile as I left, the bell tinkling 
merrily above me.
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ings, furniture, and all. Sadly, she even-
tually lost her head while the cats 
luckily kept theirs. They had quite the 
overseas trip with plenty of time to get 
used to roughing it, and upon arrival in 
the New World they made the easy 
transition to wilderness adventure.

As any owner or fancier would 
know, the gentle giant takes longer 
than other cats to mature, three years 
for a fully-grown Maine Coon. The 
males can weigh as much as 19 
pounds, have polydactyl—meaning 
“many-toed”—paws, and can have the 
unfortunate susceptibility to certain 
health issues, particularly relating to 
the heart. Being most popular, they 
take their exalted place among cat 
converts, surprised any cat could have 
such intelligence and personality.

One of mine had been a stray, 
discovered at a Westbrook shelter one 
spring. He had the thickest coat and 
even though a bit frazzled, had 
successfully weathered the previous 
Maine winter. He soon settled in, and I 
discovered a kitchen companion, 
happy to sit by and watch me cook, 
slicing and dicing and wielding a ladle 
for him to sniff. He was the only cat 
who ever expressed any interest in my 
culinary exploits or my taste in music. 
He and I had the best conversations, 
and I could count on his enthusiasm, 
never once contradicting or asking me 
to explain myself.

When states began to name their 
official felines, it was a given that the 
Maine Coon be ours. Proud of its heri-
tage as well as our own, it’s a breed 
that wraps itself up in the thickest fur 
just as we do in our softest flannel, 
embracing a lifestyle synonymous 
with seafarers and the great outdoors. 

As I went to pay for the gas and my 
purchases, they were still talking 
about Baxter’s passing after a lengthy 
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Friendship Beyond Borders
IN MAINE, PARTISAN DIFFERENCES ARE OFTEN BESIDE THE POINT

By Nancy Schnog

Nancy, center, with her friends Betsy and Don.
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I
t was on the porch of a carriage house in Damariscotta, 
Maine, where I received one of the great compliments of 
my life.

Don, a 65-year-old son of Dixfield, said, “You were 
brought to us by divine intervention.” His wife of 45 

years, Betsy, a daughter of Farmington, burst into a smile and 
nodded her head in agreement. Our friendship had been 
brought to us, I was informed, by no one other than God.

“Divine intervention.” That wasn’t a phrase to which I was 
accustomed. We secular Jews from New York City’s entitled 
suburbs didn’t carry on heartfelt exchanges in the lexicon of 
Christian theology. To a new friend of importance, we might 
say, “Wow, how lucky our paths crossed,” or “How fortunate 
to have met. What were the chances of that?”

Yet, as an English teacher who got to know her religious 
history by teaching classic American literature, I grasped the 
heft of that phrase the second it 
hit my ears. The first “best 
friends” I made in Maine loved 
me so much that it was unthink-
able I came to them by chance. 
In their eyes, God guided us to 
the friendship we have today, a 
decade of closeness that feels 
more like family than friends.

The three of us recognized 
early that when it came to all 
the things we didn’t have in 
common, religion was the tip of 
the iceberg. According to widely held demographic measures 
of identity, my first best friends in Maine and I should have 
spent the lion’s share of our time rolling our eyes at each 
other. I vote Democrat and plan to do so for the rest of my 
life. Don and Betsy vote Republican, which they plan to do 
for the rest of their lives. I grew up among the manicured 
lawns of Westchester County, where the script for life was to 
study hard, go to college (an Ivy, preferably), and, in two 
words, get rich. Don and Betsy grew up with meager 
resources on family farms, got married after high school, and 
spent the Vietnam War in Germany where Don was stationed. 
When the young couple returned to Rumford with their first 
child, the script for their life was this: What you want, you 
build. And build they did, their own house and enough 
income as an electrician and a nurse to provide for their 
growing family. Later, they would build again, a home in 
Damariscotta where they would retire.  

So how is that three adults with nothing in common ended 
up the closest of friends? Here’s how.

It started ten years ago when after the close of another 
school year in steamy Washington, D.C., I yearned for a 
summer vacation that would look and smell like the six blissful 
summers I spent at sleepaway camp in western Maine. On the 
website Vacation Rental by Owner, a tidy carriage house 
caught my eye in a region I had never heard of, “mid-Coast.” 
One phone call with the rental’s owner, Betsy, who said her 
home looked like a scene from On Golden Pond, clinched the 
deal. Little did I know when I packed my hiking shoes and 
swimsuit that summer, I was headed for a town that would one 
day include me as a permanent resident.

Falling in love with the carriage house was easy. The 
screened-in porch with the red wicker rocking chair, the 
companionship of the pond, the company of summer breezes, 
the calls of the loons at night; what was summer for, it not 
that?  My hosts directed me to Damariscotta’s restaurants and 

shops, of course, but also to the 
sticky buns at The Cupboard 
Café in New Harbor and the 
lobster pound at Muscongus 
Bay. In between day trips, my 
hosts and I shared bits and 
pieces of our lives—family, 
work—until one day a most 
mundane conversation broke 
the ice. 

“Nancy,” Betsy said to me as 
she stepped out of her house 
onto a gravel sidewalk. “I just 

dyed my hair. Can you tell me if I covered the strands in the 
back?”

I didn’t mind at all. I examined her work and pronounced it 
thorough.

“Wait,” I said after a mini-epiphany. “You dye your hair?” 
That was something I had always wanted to do, but never had 
the courage to try, for fear of the catastrophe that was sure to 
follow. “Can you teach me how?”

Five minutes later I was in Betsy’s bathroom, my summer 
landlord combing brown dye from Sally’s Beauty Supplies 
through my wavy hair. Betsy completed her masterpiece by 
wrapping my head in a plastic bag from Hannaford’s.

Forty minutes later I was in possession not only of chest-
nut-colored tresses, but eighty dollars a month saved on salon 
appointments. On a teacher’s salary, those savings could merit 
one word only. “Hallelujah!”

A door had swung open. Over the next two weeks, Betsy 
and I discovered all kinds of shared passions. We both loved 
exercise and swam across Biscay Pond together, with Don in 
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a canoe to keep us safe. We both liked 
health food and exchanged recipes. She 
loved my soba noodles with peanut 
sauce; I went crazy for her tofu curry stir 
fry. On her porch over afternoon wine, 
our talks deepened. She grew up with a 
strict father, unbending in his beliefs, who 
refused to consider his daughter’s feel-
ings; mine disappeared into a second 
marriage. Our scarred hearts understood 
each other. We each had raised two chil-
dren with the zeal of unconditional love. 
Our maternal hearts beat as one. As 
empty nesters, we had reaped the fruits 
of the families that we had sown. I came 
to know her devoted children; she came 
to know mine.

Don added to these bridges in alter-
nating bursts of instruction and kindness. 
When I asked about his service during 
the Vietnam War and the business he 
built as a commercial electrician, I began 
to see how his life—pulling himself up by 
his bootstraps, decisively, uncomplain-
ingly—informed his political convictions. 
No government supplement, he 
explained, could substitute for the disci-
pline of one’s own hard work. From this 
self-made man, that perspective made all 
the sense in the world. When Don learned 
that I was spending summer hours trying 
to improve my financial literacy, he 
walked me through stock market basics 
and retirement funds. Copies of Kiplinger 
magazine were left on my doorstep.   

In their home, I observed values of 
gratitude passed from grandparents, to 
children, to grandchildren. Large and 
small hands linked at family dinners to 
recite, “God is Grace, God is Good, and we 
thank him for our food. Heavenly Father, 
use this food to nourish and strengthen 
our bodies.” I wasn’t raised with this 
tradition, but I loved to join them in it, a 
partner in gratitude. Joining their family 
circle in prayer, I called to attention those 
without nourishment—including my 
great-grandparents who starved in 

German concentration camps—and gave 
thanks for my good fortune, historically 
and presently. 

“It was meant to be,” says Betsy 
looking upward, about the ten years it 
took me to leave my job in Washington, 
D.C., and move to Damariscotta, which I 
did last summer. 

