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Wicked
MEMORIES

An Evening at 
Carnegie Hall

By Suzy Williams
Introduction by Rea Estes  

In the winter of 1976, a popular band by the name 
of Stormin’ Norman & Suzy played Carnegie 
Hall. That evening, singer Suzy Williams, 

pianist Norman Zamcheck, and their four fellow 
musicians were the opening act for Manhattan 
Transfer. 

Rolling Stone, Andy Warhol’s Interview, the New 
York Times, and many other publications turned in 
rave reviews that summer, comparing Suzy to 
Bessie Smith, Sophie Tucker, and Janis Joplin. But all 
who’ve heard her know she’s really like no one 
else—she’s her own distinctive self with her own big, 
beautiful sound and presence. Every summer since 
the late ’80s, she has sung her heart out at the Sweet 
Chariot Music Festival on Swan’s Island, Maine. 

Here, from her home in Venice, California, Suzy 
looks back on that special concert in New York 
City, 45 years ago. 

-=-=-=-
OK, here are some things I remember: Aaron 

Russo, who was the manager of Bette Midler and 
Manhattan Transfer, was courting us, and he 
tossed us the gig at Carnegie Hall as a kind of 
sweetener to get us to sign with him. (What a char-
acter he was! Very bossy. A great big imposing guy 
with a nice head of dark hair. He bought me my 
first sushi. “What’s that?” I asked. “Baby octopus. 
EAT it!”) 

Norman, the band, and I did not take this gig 
lightly, though we were booked up the wazoo at 
the time. Many friends and relatives from all over 
made their way to the hallowed Hall that evening. 
My dad and sister Annie came down from Halifax. 
I spent just about all the money I had flying my 
mom out from Gridley, California, and putting her 
up at the Plaza Hotel. 

The concert hall was becoming packed, and the 
excitement was becoming palpable. Backstage, 
with high, high ceilings, there was a labyrinth of 
dressing rooms. I passed Janis Siegel, one of the 
stars of Manhattan Transfer, who was so sweet to 
me. “Make way for the lady!” she said to people in 
the hallway, smiling and gesturing toward me with 
a flourish. I got my own room, which was filled with 
flowers from well-wishers. A huge bouquet 
towered over the rest, hidden by tissue paper and 
cellophane, tied with a big yellow bow, given to me 
by Daddee, my charming father. Suzy, looking forward.  

PHOTO BY KRISTY CAMPBELL
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But I had a problem. I had lost my voice. Flat out lost it! We 
had been playing five nights a week, two sets, plus matinees 
on the weekends at Tramps, and I had worn out my vocal 
cords. It was to the point where I could only make a small 
raspy sound when I tried to talk. For some reason, I wasn’t 
terrified, I just was . . . 
puzzled. Or maybe my 
heart was indeed 
pounding, appropri-
ately. I’m not sure. But I 
did realize the situation 
was impossible. 

“Thirty minutes, 
Miss Williams.” 

“Fifteen minutes, 
Miss Williams.” 

I  sat  there,  a l l 
dressed, except for my 
hat, looking in the 
mirror. It was about 10 
minutes before show-
time. Another knock 
came at my door. I 
opened it, and it was my friend Ward Williamson. “Ward!” 
I croaked. “You’re here, oh my!” He heard my efforts to 
speak and said, “ Ah! now I understand why I flew down 
here from Boston with such an urgent feeling and fought 
to get here backstage to see you. Suzy, I am here to heal 
your voice!” 

I had no idea that Ward possessed healing powers. 
Honestly, I didn’t know him all that well, though I had always 
liked him. He worked in bookstores and for a publishing 
company. He asked me to just sit down, and he put his warm 
hand on my throat, not saying a word. He kept it there for a 
good five minutes. I felt calm. I trusted him. Then he said, “OK, 
Suzy, now go get ‘em!” 

Honeys, I tell you, I sang like a nightingale! Absolutely at the 
peak of any time of my life. The set went by dizzyingly fast. 
Norman and everybody in the band were super-on, and the 
audience seemed to love us. (The New York Times reviewer, 
Robert Palmer, was there and reported so. In August, he had 
come to Tramps and given us a great half-page write-up on 
the front page of the Arts and Leisure section.) 

We didn’t get a chance to see Manhattan Transfer. We had 
to quickly pack up after our set and taxicab downtown to 
Tramps and do two more sets there. I remember passing my 
dad, who was tipping the coat-check girl a hundred dollars. 
“I’m feelin’ good tonight,” I heard him say. 

My voice lasted all through the first set at Tramps, and I 
lost it again by the end of the second. But we were all so 
buoyed up by the thrill of the night, nobody cared about 
the croaking, least of all me. That night, I thanked the 
universe for Ward Williamson. And, looking at the ceiling 
in my bed, I smiled and thought, “I never did get to see 
those flowers Daddee sent.” 

-=-=-=-
Today, Suzy is composing, singing, and performing 

more than ever—and since COVID, she’s posting her music 
and videos to her YouTube channel (https://youtu.be/
cH4UmJ2G9vU). She often performs with pianist Brad Kay. 
Her albums are:

Enjoy the Ride, by Suzy Williams;
Music in the First Degree, by Suzy and Her Solid 

Senders; and 
Bravo, by Suzy Williams and Michael Jost.
Suzy’s albums are available at suzywilliams.bandcamp.

com.

Top: Norman Zamcheck and Suzy Williams, in the band, Stormin’ Norman & 

Suzy, 1978.  PHOTO COURTESY OF STORMIN’ NORMAN & SUZY

Bottom: Suzy, with Brad Kay. PHOTO BY DAVID HEALEY

Suzy Williams, today.
PHOTO BY MARTA KEPES
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“IF I ONLY KNEW THEN WHAT I KNOW NOW.”
I “Google’d” this familiar quote . . . hoping to take credit in this column for 

knowing who originated this. No luck. All I (still) know about it is how many 
times I’ve said something like this to myself . . . easily 8,422 times.