Would I have moved to mid-Coast 
without my first best friends? I doubt it.  
Knowing that we had everything in 
common at life’s core—respect for 
human life, regardless of colors and 
creeds, devotion to family, love of nature, 
appreciation of life’s simple pleasures—
gave me confidence. I wouldn’t be alone.

For this reason, I am weary of partisan 
politics: the verbal darts thrown between 
red and blue voters, the religious and 
secular, the “woke” and those they deem 
to be sleeping through their awakening. 
When public discussions of race, gender, 
class, and sexuality assume the dyadic 
form of “if you’re not with me, you’re 
against me,” I want to turn off the news 
and take a walk in the nearest meadow.

Because I know these categories 
divide, at great human cost. My first best 
friends in Maine and I don’t share demo-
graphic markers, but years of sharing life 
experiences have revealed that we share 
something else just as, if not more, 
potent: the moral and emotional terrain 
of the heart. 

On Biscay Pond, I learned firsthand 
how woefully narrow are our nation’s 
identity checklists. Respect for human 
life, hearts filled with goodness, souls 
committed to healing a broken world; 
these virtues surpass sectarianism. But 
I’ve been a teacher of American literature 
my whole life, and, admittedly, that’s my 
creed. Along with the loons at night, I 
hear Atticus Finch explaining to Scout: 
“You never really understand a person 
until you consider things from his point 
of view . . . until you climb in his skin 
and walk around in it.”          

The Medicare Maze
Medicare Annual Enrollment

As most everyone now knows, the 
Medicare Annual Enrollment 

Period starts October 15th and ends 
on December 7th. This is the time to 
meet with a professional and 
compare your plans with the new 
2021 plans. 

It seems that many people are 
moving from tradi-
tional Medicare, 
parts A and B with 
a  p r e s c r i p t i o n 
drug plan, part D 
(and supplement 
plans) to Medicare 
Advantage plans, 
known as part C.

Most Medicare 
Advantage plans include extra bene-
fits, such as preventative and 
comprehensive dental, hearing aids, 
eyewear, over the counter items, 
chiropractic, and more! Plus, so many 
options exist which can save you 
money.

In addition, around 70% of all 
Maine Medicare beneficiaries can 
qualify for the Medicare Savings 
Program so that you can further 
lower your cost.

You do not need to call an out of 
state 800# for help through the 
Medicare maze. Maine has many 
qualified professionals right here at 
home.

Even though COVID precautions 
and guidelines exist for those who 
prefer to visit with an agent at their 
home or in an office, much can be 
done over the phone too!

For more information, you can call 
the Senior Planning Center at 
207-707-6565. We represent all the 
major Medicare health plans and can 
help you through the Medicare maze 
to find a plan that best suits your 
needs.

David Nealley is Communications 
Officer at Senior Planning Center.

By David 
Nealley
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Fifteen or more years ago, I was driving with the radio tuned 
to WBACH. It was night and I was not paying much atten-
tion to what was playing. I remember hearing something 

that had a Baroque feel to it as I drove in the direction of wherever 
I was going. A bit further along I noticed a jazzy sound, but I didn’t 
recall the announcer having come on to announce a different 
piece. A bit later, when I once again heard a more Baroque sound, 
I started paying attention. As I listened, I realized that I was hearing 
something I had never heard before, a piece that floated gracefully 
between Baroque and jazz. When the piece ended, I pulled off the 
road and wrote down the title and composer.

The piece was “Suite for Chamber Orchestra and Jazz Piano 
Trio” by French pianist and composer Claude Bolling.

The next step was buying the CD of the recording from eBay. I 
listened to the piece many times, and more and more I thought I 
would like to play it with our orchestra, the Augusta Symphony. 
Finding the orchestral music, however, was not nearly as easy as 
buying a CD online. The music seemed to have been commercially 
available in the past but now was nowhere to be found. 

Some time later, I was functioning as the Augusta Symphony’s 
librarian and had connected with a web group of orchestra librar-
ians. I asked that group if anybody knew where I could obtain the 
orchestra parts for this piece by Claude Bolling, and I got a 
response from a bass player in Duluth, Minnesota. He said that his 
orchestra had played the piece a few years earlier and that he had 
the parts. He offered to send me a CD with the music in digital 
format but ended up sending me a box with all the parts and the 
score in it. That was in February of 2008.

Since then, that box of music had been sitting on a shelf at my 
house waiting for the time when the Augusta Symphony Orchestra 
would have the right personnel to perform it. 

I had been on the Board of the Augusta Symphony Orchestra 
for a few years before I heard this piece, and over the following 
years I would occasionally mention “The Bolling” to fellow Board 
members or to our Conductor, Paul Ross. I was confident that we 
could handle the orchestral part but was fully aware that we didn’t 
have the level of technical proficiency to put together the Jazz Trio.

The box of music sat on my shelf year after year, and from time 
to time I kept playing the recording, featuring Claude Bolling on 
piano, always enjoying it. 

Then in 2019 I asked Paul Ross to listen to it (again). I had sent 
Monica Clark the recording and asked her to listen to it as well. 
Later, when I asked Paul what he thought of the piece, his reply 
was, “I like it, a lot.”

I started to detect some interest from members of the Music 
Selection Committee, and that was the point at which new chal-
lenges had to be met. Since I had lobbied so long to play this 
piece, I had the task of finding the people with the chops and the 

The Grand 
Finale

AN UNLIKELY CHAIN OF EVENTS LEADS TO 

AN IMPORTANT CONCERT IN AUGUSTA

By Phil Tedrick
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availability to play it. No small task!
The first pianist to pop into my head was Tom Snow. Tom is 

an amazing jazz pianist who always has a great time when he 
plays. That quality is always my personal “Number One Stan-
dard” for performing musicians.  I had met Tom only once, a 
year before, but I had communicated with him previously about 
adapting for orchestra some arrangements he had done several 
years earlier.

Tom is a great performer, teacher, and touring musician, as 
well as a great guy. Yes, he was available, but our volunteer 
community orchestra and shoestring budget couldn’t afford 
him. Tom was aware of our financial limitations and suggested 
some other musicians and former students who might be avail-
able. Before I could follow up on any of his suggestions, I got 
another email from Tom.

Tom had a current student whom he was sure would be 
perfect for the piano part of the Jazz Trio. He was a bit concerned 
that we might think a 15-year-old girl might not have the 
personal or musical maturity to pull off the technically chal-
lenging piece. We decided to defer to Tom’s judgment and see 
if Annabelle Brooks was available.

I sent an email describing our needs to Annabelle and each 
of her parents. After considering the demands on Annabelle’s 
already full schedule, the family turned down our invitation. 
Annabelle had her plate pretty full already as a high school 
student, musician, and member of the cross-country team.

A few days later I got an email from Annabelle’s mother, 
Michele, saying that they thought that the opportunity to play 
the Bolling piece with a full orchestra was too great to turn 
down. We had our pianist.

We already had our bassist. Monica Clark had been playing 
first violin with us for several years and was such a talented and 
versatile musician that she also played bass when needed. She 
loved to play jazz bass and immediately agreed when Paul Ross 
asked her if she wanted to play the bass part.

Bob Esterberg, at age ninety-one, had first started playing 
drums as a teenager and had continued playing throughout a 
career as an engineer. I had met Bob a few years earlier, and he 
and I had become musical and personal friends playing together 
with Elaine Bender’s SwingTime Band. After I provided Bob with 
the sheet music and a recording of the piece, he said he wanted 
to take on the part. 

Opposite: Bob Esterberg at the Maine Veterans Home in Augusta where he was playing with the SwingTime Band.  
Above: From left are Bob Esterberg, Annabelle Brooks, and Monica Clark. PHOTO BY AUGUSTA SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA BOARD MEMBER ANJA PARLIN

PHOTO BY PHIL TEDRICK
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STARTING AT $170,000
Convenient, comfortable 
living in Rockland—
Maine’s Vibrant Seaside 
City! The harbor, 
culture, arts and 
entertainment, skiing, 
sailing, golf...it’s all 
here waiting for you!