If I had known, would I have chosen a more lucrative and less fun career field 
than journalism? I might have a bigger home today, maybe a fancier vehicle. But 
would I have done something different?

Would I have skipped those three years of commercial fishing, or dodged the 
financial bullet of my utterly failed venture in the movie biz? Might I have 
turned away the temptation to move to Boston to drive a taxicab? Or when I 
worked for that sail-making outfit in Portland (at the beginning of the water-
front gentrification), and the Irish owner offered to transfer me to his home 
operation in Ireland? Might I have said “yes”?

I’d have to think long and hard about knowing then what I know now.
Not so difficult when we look back at families, though.
A few days ago, I called my sister Jane who lives in “The County” about two 

miles “up the hill” from where our mother grew up.
It’s a long hill.
About a mile downhill from my grandparents’ home was what used to be a 

“Round House” for the Bangor & Aroostook Railroad, where my grandfather 
worked much of his life.

Yup . . . it is a very long hill.
My call to sister Jane reminded me that she is the easiest, gentlest person 

I’ve ever known.
And every time I talk with Jane I begin to feel as if maybe, just maybe, I’m not 

quite the knucklehead that I see myself as being. That’s how powerful her posi-
tive attitude is. She is one of those rare people who can make a person feel 
better about themselves . . . probably better than they really should . . . espe-
cially when she asks permission to pray briefly at the close of every conversation 
we have.

I regret, just a little it, that my older brother and I often referred to her as 
“Jane the Pain” when we were children. What I realize now is that we teased her 
because she was just better than both of us, and we knew that . . . then.

That said, she really was a pain in the neck . . . but only to those of us who 
were scalawags by nature. Yes, Harry and Susan (and Timmy . . . but that’s 
another story) were actually the “pains” in the family.

If I only knew then what I know now.
Oh, just one more thing:
I’m so sick of this COVID-19 thing. I “Googled,” asking where on earth is there 

no COVID. The response I got said that the Pitcairn Islands are free of the virus, 
among a small group of South Pacific islands. Remember Pitcairn Island? That’s 
where the Mutiny on the Bounty guys went to hide from British authorities. 
Remember?

I executed a quick “Google Maps,” asking how far are those islands from 
Maine. The response was that Google Maps couldn’t tell me. Phooey on that!

I searched further, discovering that, in fact, there are now many cases of 
COVID in the Pitcairn Islands. I’m so glad I didn’t search out a plane ticket 
because if I did, I’d be stuck in the middle of that problem thinking—once 
again—“if I only knew then . . .”             

“I begin to feel as if 
maybe, just maybe, 

I’m not quite the 
knucklehead that I 

see myself as being.”
— Jim Kendrick

A NOTE FROM THE PUBLISHER
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Contrary to popular belief, the official 
title of the highest US military distinction is 
simply the Medal of Honor, not the 
Congressional Medal of Honor [“Honoring 
and Remembering the Service and Sacrifice 
of Many,” November, Maine Seniors Maga-
zine]. The confusion may have arisen 
because the president presents the award 
“in the name of Congress.” There is also a 
Congressional Medal of Honor Society, 
which represents recipients of the Medal of 
Honor, maintains their records, and orga-
nizes reunion events, among other respon-
sibilities. Thanks!          —Bob Small 

YOUR THOUGHTS

FRANK L. QUINN III  
is a voracious reader of 
history and author of 
countless business 
position papers. He is 
married, with a 
daughter and two 
granddaughters.

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.

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.

GARY VENCILL is a 
retired clergy person 
who has been writing 
stories and telling 
stories for 40 years. 
He has written a book 
about biblical storytelling, 
Remember the Word. Gary lives in Prospect 
with his wife Gail, who endures his stories 
but not his puns.

CAREY KISH  
of Mt. Desert Island is 
the author of AMC’s 
Best Day Hikes Along 
the Maine Coast and 
editor of the AMC 
Maine Mountain Guide.

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  
of Damariscotta has 
taught American 
literature and 
English composition 
at the college and 
high school levels. Her 
articles about literary 
education have been published in 
the Washington Post and Baltimore Sun.

EMILY DUNUWILA  
is owner of Empower 
Massage Therapy in 
Scarborough. She 
also teaches work-
shops and creates 
video resources on 
self-massage and body 
awareness.

RON CHASE is author 
of The Great Mars Hill 
Bank Robbery and 
Mountains for 
Mortals—New 
England. He resides in 
Topsham. His latest 
book, The Fifty Finest 
Outdoor Adventures in Maine is scheduled 
to be released in 2021.

Your piece about a mother’s advice and chance meetings resonated with 
me [January, Maine Seniors Magazine] . . . At 67, I’m still learning life’s 
lessons. I’m glad to see that you are highlighting Seniors’ stories, not letting 
them become invisible. So many fascinating lives here in Maine. I was told 
once that I had led an interesting life, and it’s nice to be reminded of it, espe-
cially in these “grumpy” times.    —Terri Ross Jordan

To Ms. Barstow, What a wonderful story you wrote about finding the diaries 
of Mr. Edwin O’Shea. I’m sitting here on Christmas Eve morning listening to 
Advent Hymns with tears running down my cheeks. I can only imagine how 
much joy filled Mr. O’Shea’s heart when you arrived with the diaries. His 
message of Hope and Prayer truly touched my heart. Thank you for including 
this story in December and all you did for this gentleman.           —Kim Adams

ASHLEY MELTON 
STINSON lives in 
mid-coast Maine with 
her husband, dog, and 
two cats. She and her 
husband own and 
operate The Pour Farm 
Brewery in Union. 

BEVERLY MANN 
LESSARD ran a 
childcare center for 27 
years, was a newspaper 
contributor, and 
self-published several 
books of her columns.  
She lives in Lyman.

AVERY HUNT spent 30 
years in New York City 
as an award-winning 
journalist and a 
magazine executive. 
She moved to the coast 
of Maine in 2001, where 
she spent many childhood summers. 
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MAINE HUMOR

I got the wrong trash bags the other day.
Normally, I get your standard kitchen bags, the kind 

with the red drawstrings so you can get them out of 
the damned can when it’s time to take them out to the 
garage for the fat rats and the raccoons to tear apart.

Of course, in the store, with my glasses fogged from 
my plague mask whilst pushing a cart with a broken 
wheel and trying to mentally check off items on the list 
my wife texted me, I somehow brought home the wrong 
ones.

“What are these?!” my 19-year-old son howled one 
night as we were cleaning up the dishes.

We have set him the task of taking out the garbage. 
Seems a fair deal for free rent and food, and he is pretty 
good about it when he comes out of his room once every 
11 days to stare bleary-eyed at the world beyond his 
PlayStation screen.

The bags I got have these four flaps on them, like limp 
plastic flower petals. You are supposed to leave yourself 
enough room to pull these together and tie them off. We 
do not do this. We fill it to the point where the garbage is 
heaped over and pushing at the plastic polymer sides of 
the Walmart standard-issue, black-lidded kitchen trash 
can. Eventually either my wife yells at someone or my son 
emerges from his cave, or on very rare occasions I feel 
magnanimous enough to simply do what needs to be 
done and take it out to the garage.

By the time we’re ready to take it out, the petals are 
expected to stretch over a convex surface roughly the 
size of the city dump, and don’t worry, they are way too 

flimsy to accommodate our stupidity. They rip. Then, if it 
is my son or myself working the problem, the household 
is treated to what I refer to as “colorful vernacular.”

None of this, of course, is my point.
My point is that since this pestilence has overtaken the 

land, many of us have been forced to bring home the 
wrong thing from the store.

We have long gone to Hannaford stores because I used 
to go to them when they were Shop N’ Save stores, and I 
basically know the layout. It’s too late in the game to 
memorize a new grocery store. I am pretty devoted to my 
brand when it comes to most things. It will be Jif peanut 
butter, Canadian white bread, 1 percent store-brand 
milk, 85 percent ground beef, and so on.

However, in a pandemic, for some reason, some things 
simply disappear from the shelves. Also, I noticed during 
the holidays, people wipe out certain things like the 
Knorr vegetable soup mix used to make my favorite dip. 
Has anyone ever actually used it to make soup? They also 
took out all the sugar cookie packages, but I was able to 
deal with that. I know the secret that sugar cookies can 
be made pretty easily from scratch, and further, they are 
much better eaten during the dough phase of their devel-
opment.

However, some things are not so easy. I have been 
forced to go against my nature and bring home name-
brand milk, shampoo that turned out to be intended only 
for corpse hair, bargain-bin honey ham. Part of this has 
been kind of enlightening.

For example, that ham didn’t kill us.

By Daniel Dunkle

The 
WRONG 

Thing
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The Park Danforth has been 
providing quality senior living 
since1881. Situated in the lively 
community of Portland, The Park 
Danforth offers active seniors the 
choices and options they deserve.

Our 24 hour emergency staff 
help to provide peace of mind to 
our residents and to the people 
closest to them. With over 100 
years of experience, we know how 
to provide an environment that is 
both safe and secure.

Our Residents do more than 
live at The Park Danforth; they 
thrive. Our Life Enrichment 
Team, Resident Services and 
Maintenance Crew are dedicated 
to creating the kind of community 
seniors want to live in.

I am a native of Maine going back three 
generations. I retired as an attorney in 

1995 and came to The Park Danforth in 2009 
along with Ellie, my wife of 58 years. Ellie and I 

were originally living in a market rate apartment 
and we couldn’t have been happier. I lost Ellie 

in 2017 and moved to a government subsidized 
apartment at The Park Danforth about a year 
later. One of the appeals of The Park Danforth 
was the ability for me to remain in this lovely 
community with friendly people even though 

my situation had changed. The staff have been 
super attentive, and I have never regretted 

moving to The Park Danforth. My only advise to 
other people considering a move to The 

Park Danforth is……Don’t Wait!

See why The Park and 
Danforth is

The Right Place.
The Right Choice

Ask us about  
reserving your  
apartment now  

for spring!

Whenever I’m out of town, I find 
myself in another, foreign store, 
looking with great suspicion at the 
strange brands and packaging. Jim 
Morrison said, “People are strange 
when you’re a stranger.” I would 
posit the same is true of packaged 
meat. Why do they use a yellow 
foam backing rather than white? 
That’s not quite right. This will likely 
kill me.

But, so far, knock on wood, it 
hasn’t.

My 15-year-old daughter has 
issued death threats over bringing 
home the wrong toilet paper, but 
she’s at a point in her life where all 
offenses are considered capital in 
nature.

The other day there was appar-
ently a run on English muffins. I had 
the option of buying the largest 
package of my brand, containing 
roughly 8,000 muffins, but I had 
done that once before and still 
suffer PTSD from the sight of blue 
mold blooming where my butter 
should go. (Sing that to the tune of 
“Love Grows Where My Rosemary 
Goes.”) Or . . . I could buy weird, big, 
puffy, organic English muffins that 
are, for some reason, the color of 
Mom’s pumpkin cookies. I went with 
the organic and they tasted fine. 
They just looked funny.

It turns out the wrong thing can 
be the right thing. So, if you’re the 
lady ahead of me at the chicken 
display, staring for hours at a time, 
looking for just the right package, 
why don’t you go ahead and hurry 
up. They’re all really the same and 
will result in pretty much the level of 
disappointment you’re used to on 
chicken-and-rice night.

But all bets are off if we’re talking 
about garbage bags. That’s one 
thing you need to get right.