Stonewood Cottages at Bartlett Woods is a 55+ Cooperative Community
Call for a tour 207.593.2530 or 207.593.2815

www.stonewoodcottages.com • Stonewood Road, Rockland, ME 04841

This is the Lifestyle 
you’ve been waiting for 

A boyhood tale for adult readers set in 
Maine’s Washington County in the 1980s.

An uplifting adventure as 
charismatic as its precocious 
protagonist. — Kirkus Review

We had the components in place in the late spring for a 
November concert. I provided parts for orchestra members 
who wanted to get a head start, and the trio members agreed 
to start practicing and rehearsing together over the summer. 
They wanted to be sure that they fit together well as a group 
before rehearsals with the orchestra started in September. 

It became almost immediately apparent that these three 
musicians thoroughly enjoyed playing together, and they 
quickly agreed on times and places for further rehearsals. 
Sometimes they would meet at my house in Readfield and at 
other times Bob and Monica would go to Portland to rehearse 
at the Brooks’ home. It sounded good the first time they got 
together and sounded better and better as the summer 
progressed. I was present at most of those sessions and served 
as Bob’s chauffeur on some of the Portland trips. It was always 
a joy to see the big grin on Annabelle’s face as she played. She 
shared that important trait of enjoyment with her mentor, Tom 
Snow.

Tom had, in fact, arranged his performance and teaching 
schedule to maximize his time helping Annabelle prepare for 
this concert. We appreciated Tom’s help in recommending and 
coaching his excellent protege. At the concert he was in the 
audience wearing his characteristic big smile.

The concert was played to a full house at the South Parish 
Congregational Church in Augusta, Maine. The church sanc-
tuary is acoustically excellent and visually beautiful. It was the 
perfect venue for this concert.

During the summer Bob Esterberg had learned that he had 
cancer, and he had experienced some treatments for it.  I think 
he was especially eager to play this piece with the trio because 
in his mind (and as it turned out, in fact) he was approaching 
this project as the happy conclusion of a long musical career.

After the concert Bob wanted to play more jazz perfor-
mances with the trio and both Annabelle and Monica were on 
board with his idea. But Bob was back in the hospital within 
days. He never recovered to the point that he had the strength 
to play again. Bob passed away on February 28, 2020.

Bob’s daughter Kristin contacted me about plans for a 
“Celebration” of Bob’s life. The evolving plans were to have it 
take place in the same place as the concert. It wasn’t long 
before it was apparent that large gatherings in close proximity 
were best avoided, due to COVID-19, and that event was post-
poned indefinitely.

As I have thought about it in the weeks and months since, it 
occurs to me that the concert  with the Augusta Symphony 
Orchestra—with many of Bob’s friends and family members in 
the audience—was a true celebration of Bob’s life as a person 
and as a musician.  It was a grand finale. 
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When Mark Libby and his wife, Karen Walsh, bought 
their place on Route 7 between Dover-Foxcroft 
and Dexter, they got more than they bargained for. 

“We had a huge blackberry patch out in our back 40 when we 
bought the house,” Karen explained. “We really didn’t pick 
many of them, and in the late summer, the canes on the plants 
were huge and hanging over the lawn. Whenever Mark would 
mow, he’d get all bloodied up mowing underneath those 
things. One day he came in and he was pretty irritated. He told 
me I had ‘one week’ to decide what I wanted to do with those 
things and if I didn’t decide he was going to ‘mow them down 
and build a lawn under them.’ I said, ‘Whatever you need to do, 
you do.’ A few days later he said, ‘Hey, we like wine. Why don’t 
we try and make some wine out of those blackberries.’ That’s 
really the end of the story. He became hooked and has not 
stopped making wine since!”

Mark learned as he went. “He does a lot of reading and 
research and he’s a natural science guy,” Karen said. Eventu-
ally, the couple was nearing the amount of wine they could 
legally have without being licensed, so Mark got his license. 
Anthony Lee’s Winery tasting room and store opened in 
August 2016. 

Mark, 62, a Monmouth native, and Karen, 60, who grew up 
in Millinocket, bring a certain “why not?” spirit of fun to most 
things. The couple married in 2003 in a surprise ceremony at 
their 2nd Annual “Markaren” Pig Roast. 

Karen has an associate degree from Husson College in 
Secretarial/Computer Science and a Bachelor’s degree 
from the University of Southern Maine in Applied Tech-
nical Education. She’s been an instructor at Tri-County 
Technical Center in Dexter for 20 years. Mark, now 
semi-retired, was a supervisor at major industrial plants, 

working to overhaul turbines and generators. 
These days, it’s mostly about the wine. “Mark has improved 

his winemaking skills every year,” Karen enthused. The couple 
uses fresh fruits and berries, most of them locally sourced. 
“First we crush them and then we press them. Then we 
prepare them for fermentation for at least eight months 
before bottling. We design and print all of our labels and affix 
them to the bottles ourselves.” Karen, a self-professed 
computer geek, said she enjoys designing all the materials for 
the wine business. 

And business has been good. “Business, production, and 
our customer count have grown every year. We have the best 
supporters,” Karen said. “And Mark’s entered many of his 
wines into regional and national competitions and has 
received many medals, including a Double Gold medal for his 
Apple Mead. We’ve won many awards including Bronze, Silver, 

Anthony Lee’s

        Winery   
TOO MANY BERRIES A  
VINTNER DOTH MAKE By Sheila D. Grant

Karen Walsh and Mark Libby, owners of Anthony Lee’s Winery.
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Gold, and Double Gold. They are all on 
display in our Tasting Room. One of our 
favorite competitions to enter is the 
Finger Lakes International Wine Compe-
tition. It is a fundraiser for terminally ill 
children. and 100 percent of the 
proceeds to go Camp Sunshine where 
these children spend time. It’s a 
wonderful cause to support—whether 
we win a medal or not.” 

Because the tasting room is not 
spacious enough to accommodate social 
distancing regulations during COVID-
19, Anthony Lee’s has become an 
outdoor operation, at least until snow 
flies. “We have been extremely fortunate 
and have set up an outdoor tasting area 
out behind our house,” Karen said. “Our 
customers—who are now our friends—

have been so supportive and have kept 
us busy all summer long!”

It’s a shame that customers can’t 
access the tasting room—for now. It 
doesn’t look like much from the road, 
but as the old adage goes, “never judge 
a book by its cover.” The small building 
features charming interior décor, and 
the row of award-winning wines on 
display aims to make a good first 
impression. The bar can seat five or six 
patrons, and there’s a cozy table for two 
in one corner. This winery is also a stop 
on the Maine Wine Trail—don’t forget to 
ask Karen to stamp your passport. 

The product lineup has grown to 
include a variety of fruit wines, apple 
mead, and several “spirits,” which are 
wine blended with brandy and a hint of 

chocolate. Created in small batches, the 
most popular wines disappear quickly. 
For example, those eager to taste the 
raspberry wine with hints of chocolate 
and brandy will have to wait until next 
May to do so, if they aren’t fortunate 
enough to visit right when a batch 
becomes available. 

Sadly, tastings may not be offered 
over the coming winter due to COVID 
regulations. “It’s looking like we will not 
be legally allowed to do inside tastings 
this year,” Karen said. “So, when the 
weather gets to be too cold, we will need 
to shut down our outside tasting room, 
unfortunately. We will still be able to do 
curbside pickup, though. Folks can just 
call us and arrange for payment and pick 
up their wine just outside of our tasting 
room.” While the couple hopes to offer 
online sales and shipping eventually, 
they are not set up for that now.  

Other ways to savor these wines are 
to order them while dining at Mammie’s 
Country Kitchen restaurant in Unity or 
purchase them from the Little Cheese 
Shop in Pittsfield, the P&L Market, 
Spring Street Greenhouse, or Toot’s 
Variety, all in Dexter.

For now, folks can enjoy outdoor 
tasting Thursday—Saturday from 11 
a.m. to 6 p.m. and on Sunday from noon 
to 5 p.m., or by appointment by calling 
Mark and Karen at 924-2209. 

When they were younger, Mark loved 
snowmobiling and ice fishing (Karen, 
not so much). They also enjoyed playing 
horseshoes, but are considering a 
change to corn hole because, Karen said 
with dry humor, “It’s much easier on the 
back.” 

“We both like to read and we love to 
watch football and compete against 
each other for the most wins for the 
week. We haven’t thought too much 
about what’s next.  We are really having 
fun with our home business and want to 
continue that as long as we can!”

Top: Visiting Mark and Karen, and enjoying the tasting room, indoors or out, has become a 
popular pastime for many locals. Bottom left: Anthony Lee’s has a winning lineup of locally 
sourced, fruit-based wines to explore. 
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Maine State MuSic theater 
Looks Ahead to 2021

The Maine State Music Theater (MSMT) has a long and storied 
past, but this year, because of COVID-19, they had to close 
the doors and cancel their season. In its 62-year history, they 

had never had to take that drastic step before, and it was taken much 
to the chagrin of more than 70,000 regular patrons and the 240 
employees who relish being part of the show. Actors, stagehands, 
choreographers, designers, and many more found themselves 
unemployed, while office employees were reduced to half time. The 
theater group found itself without the income from an all-important 
summer season, which provides nearly 80 percent of their annual 
revenue. “We normally make about $4.5 million in ticket sales, so it 
was quite a hit for us losing this season,” said Artistic Director Curt 
Dale Clark in a recent interview. 

The theater had its beginnings back in the 1950s when, according 
to MSMT, “Victoria Crandall, affectionately known as Vicki, opened 
her summer playhouse in the Pickard Theater on the Bowdoin 
College campus with a production of The Song of Norway. It was an 
adventurous undertaking: Vicki was a woman working in a field 
dominated by men, and she was producing nine shows—one per 
week—all with full sets, costumes, and chorus. The following year 
she reduced the number of productions to seven, running two shows 
for two weeks at a time, while her audiences were building rapidly.”

Since that time, summer theaters became popular in Maine, 

By Shelagh Talbot

Artistic Director Curt Dale Clark.
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making up what the New York Times 
called the “Straw Hat Circuit.” Many 
of these playhouses featured televi-
sion and film stars in romantic come-
dies as well as other plays, but few 
were exclusively musical theatre 
houses. In the 1970s the Pickard 
Theater became a non-profit, and by 
the 1980s it had adopted the name 
Maine State Music Theater. It was 
exclusive to the production of musi-
cals, something rare at the time. 
During the late 1990s the theater was 
renovated, to the tune of about 11 
million dollars, leaving its historic 
look intact while installing air condi-
tioning and adding new seating 
throughout. With the dawn of the 
21st century, MSMT purchased the 
Maine Bus Line Garage and renovated 
the building to house administrative 
offices, as well as technical and 
rehearsal space. Over the last decade 
a Capital Campaign replaced worn 
carpeting and seats, upgraded the 
audio system, and improved housing 

for theatre professionals and the 
technical and rehearsal space.

Just a few weeks ago, Clark 
announced the Season for 2021, with 
hopeful anticipation that the novel 
coronavirus would not interfere. The 
planned run for productions starts in 
June and includes Kinky Boots, 
Cinderella, The Color Purple, and 
Jersey Boys. “We can only hope that 
we will be able to open for the 2021 
season,” said Clark. “Certainly, our 
faithful audiences are anticipating it 
to happen. I’ve been told that this 
announcement is a bright spot in an 
otherwise bleak forecast of events 
here in Maine.”

Clark came to love live theater 
when he had a small part in Annie Get 
Your Gun as just a seventh grader. “I 
was hooked,” he recalled with a smile. 
He graduated from University of Illi-
nois in Champaign Urbana after 
growing up in the small farm town of 
Pecatonica, Illinois. “I need to thank 
my mother for instilling this love of 

theater in me,” he said. “She got me a 
subscription to the Broadway Series 
at the Cornado Theater in Rockford 
(the nearest big town). They brought 
in all the touring companies. I’m posi-
tive that’s the reason I am where I am 
today because the minute I saw my 
first show I was absolutely hooked 
and knew that was what I wanted to 
do for the rest of my life.” He headed 
to the big city of Chicago after gradu-
ating college and for the next 16 years 
was successful as a paid actor. “The 
moment I graduated, I got hired in 
Chicago for a Union production and 
I’ve never looked back!” he exclaimed. 
He’s been a Union Equity member 
since 1989.  “One of my first gigs was 
doing Industrials for Northwestern 
Mutual Life Insurance Company 
(NML),” he explained. “That involved 
singing at their various sales conven-
tions. I sang two songs. One was 
something like ‘Oh, NML you make 
me wanna kick my heels up, throw my 
hands up . . .’  They took that song 
‘Shout’ and made it work for NML,” he 
laughed. “The other song I sang was 
based on a tune called ‘Magic in the 
Moment,’ which I sang while they 
were handing out awards to people 
for their time with the company,” he 
recalled. “Best of all, they recorded 
that song and used it at every conven-
tion for the rest of the year, so I got 
paid every time, even though I wasn’t 
even there! My agent knew what he 
was doing!” Clark was making about 
$1800 a week for this job, a huge 
salary for the time.

During his time playing Don Lock-
wood in Singin’ In the Rain, Clark had 
a terrible fall and was laid up for 
about a year. “I had done that part at 
least a thousand times, and I was 
going crazy with nothing to do,” he 
confessed. So, he and his partner 

hello Dolly!
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Marc Robin started a casting 
company. “We were so fortunate,” he 
said. “We had a million contracts that 
year, and some were very large 
contracts including singer Barry 
Manilow. He liked us so much he even 
wanted to contract us to do his entire 
cruise ship line, but then we would 
have had to give up everything we 
had and everything we worked so 
hard for in Chicago,” He paused for a 
minute with that recollection. “That 
would have changed our life in a way 
we didn’t want it to change, so we 
turned him down.”

It was a fortuitous decision, as 
Clark was offered an acting job in 
Maine. “Marc and I fell in love with 
the area,” he smiled. “We had said for 
years that if we could ever afford it 
we would like to get a second place 
here because we loved it so much. 
And when I got the job as Artistic 
Director for MSMT we said, ‘Hey, it’s 
time to get that second place after 
all!’” That was nine years ago, and the 
love for Maine hasn’t diminished a 
bit. “Maine is like a big neighbor-
hood,” he said. “Plus, I love lobster!”

Marc landed the job of Artistic 
Director of the historic Fulton 
Theater in Lancaster, Pennsylvania. 
“So, we have a house in Lancaster 
and Brunswick,” Clark said. “We 
divide our time between both places.” 
Before COVID, Robin and Clark 
would go long stretches without 
seeing each other, which isn’t a bad 
thing, Clark observed. “We found we 
appreciated each other more because 
of the time we were apart,” he noted. 
They will be observing their thirtieth 
anniversary at the end of 2020.

In addition to his job, Clark has a 
passion for writing. “Since COVID, 
MSMT is on half time so that basically 
that means for two and a half days a 

week, I’ll either go to Lancaster or 
Marc will come here,” he said. “We 
write, and its one of the things that 
we do that we really enjoy doing 
together.It allows us to have a forward 
thinking focus. It really helps us not 
get too depressed with the way things 
are these days.” Gardening is another 
passion. “I call my gardens ‘Friend-
ship Gardens’ because most of the 
plants are gifts from neighbors and 
friends over the years. I love the fact 
that so much that’s in my garden has 
come from people I know and care 
about,” he said. “People here are so 
willing to share. I’ve found that 
Mainers are very generous!”

Occasionally small town life gets to 
him. “I admit every now and then I 
need a city fix, and I have to go to 
Boston,” he said. “I need some [city] 
pavement beneath my feet.  But 
luckily, we have a train that takes off 
right here in Brunswick.” Some of his 
future plans for MSMT include adver-
tising in the Boston market. That’s 

where the train comes in. “It can 
bring audiences right up here and 
drop them off a block away from the 
hotel and our theater,” he explained. 
“It’s the perfect venue!”