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
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Eugene (Gene) and Christine Beck 

Our Story As told by Christine

When people ask Gene and me how we met, we 
generally smile and lead in with the line “So, a 
blonde walks into a bar . . .” This response 

usually sparks some laughter and intrigue about the punch 
line, but it is where the joke ends, and the story begins. 
Our story goes something like this:

In August of 2012, I was a single mother of three children 
working fulltime night shifts as a registered nurse on a local 
cardiopulmonary unit. I had very little free time on my hands 
with all the responsibilities that I carried as a single mom. 

My youngest son was in high school at the time, and 
though my kids were mostly grown and functioned fairly 
independently, it still concerned me that I would not be 
able pay the rent on time or have enough groceries in the 
refrigerator. To this day, I still have bad dreams that it is 

Christmas morning and I don’t have any presents under 
the tree for the kids. I had a mother’s heart that lent itself 
to worrying more about the well-being of her children 
than herself. But that heart could still feel lonely at times.

One night, a childhood friend reached out to see if I was 
interested in going out to dinner for some “girl time.” I was 
happy, having a few nights off in a row, and eagerly 
accepted the invitation. 

Near the end of dinner, we started trying to decide what 
we were going to do with our time, as the night was young, 
and it was too early to retire. We talked about going back 
to my apartment to sip wine and watch a chick flick but 
ended up agreeing to go out for a drink. My only stipula-
tion was that I wanted to go somewhere decent where the 
atmosphere felt safe and friendly. 

PHOTOS BY BRIAN STURGEON 

WEDDING OFFICIANT/ WEDDING PLANNING:  
LISA STURGEON OF GETTING MARRIED IN MAINE
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That is how we ended up at Nocturnem Draft Haus in 
Bangor, Maine, that August night. Though I felt uneasy and 
awkward in the night-scene setting, my friend and I pulled 
our stools up to the bar. We eventually found ourselves 
talking freely with a young bartender and with the owner 
himself, Gene Beck. 

I never did fully relax that night, so my friend carried most 
of the conversation. But I did enjoy myself and decided that 
I would make it a habit to treat myself to a night out now and 
again. During our evening, one of the staff mentioned the 
live jazz music that was featured at Nocturnem on Tuesday 
nights. I was resolved to return on Tuesday for a beverage 
and music. 

Gene recalls that he generally took Tuesdays off at that 
time in his business career. So, when I returned the following 
Tuesday, as I had previously determined, he was not present. 
I truly did not even notice because I did not return to see him 
but to detach myself momentarily from my immediate 
responsibilities and simply relax. I tucked myself in the 
corner of the room and lost myself in live, local music. It was 
fantastic. 

It has been since told to me, that after I left that night, one 
of the Nocturnem staff called Gene to inform him that “the 
blonde came back.” Gene was apparently so disappointed to 
have missed my return that he firmly informed his staff that 
if I was to stop in again next week, they were to call him 
immediately so he could drop in for a visit. 

As the story goes, I did return. And so did he. 
I had settled myself comfortably on a brown leather couch 

that was set up in the back of the side room at Nocturnem, 
where that night’s local jazz group was playing. I remember 
feeling a presence behind me and when I turned my head, 
Gene was standing there with his hands in his pockets, 
looking towards the musicians. When he glanced at me, I 
smiled and patted the empty cushion next to me and asked 
him if he wanted to join me. 

I must interject here that Gene and I are both somewhat 
introverted, quiet people. We do not socialize or talk freely 
with just anyone. However, that night Gene and I opened up 
to each other with ease. It was not uncomfortable in the 
least, and by the end of the night we found ourselves so 
engrossed in conversation that we did not realize the music 
had stopped, most of the patrons had left, and the staff were 
closing up shop. 

When I stood and walked to the bar to pay my tab, Gene 
followed and asked me “Do you eat?” I replied “yes” and left 
suddenly! 

It is truly hilarious to recall. That incident alone demon-
strates how unpracticed we both were with the whole dating 
experience. Neither one of us were even considering getting 
into a relationship. We had both been involved in long-term 
relationships that had not ended pleasantly and had subse-
quent short-term relationships that left us doubting that 
harmonious relationships were even possible. 

Personally, I was prepared to be the single cat-lady. I had 
decided in my mind that I would rather be alone than in an 
unhappy relationship. The prospects of remaining single did 
not scare me.

Molly
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But after much thought and contemplation, I decided that 
I had to get my contact information to Gene just in case his 
inquiry “Do you eat?” was his attempt at asking me out on a 
date. I am so glad that I did because Gene did take my 
number and invite me out for dinner, and we have been 
together ever since. 

It has been eight years since Gene and I first met. We have 

had our ups and downs, as does any couple whose lives are 
knit together with stresses and responsibilities. But what we 
have is a beautiful thing—one that I cherish and would not 
trade for anything. 

Gene has become my best friend and life companion. I 
have learned to trust him, which believe me took many years. 
We both had protective walls that did not come down easily, 
and we were determined not to lose our individuality in our 
relationship. We often repeated to each other that we didn’t 
“need” each other, but we enjoyed each other’s companion-
ship. It was a process that took much patience and under-
standing.

Three years into our relationship, in August of 2015, Gene 
and I had a commitment ceremony with just our children (all 
seven of them) and their significant others in attendance. 
Gene’s sister stood by my side and a young man whom Gene 
had mentored through his teen years stood as his best man. 

It was a lovely ceremony that reflected our love for each 
other, but later I would reflect that it also showed that I was 
holding back to a degree. I still had some mistrust to over-
come. I also had a strong desire to prove myself as a strong, 
independent woman who did not need someone to take care 
of me. If push came to shove, I could and would make it on 
my own.

Therefore, when Gene proposed to me in 2019, I initially 
accepted, then declined. It was a low point in our relation-
ship. We experienced hurt and uncertainty. The depth and 
strength of our love was tested. 

I took the opportunity to seek counseling, which was a big 
step in my healing process. It became clear to me, over time, 
that I would not be able to completely trust Gene with my 
heart if I did not take the time to heal some old wounds. 
Through that process, I was reminded that Gene was not the 
cause of my past pain, but rather he was the one secure 
anchor in my life that I could hold on to during the uncertain-
ties of life. 