For the 2021 season, season tickets 
are now available. The beautiful and 
historic Pickard theater is located on 
the campus of Bowdoin College. 
Check out their website at https://
msmt.org, visit them on Facebook, or 
give a call to their Box Office at 
207-725-8769. Main Stage subscrip-
tions include four main stage shows, 
each with top-notch production 
value, Broadway-caliber stars. In 
addition, any support you would like 
to give this invaluable asset to Maine 
is welcome, be it in the form of 
tickets or an out-right contribution 
to help the cause. Artistic Director, 
Curt Dale Clark’s door is always 
open, and he is happy to correspond 
via phone (207-725-0124) or email: 
artd@msmt.org.

the WizarD of oz
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“Follow your passion.” “Pursue your dream.”  How 
often we hear these encouragements toward 
self-fulfillment, and yet how often we respond 

to them, wide-eyed, with questions. An inner voice asks, 
“How would I do that? With what money and whose 
support?” Perhaps we would act, if we knew how. Far less 
commonly heard are the nuts and bolts of re-direction—
the path to the passion, the road to the dream. 

Erica Berman is co-founder of Veggies to Table, a farm 
that donates 100 percent of its produce to those facing 
food insecurity in mid-Coast Maine. She is the right person 
to listen to when it comes to the how-to behind an aspira-
tion. When she heard the calling for a more meaningful 
life, she listened. She left the one she had created for over 
20 years—an American in Paris running a thriving luxury 
vacation business—and relocated to Newcastle, Maine, to 
begin anew. Together with her husband, Alain Ollier, whom 

she met in France, Erica now spends her days cultivating 
the produce that the farm provides to underserved resi-
dents of Lincoln County. They are helped by many volun-
teers and a farm manager. On the farm, they use organic, 
no-till methods to grow vegetables, fruits, and flowers to 
fulfill a community need and pleasure. And Erica’s further 
goal is to teach others how to do the same.

It’s a humbling, inspiring pivot, from a business devoted 
to romantic Parisian getaways to a grow-to-donate farm 
in coastal Maine. For Erica, co-founding this non-profit 
organization meant a transition from Franco-American 
businesswoman to New England farmer. What she makes 
clear about the process: it took a synergy of hard work and 
active community collaboration. 

The vision for the farm took hold after the couple 
moved to the Newcastle-Damariscotta area, a place Erica 
has known and loved since childhood. There, she and her 

From Paris to Plants: 
A Lifetime 

Project Blooms
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husband purchased land in the wooded outskirts of town. 
“We knew we wanted a lifetime project,” Erica explains, 
“but we didn’t know what that lifetime project was.” 

That changed when, on a day in the spring of 2017, 
Alain turned on the car radio, tuned into National Public 
Radio, and heard the jaw-dropping facts about hunger in 
Maine: one in five children not knowing when there will be 
a next meal; one in seven adults facing the same situation; 
Maine ranking highest among the New England states in 
food insecurity, with at least 13.6 percent of its residents 
living with hunger. When Alain shared what he learned 
with Erica, a light went on for both of them. 

Their property would become a working farm with the 
mission to provide high-quality produce to those without 
physical or financial access. The farm would engage the 
broader community as well, providing volunteer opportu-
nities, lessons in sustainable farming, and educational 
outreach on farm-to-table food preparation and nutrition.

Immersion in the local culture of donation farming was 
the path that led Erica and Alain to Veggies to Table. They 
volunteered with the Lincoln County Gleaners, and from 
there Erica served on the Steering Committee and greater 
involvement with Lincoln Country’s food pantries, school 
programs, and senior centers. They met the founders of 
Growing to Give, a grow-to-donate farm in Brunswick, and 
came away with inspiration and advice. The managers at 
Twin Villages Foodbank Farm in Nobleboro helped the 
couple understand how their half-acre farm could become 
a targeted force serving the large nutritional needs of 
mid-coast Maine. 

Through these community collaborations, Erica and 
Alain learned that they could “supplement and comple-
ment” existing food-donation efforts, bolstering the 
reserves of fresh produce at regional food programs and 
enhancing the varieties of produce available.

In spring 2019, Veggies to Table was launched—a farm 
manager found, volunteers recruited, beds prepared, and 
vegetables, fruits, and flowers planted. In the first year of 
operation, they donated 4250 pounds of produce, or 3269 
meals, to over 30 organizations. As of this autumn’s 
harvest, that tally almost tripled, rising to 12,000 pounds 
of produce. The farm stretched, Erica explained, “to get 
the maximum amount of food to as many people possible, 
especially given the heightened need due to COVID-19.”

Top: Miriam Entin-Bell and Georgia Kermond planting seeds. 
Center: Cherry tomatoes and flowers. 
Bottom: Laurel Getz harvesting carrots. PHOTO BY ERICA BERMAN

PHOTOS BY KELSEY KOBIK
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But that’s not all, Erica added, shifting her focus from 
what is needed to what is also delightful to behold. “I 
want to grow successful, beautiful crops,” she empha-
sized. Part of the Veggies-to-Table mission is to enrich 
foodbanks’ offerings with a wide variety of unique and 
appealing crops. They grow over 50, in fact—mainly 
heirloom varieties. “There’s joy for me in diversity,” Erica 
said. “I don’t want to grow one kind of carrot, tomato, or 
bean, when I can grow 10.” That aesthetic impulse also 
finds its way into the bouquets of flowers donated to 
community members. “You should see the happiness on 
people’s faces when they receive flowers,” Alain said, 
with Erica adding, “The goal with our flower donations is 
to bring nourishment to the soul as well as to the 
tummy.”

As they move ahead, Erica and Alain are mindful of the 
challenges before them, on the ground and behind the 
scenes. Every day on an organic farm is a battle against 
pests, weather, and disease, as well as with deer, porcu-
pines, and groundhogs. 

Additionally, there’s a website to manage, social media 
to maintain, marketing, donor outreach, and grants to 
apply for. The funds raised are the lifeline of this nascent 
organization. Although the farm logged 3000 volunteer 
hours in its first year of operation, its growth largely 
depends on funds from grants and donations to pay their 
farm team and invest in essentials, such as harvesting 
tools, irrigation, a washing station, and cold storage to 
keep crops fresh. 

When I asked Erica what it takes to push forward with a 
lifetime project that often demands over 70 hours a week 
of labor from sun-up to sun-down, she spells it out 
succinctly: passion, patience, persistence.  

Standing amidst the tidy rows of her garden, curly hair 
escaping her floppy hat, brown overalls flecked with soil, 
rubber boots rising to her knees, Erica is all small-town 
farmer now. Her former Parisian life peeks through only in 
the French phrases exchanged between husband and wife 
in the fields. 

Reflecting on the couple’s dream, she is down to earth. 
She considers the half-acre of land that she’s been culti-
vating for the past fourteen months and says, “It‘s a 
process, with super long hours and hard work. But there’s 

Top: Liza Goss with a tomato donation to the Morris Farm  
Take What You Can Stand.  
Center: Carrots and apples. 
Bottom: Taylor Briggs pruning tomatoes.

PHOTOS BY LAUREL GETZ AND ERICA BERMAN

PHOTO BY KELSEY KOBIK

PHOTO BY ERICA BERMAN
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The time to  
sell is now!

Precious metal 
prices are at all 

time highs. 

We buy and sell  
coins & currency,  

as well as diamonds, 
jewelry & precious 

metals.

Call us at   

207-772-2211
 www.estatebuyersmaine.com
 www.mainegoldandsilver.com

220 Maine Mall Rd, Mall Plaza  
(next to Dick’s Sporting Goods)  

South Portland, ME

Throughout all Counties in Maine
Training Provided
H. S.Diploma and Driver’s License Required

We need Shared Living Providers
& Direct Support Professionals to work
with adults with intellectual disabilities

Call 949-3582
CreativeOptionsLLC.org

nothing like growing your own food, 
knowing you can be self-sufficient, 
feeding neighbors in need, and giving 
back to the beautiful community I 
call home.”

 Kneeling down to examine the 
soil and pick out some pesky weeds, 
she adds, “I wouldn’t want to be 
anywhere else.”  

For more information on Veggies to 
Table, go to veggiestotable.org.
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After decades of teaching 
Christmas wreath making and 
kissing ball classes through 

Southern Maine Adult Education 
programs, we encountered COVID 
restrictions, which changed our plans.

To stay safe, my husband and I 
decided to try visual teaching via Zoom. 
Since March, my husband’s Fire Depart-
ment has closed its doors for non-es-
sential personnel, and it uses Zoom for 
meetings and training. We had a few 
hiccups in joining the meetings. We 
learned to start at least 15 minutes 
early, double check connections, and be 
ready. At first, we were so early, we 
began to think we had missed the 
meeting or were on the wrong path. 
Fifteen minutes after the posted start 
time, we were in. We know how to join a 
meeting.

Our local Adult Education Coordi-
nator enthusiastically welcomed our 
plan to teach via Zoom. She sent a link 
to <Zoom.us> with a list of tutorials. I 
started with How to Attend a Meeting. 
These skills were familiar after months 
of plodding through Fire Department 
meetings, and I confidently proceeded 
to the next level. Zoom for Educators 
resulted in my responses along the lines 
of “Huh?” and head slap, and some-
times “WT#?” Since we are committed 
to Fall classes, I began to hyperventilate. 
Heavy breathing is not good at any 
time, but during COVID, definitely not 
good. What do I do now?

Southern Maine Area on Aging 
offered a Virtual Basics Zoom course, 
and I signed up. First, I watched a tuto-

rial on How to Look Good on Zoom. I 
began preparing at 7:30 a.m. for an 11 
a.m. class. I dressed in a jewel tone blue 
blouse, chosen from my color palette, 
moussed my COVID hairdo (haven’t 
been to a beauty shop since January), 
and put on lip gloss (found rolling 
around the back of the drawer). To 
avoid seeing more chins than I already 
have, I set the laptop high on top of a 
stack of cooking magazines. (I knew 
they’d come in handy sometime.) I posi-
tioned a lamp behind the laptop, 
checked the background, set up a sign 
displaying, “Fresh Cut Balsam Fir, 
Buxton, Maine,” thinking that a little 
free advertising can’t hurt. My 
husband’s observation: “My goodness 
woman, you’re like a cat ready to have 
kittens.”

Class began at 11 a.m. on a blustery, 
foggy day. My internet connection is via 
a Hot Spot. As soon as class began, the 

fog thickened, and the audio was stat-
icky both incoming and outgoing. The 
Zoom Host suggested, “Cut the video to 
enhance your audio connection.” So 
much for getting all dolled up and 
staging my background area for class. 
The audio continued to be scratchy, and 
I strained my hearing-aid enhanced 
ears to glean something out of the hour.

Apparently, I should have paid atten-
tion to all those High-Speed Internet 
flyers that had come in the mail. I 
contacted the internet company and set 
an install date in plenty of time for my 
next class. Not to be. Our house, built in 
the middle of our balsam fir woods, is 
too far from the internet providers 
drop. When they can get a crew, they 
will let me know, probably a 60-day 
wait. A lot of people are doing distance 
learning and teaching.

In the meantime, I reached out to 
family and friends to practice setting up 

Learning and Teaching
During COVID-19By Lorraine Lindstedt 
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a Zoom meeting. My first friend, glad to 
be a retired teacher not having to deal 
with distance learning, said, “Sure, it will 
be the blind leading the blind.” My next 
resource, a friend who hosts cancer 
support meetings via Zoom, let me set 
up a meeting where I could be Host. I 
didn’t realize she was already signed on 
and could hear my “expletive, exple-
tive,” as I was looking for the right 
buttons to push. We had an audio only 
meeting because my internet connec-
tion would not support video. This lack 
of a visual dimension is not going to 
work well for my wreath-making 
classes.

After a pleading call to the internet 
provider, the next day there was a truck 
in the driveway with a big spool of 
cable. Things started to look up. A few 
days later, the installer arrived. What we 
thought would be an easy hook-up 
using the tiny hole in the siding from 

our original “days gone by” land line 
was not big enough. The installer began 
to drill. Not so fast, that is too close to 
the power. He wasn’t too happy to have 
to find another access, but he managed 
to loop and hang wires that to my eye, 
might not hang in there through the 
usual ice and snow. When I asked the 
installer not to leave until I used the 
connection, he showed me my codes 
and said that was all I needed. The pass-
code is longer than a vehicle identifica-
tion number, with a string of numbers 
and letters that have no relation to 
anything I’ll remember. 

I am so excited to have highspeed 
internet, but when I told my grandson, 
he looked at me as if I said, “I now have 
indoor plumbing.” A friend told me I 
had to keep up or be left behind. Now I 
can get ready to shoot a video to use in 
my wreath-making class, to use as part 
of our Zoom instruction. I have tried 

making 7 bow-making videos on my 
iPhone, resulting in quite a collection of 
bows, but I still don’t have a good video.

I thought I was ready. I had taken 
care of dry cuticles, worn a solid color 
shirt, checked to be sure the camera is 
shooting only the table and not the stuff 
on the shelves behind me. Had to add 
more staples to that background sheet. 
It fell down twice. Maybe I should just 
sell bows.

And I can report that our wreath 
instruction video session did not go 
well. I hope my videographer grand-
daughter deleted the blooper party 
material. We did the shoot outdoors, as 
advised for lighting and scenic effects, 
but in the background are old sheds, 
and smoke from a stump fire wafting by. 
Granddaughter ran out of batteries and 
forgot the charger. We have to try again. 
Time is flying by. The pressure is on. 
Wish me luck. 

A Great Solution!
Maine Seniors’ increasing popularity may 
make it tough to find on retailer shelves — 

so subscribe at a huge discount!

Only $38.38 for a full year —
12 big issues!

SUBSCRIBE & SAVE $33

Delivered every month to your mailbox!

CALL TODAY
207-299-5358



58    •    MAINE SENIORS

IN THE GARDEN

Holiday baking gives good cooks 
the perfect opportunity to 
show off their skills. And if 

those good cooks are also gardeners, 
you can bet their creations will be based 
upon their gardening success stories. 

Scratch the surface of any great 
gardener (figuratively, not literally), and 
you are bound to discover a great cook 
as well. Any cook worth their salt relies 
on the freshest ingredients—vegeta-
bles, fruits, and herbs—and many of 
them depend on their own gardens for 
those ingredients and inspiration. In a 
lot of cases that impetus could simply 
be one of keeping up with the zucchini 
or tomato production or the berry 
patch and putting-by that goodness for 
the months to come. Whatever it is, the 
two are often inseparable. 

Recently, as I rolled out the crust for 
a pie to use up the last of the raspber-
ries in the freezer, I thought of my 
grandmother. A consummate cook and 
baker, she relied on the sour cherries 
and cooking apples from the trees she 
grew for her pies. She would spin them 
into pure culinary gold. She grew 
berries and vegetables, too, in her little 
in-town plot, and was famous for her 

tomato plants that often reached to the 
top of the garage and produced bushels 
of red fruits. Reba Miley will forever be 
the one who got me on the road to both 
good gardening and good cooking.

Her kitchen measurements were 
always in terms of teacups and eggshell 

halves, which  makes many of her 
personal recipes difficult for me to 
duplicate. She used lard in those heav-
enly pie crusts, and her “secret” thick-
ening ingredient in the cherry pies was 

Good 
Gardens 
and 
Good 
Cooks  
Go Hand-
in-Hand

SO ADD SOME YEZBERRY® 

JAPANESE HASKAP SHRUBS 

TO YOUR YARD?

By Lynette L. Walther

Left: A small raspberry patch can often provide a bounty of berries for baked treats to light up the winter months.  
Right: Another batch of jam “in the bank,” a harvest of summer to enjoy for the months to come. The trick is to freeze daily pickings of 
raspberries until you’ve accumulated enough for a batch which can be made any time of year. PHOTOS BY LYNETTE L. WALTHER

Growing edibles is as easy as pie. Nutritious 
and sweet, cold-hardy Yezberry® haskaps 
are a new way to add some berries to your 
landscape. PHOTO COURTESY PROVEN WINNERS
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tapioca. (Oops, I let the cat out of the 
bag!) I, on the other hand, rely on stan-
dard measuring cups and olive oil for 
my pie pastry, although I do use butter 
to dot the top of the fruits before 
sealing on the top crust, just like she 
did. I like to think I am carrying on her 
traditions in the garden and the kitchen, 
in some ways at least.