This truth became more evident to me over time, and 
then, while riding the stormy waves of 2020, I knew in my 
heart that I wanted to unite myself fully with Gene through 
good and bad, through thick and thin, through the beautiful 
and the ugly. 

This man, who is now my husband, proved to me in 
multiple ways that he is strong and steady to the core. He is 
caring, loving, and honest, which are rare attributes. Though 
it took time and effort, Gene and I finally joined our lives 
together in marriage this past fall. 

 And now I am proudly referred to as Mrs. Beck. Forever 
and always.                    
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CapeArundelCottages.com

New England’s most beautifully designed seasonal cottage community, 
minutes from Kennebunkport and the southern Maine coast.

• 300 wooded acres, including a 68-acre preserve
• Several spacious cottage designs ranging from 950 to 1350 sq. ft.
• A pool, fire pits, waterfall, and a 6,000 sq. ft. community center and clubhouse 
• Hiking and biking trails (we’re right next to the 62-mile Eastern Trail)
• A poolside fire bar
• Prices start at $249,000 to $350,000+

1976 Portland Road, Arundel, ME 04046     (207) 467-7000    

GOLD

AWARD

Social 
Distancing Tours

available. 
Call today! 

Your key to the
good life.
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Milby stopped for a red light directly behind a 
beat-up old pickup. The Dodge’s headlights 
revealed that sitting next to the driver, as close as 

one can possibly sit to another, was a 
beauty with long, blond 
tresses. Wes Milby was my 
best friend at the University of 
Nebraska. He had a green, 
yellow, and white 1955 Dodge. 
It looked like a May Basket on 
wheels, the sort of car a young 
man might expect young women 
to gather round to admire. They 
didn’t. We were driving back from 
city campus, lamenting as usual 
the woeful estate of our romantic 
endeavors, when we stopped behind the pickup. 

We followed that pickup for several miles specu-
lating about what that guy could possibly have to offer 
women that we did not. Why would a beautiful woman date 
a guy with a beat-up old pickup? What was the matter with 
us anyway? Just before we reached Ag campus, the pickup 
driver stuck his arm out the window to signal a left turn and 
then stopped for oncoming traffic. When he did, “the 

gorgeous blond” turned her head. Illuminated by the head-
lights of oncoming cars, as well as by Milby’s headlights, we 
saw her face in full profile. She was an Afghan Hound. 

Milby and I were Charlie Browns, always waiting and 
hoping for a Valentine from “the little, red-haired girl.” My 
second year at Garrett Theological Seminary in Evanston, 
Illinois, Milby came for his first year, and we roomed 
together. Milby returned from registering for classes all 
excited. He reported that there were beautiful, identical, 

redheaded twins in his incoming class. We 
should get a date with them, 
he thought, but he did not 
know their names. I said we 
could easily find their names by 
consulting the list of incoming 
students. Obviously, they would 
be the only women with the 
same last name.  

Where would we take them? I suggested taking them to 
a meeting with a Puerto Rican street gang at the Isham 
YMCA. I was employed there as the gang’s counselor. The 
“Y” was located in Old Town, Chicago’s Greenwich Village. 
Garrett women, I told Milby, with little evidence to be sure, 
always fell for that ploy. And it was a cheap date. We could 

“The Little, Red-haired Girl”
By Gary R. Vencill

Gary R. Vencill and his “little, red-haired girl,” his wife, Gail. She made the Valentines below for Gary.
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Love Maine? Avalon Village

Quintessentially Maine

sweeten the proposal by offering to take 
them, after the meeting, to The Chances 
R, one of the pubs in Old Town. 

We phoned them. They said “yes.” 
Now Milby began his instructions: We 
would take his nice Dodge and not my 
Rambler. I was not to set off on any wild-
haired philosophical speculations or 
political rants. I was to can my cuss 
words. We picked them up as they were 
getting off work. Did I mention that 
Milby was very fastidious about his car? 
No one had ever smoked in it. The 
women jumped in and immediately 
lighted up cigarettes. Milby said nothing. 
Then they began a conversation in a ripe 
theological language liberally embel-
lished with cuss words. But he had been 
right about this much: they were beau-
tiful. 

They had not had supper. We took 
them to Moody’s Pub the Second. The 
place was called Moody’s Pub the Second 
as a dig at the Moody Bible Institute 
which was also in Old Town. The women 
ordered burgers—and beer! Milby, I had 
reason to suspect, was scandalized. But 
he said nothing. I had two concerns: 
Were we going to be late to the meeting? 
And did I have enough money to cover 
what my date had ordered for supper 
and any expenses to come later at The 
Chances R? 

After the meeting, we took them to 
The Chances R as promised. I was now 
seriously concerned about money 
because the chances were that I did not 
have enough money to cover our tab. 
The pub was dark, and the waiter seated 
us in a particularly dark corner. The 
twins ordered liquor, so he asked to see 
their IDs. He took the IDs off to look at 
them in the light. He returned to say 
that their IDs had to be fakes because 
they were California drivers’ licenses 
with the same birth date for both 
women. Milby and I could have gallantly 

pointed out that this is not unheard 
of in the case of identical twins. But 
we said nothing. We left and took 
them home, and glad to be shed of 
them we were. Had they been served 
their liquor, later consultation 
confirmed, we could not have paid 
for it. And so, in seminary we 
continued to collaborate in the same 
calamitous social life we had so 
enjoyed in college. 

My life has been, at least in this 
respect, more fortunate than has 
Milby’s. He married a blonde. But I 
did, after some years to be sure, 
receive a Valentine, the first of many, 
from “the little, red-haired girl.” That 
“little, red-haired girl” is my wife 
Gail. And she makes the cards 
herself. 

(With apologies to Charles Schultz 
and Charlie Brown.)        