And like my grandmother, I grow 
many of the ingredients for my pies and 
other dishes, specifically blueberries, 
raspberries, and apples, though this 
was a tough year for the latter. My 
growing space is limited to a small town 
lot, but it is amazing what can be grown 
in a limited amount of space. You really 
don’t need a farm to produce vegeta-
bles, herbs, fruits, and berries. 

In fact, new varieties are making it 
easier all the time to grow a range of 
edibles—from container vegetables to 
small shrubs with edible berries and 
fruits. These new varieties can also 
make for a good-looking yard, 
enhancing the landscape in the process. 

Consider these unique flowering 
shrubs which produce edible berries: 
Yezberry® Japanese haskaps. The fruits 
of this shrub are delicious and packed 

with more vitamin C, potassium, and 
fiber than citrus fruits. Bearing the 
flavor of raspberries and blueberries all 
rolled into one, this tasty superfruit can 
be eaten fresh or made into sauces, 
jams, and smoothies. To produce 
berries, you’ll need to plant another 
Yezberry® variety as a pollinator.

Yezberry® haskaps, from Proven 
Winners, are very easy to grow and 
don’t require any special maintenance. 
They can grow in any type of soil and 
have no particular pruning needs. If 
pruning is required, however, it should 
be done immediately after harvesting 
berries in early summer. You can 
harvest Yezberry haskaps as they ripen, 
turning from green to deep blue. If you 
taste a blue fruit and it does not taste 
sweet, leave the crop on the plant for 
another couple of days to ripen fully. It 
reaches just 3 to 5 feet tall and wide, 
about half the size of other varieties. 
These easy-going shrubs are one of the 
first plants to bloom in spring. Their 
tubular yellow flowers develop into 
elongated blue berries that taste, as 
noted above, like a cross between a 
raspberry and a blueberry.

Yezberry® Japanese haskaps are 

closely related to Sugar Moun-
tain®sweetberry honeysuckle. 
However, the Yezberry series was devel-
oped from purely Japanese strains of 
haskap, while the Sugar Mountain 
series is of Russian heritage. Other 
differences: Yezberry haskaps bloom a 
bit later, so they’re a good choice for 
areas that get frequent spring frosts. 
Yezberry fruits are plumper and 
rounder than Sugar Mountain fruits, 
but both are equally tasty and heavy-
bearing when it comes to harvest time.

Sugar Mountain® sweetberry 
honeysuckles also provide nutrient-rich 
fruit that has become popular for its 
antioxidant benefits. And you can grow 
your own goji berries when you plant 
Lifeberry® varieties that are great 
eaten fresh or dried. Grow these in full 
to part sun and they are hardy to Zone 
3. They grow to an average of 36 to 48 
inches tall and wide. 

Yezberry® haskaps make an easy-
care edible hedge, small enough to 
grow in most landscapes. Try them 
surrounding a vegetable garden or 
orchard, or even in a container. Then all 
you’ll need to do is to get those berry 
recipes handy!

Left: My small backyard raspberry patch produces just enough for a good supply of jam, and a raspberry pie or two. I am carrying on a family 
tradition of growing fruits, berries, and vegetables. Right: Fall apples are often the basis for many a delectable treat. PHOTOS BY LYNETTE L. WALTHER
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INSTRUCTIONS:

Preheat oven to 350°F. If you don’t have a prepared graham cracker pie 
crust already, just mix the ingredients below and press it firmly into a 
9-inch pie pan. Place the pumpkin, brown sugar, milk, egg yolks, vanilla, 
and spices in a bowl and whisk well. In a separate clean, dry bowl, beat egg 
whites until stiff peaks form. Fold half of the meringue into pumpkin 
mixture thoroughly. Add remainder and gently fold in until no streaks are 
visible. Pour into prepared pie crust and bake 50–55 minutes, or until the 
center no longer jiggles. Remove to cool completely before slicing to serve. 

NOTE: I also add 1 extra tablespoon molasses for that deep, sweet, natural 
flavor we Yankees like so much. If you do not have brown sugar, use 3/4 
cup granulated sugar with 2 tablespoons molasses.

THE YANKEE CHEF
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Bangor House 
Pumpkin Pie

INGREDIENTS:

 1 graham cracker pie crust*

 1(15-oz.) can pureed pumpkin

 3/4 cup brown sugar (see NOTE)

 1/3 cup milk

 2 eggs, separated

 1 tablespoon vanilla

 1 tablespoon pumpkin pie spice

By Jim Bailey, The Yankee Chef

To begin with, if you don’t have pumpkin spice, simply mix 1 1/2 teaspoons 
cinnamon, 1/2 teaspoon each nutmeg and dried ginger, and 1/4 teaspoon 
each allspice and ground cloves.

This pie is extraordinary. My father, a U.S. Navy veteran, cooked at the Bangor 
House, as did my grandfather many decades earlier. While glancing through my 
grandfather’s recipes, I happened upon this one. It was in his old Boston Conservatory violin book that had a note 
written with it, referring to it as being the pumpkin pie served at the old Bangor House restaurant around 1925.  
I always thought my pie was great, but one bite of this lighter-than-usual pumpkin pie, you will fall in love with it,  
as I have. It rises when baking and falls just a little bit as it cools.

*1 1/2 cups graham cracker crumbs, 
1/4 cup butter or margarine, melted.
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Heat and AC 
All in One
Heat pumps are the most popular heating system across all of 

Efficiency Maine’s rebates. They’re popular because they offer 

highly efficient heating, air conditioning, and dehumidification. 

 

Many installers are conducting business remotely so now is  

a good time to

• learn about heat pumps,

• find an installer,

• get estimates,

• investigate financing, and

• get in line to upgrade.

No m
ore 

window AC units 

or fans.

Get started at efficiencymaine.com 
or call 866-376-2463.

Don’t miss a single fun  
& fascinating issue of

Maine Seniors!
And you can save $33 off the cover price  
if you subscribe to the magazine now!  
Only $38.38 for a full year of Maine Seniors 
magazine delivered to your mailbox.

CALL US AT  207-299-5358

Every year, the Successful 
Aging Expo offers hundreds 

of seniors valuable information 
on resources they can use to 
stay happy and healthy. With 
raffle prizes, entertainment, and 
dozens of exhibitors to serve 
senior communities, the event—
normally held at different times 
in  Scarborough,  Rockland, 
Lewiston-Auburn, Freeport, 
Augusta, and Kittery—is practi-
cally a party.

Now, with COVID-19 making 
in-person gatherings unsafe, the 
Expo has gone virtual!

You can visit successfulaging-
expos.com any time to register 
for the Southern Maine Expo 
(November 10–16),  or the 
Seacoast Expo (December 1–6). 
Both events will be accessible 24 
hours per day for their entire 
runs. 

If you would rather not register, 
that’s not a problem. Simply 
visiting the site while the Expos 
are live will let you listen to videos 
of exhibitors and their wonderful 
services, download handouts with 
contact information, and even 
watch some scheduled entertain-
ment—all from your own home.

Or, if you would like to exhibit 
something, registration for each 
Expo is open right up until it 
starts. Just email dmclean@
maineseniorguide.com.

The Expo 
has gone 
virtual!
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ACROSS
 1 Upright post
 on a boat
 5 Sentimental person
10 Native American 

tribe
12 Wear away
14 Where you’re going
16 Doctor
18 Popular Chinese 

dialect
19 One point east of 

due south
20 Northern sea duck
22 Note
23 Wives (law)
25 Trigonometric 

function
26 A way to commu-

nicate (abbr.)
27 Swiss river
28 No (Scottish)
30 Commercials
31 Large instrument
33 __ Chantilly, 
 __ de Menthe
35 Small, saclike 

cavities
37 High and thin in 

tone
38 Treat extremely 

well
40 Famed track star 

Usain
41 Secure web 

connection 
(abbr.)