16    •    MAINE SENIORS

When I announced a Penobscot Paddle and 
Chowder Society mountain hike on either 
Mount Chocorua or South Moat Mountain 

in New Hampshire, my friends Shweta and Ryan 
Galway immediately agreed to join me. Frequent 
outdoor companions (and young enough to be my 
daughter and son), these two are testament to the 
fact that not all my friends are old geezers like me. An 
added benefit of having young people around: they 
often look out for me. Rapidly faltering, I’ll take any 
help I can get. Unknown to me, the hike was on a 
special day for them.

Since the weather forecast was a good one, the initial 
plan was Chocorua, a longer, more spectacular hike. 
The night before, the prognostication suffered a 
reversal, with snow showers predicted. Evaluating our 
options, we considered canceling the trip, but the 
consensus was to go instead to South Moat, a shorter, 
lower elevation trek. 

Located a short distance southwest of North Conway, 
the 2,749-foot open summit overlooks Mount Wash-
ington Valley and offers exceptional views of the 
surrounding White Mountains. With over 2,000 feet of 
elevation gains, the 5.5 mile round-trip outing is one of 
my favorites, and it is included in my mountain guide-
book, Mountains for Mortals—New England. The 
guidebook features the 30 most scenic mountain hikes 
in New England. South Moat certainly qualifies. 

It was snowing when we met at the Passaconaway 
Road trailhead, a little west of Conway. The presence of 
several cars in the parking lot seemed to validate our 
otherwise-dubious decision to hike. Because South 
Moat is situated in White Mountain National Forest, a 
parking fee or a National Park Pass is required. I have a 
senior park pass, a benefit of old age, which I acquired 
for a pittance and which is good for the remainder of 
my life. I’ve been paying federal taxes for almost 60 
years and was conscripted into the Army at age 19, so 

SENIORS NOT ACTING THEIR AGE

A Special Day on 
Stormy South Moat Mountain

Story and Photos by Ron Chase

Freeport residents Shweta and Ryan Galway make their way through the blanket of snow covering the summit of South Moat Mountain.
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this arrangement seems a reasonable 
exchange.

Despite steady light snow, the lower 
elevation trail conditions were good. 
Wet fallen leaves cluttered much of 
the trail while we were proceeding in a 
mixed deciduous and conifer forest. 
Initially advancing through a narrow 
hilly section, the path then widened 
and rose gradually. After it declined to 
cross a tiny freshet, we climbed more 
steadily to a remarkably durable 
wooden bridge spanning Dry Brook. 
That’s when I learned my friends were 
observing their 20th wedding anniver-
sary. Multiple photos of the handsome 
happy couple were taken at the scenic 
location. 

 At 1.5 miles, the trail turned 
abruptly left and steepened. Falling 
snow persisted while we maneuvered 
precipitous ledges. As we negotiated 
one particularly confusing escarp-
ment, two descending older hikers 
informed us slippery conditions had 
turned them back below the summit. 
Since they were skeptically perusing 
me, I reassured them I’d be safe with 
my young friends.

 Soon after, we encountered a 
series of long sloping ledges. On a 
clear day, this vantage point provides 
exceptional views southwest. Not on 
that stormy occasion. Carefully 
following cairns and sporadic yellow 
blazes in sparse stunted vegetation, 
we guardedly traversed the wet, slip-
pery ledges.

 Once we emerged above tree line, 
a patchy blanket of snow covered the 
rugged terrain. Scrambling over and 
around large boulders and slick 
oblique ledges in thick clouds on the 
southern shoulder of the mountain, 
Team Stormy arrived at the summit. 
Instead of the usual panoramic vistas, 
visibility was limited to about one 

hundred feet. Regardless, the moun-
taintop enveloped in clouds had a 
unique funereal allure. 

 Completing an exploration of the 
murky summit area, we began our 
descent, encountering two more 
intrepid hikers who passed us in the 
boulder garden just below the top. 
Cautiously navigating down treach-
erous ledges, we caught a momentary 
view of nearby Eagle Ledge which 
materialized. Swirling clouds quickly 
eclipsed the welcomed scene.

An area sheltered from the snow, 
under a thick canopy of conifer trees, 
made a good lunch site. My reward 
for organizing the tempestuous 
excursion was a package of delicious 
Swiss Chocolate Rolls. The snow 
continued unrelentingly. Just before 
we reached the parking area, snow 
turned to light rain.

The lack of views and inclement 
weather notwithstanding, all of us 
agreed our trek had been an exhila-
rating escapade. Having enjoyed their 

first ascent of South Moat, my 
companions resolved to return on a 
clear day. Had we known the actual 
conditions in advance, would we have 
chosen to hike? It’s doubtful. 

But in one way—a metaphorical 
way—the hike was perfect.  It allowed 
me to reflect on how in a marriage, 
not all paths are smooth, not all vistas 
clear.  Rough stretches and stormy 
weather are inevitable, part of a 
journey taken for better or for worse.  
Cheerful and supportive of one 
another throughout our arduous 
excursion, my young friends epito-
mized the benefits of a warm and 
caring relationship.  Working together, 
the hard or tricky passages can be 
navigated, becoming a shared chal-
lenge, an adventure, and soon a 
valued memory.

Ryan and Shweta remained in the 
North Conway area to continue cele-
brating their special day. I returned 
home to find the weather had been 
partly sunny in Topsham.  

Shweta and Ryan stop at Dry Brook Bridge on South Moat Mountain.
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When my father died in 2013 after 51 years of 
marriage to my mother, I knew that my mother 
would eventually find her footing again. What I 

did not expect was that she would fall in love and that it 
would be the same giddy, joyful passion that Hollywood 
thinks belongs only to the young.

Lyn and Hans’ story begins with a car accident. 
Lyn was living in an independent community for older 

adults, driving herself and occasionally, her friends, to 
their various activities in my father’s old Subaru 
Forester. Sometimes, she would complain 
that the car would do “strange” things. 
My brothers and I were never sure 
whether it was the car or her 
driving, and gently encouraged 
her to take the bus instead. 
None of us lived near enough 
to help her get around. One 
brother lived on the oppo-
site side of Seattle from 
Lyn’s apartment; the rest of 
us lived in Maine and Cali-
fornia.