42 Rob of energy
44 Paving material

45 Cool!
48 Tip of Aleutian 

Islands
50 Indicates silence
52 Water in the solid 

state
53 Security interests
55 Popular hoopster 

Jeremy
56 Shed tears
57 Low frequency
58 Harmful bacterium
63 Common language: 

lingua __
65 Standards of 

perfection
66 They consist of two 

parts
67 A detailed 

description of 
design

DOWN
 1 More (Spanish)
 2 A subdivision of a 

play
 3 Japanese title
 4 More jittery
 5 Fabric
 6 Luke’s mentor 

__-Wan
 7 Cleaving tool
 8 Ancient city of 

Egypt
 9 36 inches
10 Farewell
11 Second to last
13 Improved by critical 

editing

15 Defensive weapon 
(abbr.)

17 Fancy attire
18 __ Farrow, actress
21 Completely 

opposed
23 Supervises flying
24 Pouch
27 True firs
29 Mistake
32 Computing 

platform (abbr.)
34 Snakelike fish
35 Greatly horrify
36 Despicable person
39 Tell on
40 Ballplayer’s tool
43 Central Brazilian 

town
44 Court game
46 Land
47 “The Partridge 

Family” actress 
Susan

49 Retract a 
statement

51 Data executive
54 Capital of Yemen
59 Portable computer 

screen material
60 Electronic data 

processing
61 “Matt Houston” 

actor Horsley
62 Resinous 

substance
64 Rural delivery

CROSSWORD

November Crossword

Answers 
on page 40.

Elder Law
Nale & Nale Law Offices

Estate Planning • Asset Preservation
Wills & Trusts • Long Term Care Planning

Probate, Estate & Trust Administration

Planning, Preserving  and
Protecting  Your  Estate

Tracy Nale Sewall, Esq.
121 Main Street

Yarmouth, ME
                                          AND

30 Elm Street
Waterville, ME

(207) 873-5171



NOVEMBER 2020    •    63

Does Medicare have you frustrated and confused? 
How and when to sign up for Medicare? Still working beyond age 
65 and covered by a group plan, and not sure when to sign up? 
Not sure of your Medicare benefits? Turning age 65 and don’t 
know where to turn? Then turn to us!

Since 1975, thousands of Maine Medicare beneficiaries have  
turned to us for guidance with their Medicare options. Medicare 
continues to be confusing for most and we understand your  
frustration. Our entire staff, as well as our state-wide 
professional producers offer a depth of knowledge  
and experience unlike no other.

From our one-on-one personal guidance 
and claim assistance, to our advocacy on 
your behalf at the legislative level, we have 
become the trusted name in navigating your 
Medicare options.

At Carroll Harper & Associates Inc. 
you are never alone!

Carroll Harper & Associates, Inc.
396 Main Street

Southwest Harbor, Me 04679

Call 1.800.539.5133 
or 1.207.244.5133

www.harperltc.com
Carroll Harper and Associates Inc. are 
licensed insurance producers and not 
affiliated with the Federal Medicare 

program. (This ad is for the solicitation of 
insurance. A Licensed Insurance Producer 
will be assigned to answer your questions 

and to make an appointment).

Celebrating our  
45th Anniversary

We are authorized to offer Martin’s Point Generations Advantage Medicare Health Plans!       

Call us today and 
Experience  

Our Experience!

info@simplysizedhome.com • www.simplysizedhome.com • Phone: 207-358-0046

Please contact
 Kim Dorsky 

and 

for a free 

• Moving 
   Management 
• Sale of
   Furniture
• Packing 

   Services

Established
2011

600+ moves
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AdviceFROM MARY & JIMMY

Mary & 
Jimmy

QUESTION: I am much taller 
than my wife. Sometimes we stand 
at the top of the stairs, with me 
standing one step down so we can 
hug better. She often tells me she 
has an almost irresistible feeling 
to push me down the stairs. How 
should I feel about this?

—Eric

MARY’S ADVICE:
I am a bit concerned about her 

thoughts of pushing you down the 
stairs. I find that her telling you this 
is maybe a passive suggestion for 
you not to stand on stairs. You may 
consider seeking counseling on this 
to settle your concerns. Maybe this 
would be beneficial to you both.

JIMMY’S ADVICE:
Stay off the friggin’ stairs, buddy!

QUESTION: I have been trying to 
lose weight. I am about 35 lbs. 
over my ideal weight and have had 
some success in losing. Here’s my 
problem: I love to cook for my 
husband and son. They love all the 
foods I should not have, basically 
the carbohydrates. For example, 

they love my apple pies, so I make it 
for them, What am I to do, tell my 
family to make their own meals? 
They would starve. 
 —Mary Ann

MARY’S ADVICE:
Mary Ann: I’m so glad your family 

has enjoyed your cooking. It’s time for 
you to do things for yourself. You can 
make apple pies with no crust for your-
self, using just apples and very little 
sugar substitute or sugar. You can 
accomplish this desire to feed your 
family and also satisfy your own crav-
ings. So, keep cooking, but include you 
in the recipe selection, ok?

JIMMY’S ADVICE:
You enjoy cooking, right? This is 

easy. If hubby and son are eating all 
these carbs, I guarantee they are 
packing on a few pounds too. So. . .  
cook the pies to your heart’s desire.

Next? Send all of it to me!
Serve the boys veggie burgers and 

spinach.

QUESTION: I’ve been dating a 
woman after five years (as a 
widower). We seem to get along 
simply fine and have enjoyed each 
other’s company. I’d like to take it 
to the next step, but I am nervous. 
You see, I love wearing women’s 
undergarments, especially the silky 
stuff. My former wife was very 
understanding about this, and 
actually ended up buying some 
beautiful bikini underwear I just 
love. I know I should just tell my 
new love about this, but I am afraid 
to lose the friendship.

—Billy
MARY’S ADVICE:

Dear Billy, 
I say tread lightly. Just begin 

moving toward a more intimate rela-
tionship and see where it goes. Give it 

time. If indeed it works, then as you 
become more intimate and familiar 
and loving, you can introduce your 
desires. What you do in the privacy of 
your home between two consenting 
adults is your business.

If she chooses to run, though? 
Don’t chase her.

JIMMY’S ADVICE:
Don’t be such a chicken! Next time 

she comes over, greet her at the door 
dressed in a full garter-belted, lacy/
spacy outfit. 

“Ta Daaa!”
See what happens next . . . right?

QUESTION: I have a bird feeder in 
my backyard. I get hundreds of 
birds each day which is so much 
fun for me to observe. My problem 
is my neighbor. He keeps coming 
over complaining about the bird 
droppings on his car. He blames me 
for this problem. How do I know if 
the birds who visit me poop on his 
car? Yesterday he started to fire a 
shotgun into the air, scaring off my 
birds. He yelled over to me saying 
he was just “pooped out” with all 
this and had to get them out of the 
neighborhood. What can I do?

—Phillis

MARY’S ADVICE:
Dear Phillis, I would simply move 

the bird feeder.
Considering asking the neighbor to 

talk with you about how frightening 
this shot gun was to you. You also 
might offer to buy him a cover for his 
automobile.

Try to come to a peaceful solution 
to give everyone comfort.

JIMMY’S ADVICE:
Take the bird feeder down. Sell 

your house . . . move to Camden. He’s 
nuts . . . life is too short!

Do You Have a Problem? Ask MaryandJimmy@maineseniorsmagazine.com.
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• Straight Stairlifts
• Curved Starlifts 
• Rental &  

Used Stairlifts 
• Wheelchair Lifts 

• Home Elevators
• LULA Elavators  
• Dumbwaiters
• Pool Lifts
• Ramp Systems

• Automatic Door 
Openers

• Ceiling Lifts
• Handrails 

2 Printers Drive, Suite 6, Hermon, ME 04401
207-848-3484 • www.maineaccessibility.com

We’re here to help!
We’re a Maine company, happy 

to be serving Maine people



66    •    MAINE SENIORS

$110 SALE OUNCES
EVERYDAY

OPEN EVERYDAY
9AM - 9PM