But some of Lyn’s activities, 
including going to church and 
participating in a women’s 
organization, required a car. So, 
on this particular morning, she 
was driving a friend to a meeting, 
when Lyn accelerated instead of 
braking, and her car was struck by another 
vehicle. Although she was not 
injured, her friend lost her hearing 
when the airbags deployed, and Lyn 
realized then that she no longer had the confidence to 
drive and gave it up that day.

This decision left her without transportation to the 
Episcopal church she attended, and so she called her 
priest, Kate, and asked if there was anyone in her parish 
who could give her a ride.

Kate sent Hans.

Hans lived with his daughter just a few blocks from 
Lyn’s apartment, so it was a simple thing for him to swing 
by and pick her up each Sunday morning.

The first morning, Lyn called me in Maine to tell me 
that she had met “a nice German gentleman” who was 
gentle and kind and willing to drive her anytime she 
needed a ride. Over the ensuing weeks, she revealed more 
of his story. He had immigrated from Germany as a 
16-year-old in the early 1950s. He had enjoyed a career 

as a college professor and now bought and sold 
antique watches. 

And he was married to a woman 
named Joan, who lived in a home for 

people with dementia.
Even across the miles, I could 

hear the delight in my mother’s 
voice and almost see the stars in 
her eyes as she spoke of him, 
and so I found myself giving 
her the advice she had given 
me as a teenager four decades 
earlier, when I was interested 
in someone she deemed inap-
propriate. Guard your heart. 

He’s not free. It’s best not to 
think of him as anything other 

than a friend. Can you get a ride 
with anyone else?
My two youngest brothers and I 

exchanged a flurry of worried text 
messages. What if Hans was a Nazi? He’s 

about the right age! Mom can’t 
date a Nazi! He’s using her. He’s 
lonely and wants a companion. 

She shouldn’t be dating a married man.
In October 2019, Hans and my mom came to visit us in 

Maine. Hans needs to stay in the downstairs guest room, 
she told me. I’ll stay upstairs. One night after dinner at my 
daughter Abigail’s house in Brunswick, Abigail confided, 
Mom, I really didn’t want to hear about Nana and Hans’ 
first kiss! They shouldn’t be dating anyway.

A Love Story
By Ashley Melton Stinson

The happy couple at their wedding. 
Here’s to them both!
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In March 2020, the COVID-19 pandemic struck my 
mother’s apartment building, and the management 
imposed a lockdown. No one was supposed to leave the 
building, and if they did, they’d have to quarantine in 
their apartment for two weeks. Within days, the city of 
Seattle ordered residents to stay at home.

Hans’ daughter Christa immediately invited my mom 
to come and stay with her and Hans so that she’d be able 
to see Hans in spite of the lockdown. I’ll be staying in 
their spare room on the lower level, my mother assured 
us. Hans is upstairs on the main floor. Lyn packed a suit-
case and left her apartment, uncertain of when she’d 
return.

Christa’s partner Scott, who was dying of bone cancer, 
also lived with the family. As the pandemic raged and the 
lockdown dragged on, their lives increasingly became 
intertwined. They took turns caring for Scott, bringing 
his meals, and making sure he had companionship and 
adequate pain relief. Lyn, an avid gardener, began 
planting flowers in Christa’s backyard. Prior to the lock-
down, they had been visiting Joan almost daily in her 
nursing home, my mother rubbing her feet as Hans read 
to her, but now their visits took place through the 
window. On Sundays, they went to “parking lot church,” 
where Kate, their priest, stood and delivered a homily 
while the parishioners sat in their cars.

Both Scott’s and Joan’s conditions worsened. Scott’s 
mother arrived and joined their household to care for 
him. Christa sent me a picture of her mother, looking frail 
in her hospital bed, that she had taken through the 
nursing home window at their Mother’s Day visit.

And I began to understand how this unexpected 
romance could come to be. My mother, who had navi-
gated 51 years of marriage to a conflicted man who 
verbally abused her and physically abused his children, 
was experiencing kindness and peace in a partnership 
for the first time. Hans’ wife Joan suffered from bipolar 
disorder and would periodically leave with another man. 
Hans stayed because he knew she needed care when her 
medications failed or when she failed to take them. Both 
Hans and Lyn knew how to navigate rough waters.

Scott died in July, the day Hans turned 85.  He waited 
until after we had finished Dad’s birthday dinner, Christa 
told me later. But he took the microwave with him. It 
stopped working right after he died.

Top: Lyn with her cane, decorated by grandchildren Lexi and Josh. 
Bottom: Lyn and Hans tending to a garden.
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Less than a month later, Hans received a call from the 
nursing home where Joan lived. She had developed a cough 
and was having difficulty breathing. They sent her to the 
hospital. Hans drove there right away. A few hours later, Joan, 
too, was gone.

In early September, Hans and Lyn decided to get married. 
None of us were surprised. At “parking lot church” that 
Sunday, they asked Kate to officiate at their wedding. Kate was 
giddy with delight, as this would be her only wedding in 2020. 
She shouted her congratulations through her mask and then 
announced the news to the rest of the parishioners, who 
honked their horns and flashed their headlights.

My brothers and I texted one another. Do we call Hans our 
stepfather? He didn’t raise us. How about just calling him 
‘Mom’s spouse?’  Christa decided to refer to Lyn as her “bonus” 
mom.

My mother asked me to write a poem for Christa to read at 
the ceremony.  My son-in-law, a composer married to Abigail, 
offered to record Abigail singing a piece he had written. Since 
only 10 people would be allowed in the church, I asked my 
brother Dave to set up a livestream so that we could watch the 
wedding in Maine. We sent the link to friends and family.

Over the next few weeks, Lyn called me to discuss her outfit 

and her flowers, as well as to ask how she could convince Hans 
that he needed to get rid of half of his stuff, since it would not 
fit into the new apartment they had chosen. I reminded her, as 
she had once reminded me, that they would both have to give 
up some things.

After the rehearsal, my brother Dave called me. Mom 
looked up from signing the marriage license and asked me 
what her new name was supposed to be, he said in disbelief. 
Shouldn’t she have figured this out already?  I texted my 
mother. You get to decide what you want to be called, I told her. 
You have a choice now.

On December 5, 2020, my family and I sat in our living 
room in Union, Maine, and watched on our television as Lyn 
and Hans said their wedding vows through their masks. My 
brother Dave and his family attended in person, and Dave 
held her arm as he walked her down the aisle. Lyn’s youngest 
grandchildren, Lexi and Josh, had decorated her cane with 
Christmas lights. Christa, remembering her own recent losses, 
read my poem about late-in-life love. Hans’ son Paul gave a 
blessing. Abigail’s clear soprano set to her husband John’s 
composition rang out as they recessed down the aisle.

Lyn Melton-Dahlke and Hans Dahlke just might live happily 
ever after.

Love on the Rocks celebrates Mount Desert Island in its golden 
age—the late nineteenth century—when it was a summer playground 
for wealthy out-of-staters, a place for the rich to meet their future 
husbands and wives.

This era in Maine history spawned a new genre of  ction that 
was commonly known as “The Bar Harbor Novels,” romance stories 
about the rich falling in and out of love during their summer sojourns.

After Newport, Rhode Island, the Bar Harbor region was the 
resort of choice for wealthy eastern Americans until the great  re of 
1947 destroyed many homes and forested areas. The area dominated 
tourists’ itineraries when the population of the town and the island 
swelled each summer. The impact of the 1947  res is still detectable 
in the Park.

Dramatic and romantic, these short novels helped intensify the 
area’s popularity. Love on the Rocks includes selections by authors 
such as Jane Goodwin Austin, Constance Cary Harrison, F. Marion 
Crawford, journalist Ervin Wardman, and Boston businessman and 
amateur poet and hymn writer, Edward A. Church.

Love on the Rocks
Stories of Rusticators and Romance

on Mount Desert Island
by John and Kathryn Muether

$15.95We tell stories.  |  www.islandportpress.com
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Erin,
will you 

marry me?

- Sam
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Wyman’s is as much a part of Maine as the wild 
blueberries it sells.

Those of us who live or grew up in Maine 
know there’s a reason that wild blueber-
ries are the official state fruit. These tiny 
berries really pack the punch not only 
when it comes to flavor but also when it 
comes to health benefits. They have twice 
as much antioxidants as cultivated blue-
berries. 

Jasper Wyman and Son, also known as 
Wyman’s, is headquartered in the rural 
community of Milbridge. It is one of the 
oldest blueberry companies in the state. 
The company was founded in 1874 by 
Jasper Wyman and was originally a sardine 
cannery. Jasper switched over to blueber-
ries about 25 years later, realizing that it 
was a better move economically to focus 
on wild blueberries, a unique local crop 
that has proven to be popular beyond the state of Maine. 

This move to pivot the business speaks to the resiliency 
of this company, which is still owned by the same family, 

now in the fourth generation, said Colleen Craig, brand 
manager for Wyman’s. 

April Norton, Wyman’s human resources director, 
agrees. “We’ve always had this very 
progressive focus. It’s not just about today, 
it’s also about tomorrow. The leaders are 
always looking ahead,” she said. 

It’s an interesting juxtaposition, this 
family business in Down East Maine that’s 
a national contender in the fruit industry. 

“We’re headquartered in the same town 
we were founded,” said Colleen. “In August 
we surpassed our largest competitor in the 
retail channel, Dole, to become the 
number one brand of frozen fruit in the 
country.”

Wild blueberries are native primarily to 
northern New England and Canada, where 
they thrive in glacial soils. Wyman’s 
harvests berries from the thousands of 

acres it owns, and also sources them through grower part-
ners—some of whom are farm families the company has 
worked with for generations. 

A LONGTIME PART OF MAINE

By Liz Gotthelf

IT STARTED IN MAINE!
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The berries from Wyman’s and its 
partners grow wild in fields called the 
barrens. The plants were not put 
there by people.

“They were planted by mother 
nature thousands of years ago,” said 
Colleen. 

Wild berries have a two-year cycle 
and are harvested every other year. 

Because of their wild nature, a 
field of wild blueberry plants will 
have numerous genetically distinct 
plants, resulting in a range of shapes, 
colors, and sizes. 

Though cultivated blueberries are 
bigger and more uniform looking, 
they are bloated and watery 
compared to the more flavorful wild 
blueberry, said Colleen and April, 
who, no surprise, are huge fans of the 
fruit. Colleen enjoys wild blueberries 
with granola for a quick breakfast, 
and April likes eating the berries with 
oatmeal.

Wild blueberries are ideal in 
pastries because you’re going to get 
more berries per bite and more flavor. 

These traits make them highly 
sought-after by pastry chefs and 
bakers. Open up a package of Betty 
Crocker wild blueberry muffin mix, 
and you’ll find a can of Wyman’s wild 
blueberries. Bite into a blueberry 
muffin from Starbucks, and you’ll get 
a mouthful of Wyman’s berries.

Wild blueberries, because of their 
delicate skin, are difficult to ship over 
long distances fresh, and Wyman’s 
berries are frozen within 24 hours of 
harvesting.

Wyman’s is involved in every step 
of the blueberry business from start 
to finish, including harvesting the 
berries from the barrens, processing 
them in the company’s manufac-
turing facility, and marketing the 
products to a bigger audience.

WILD BLUEBERRY BANANA 
BREAD MUFFINS

INGREDIENTS:

• 3 bananas (ripe is best)

• 1/4 cup maple syrup

• 1/4 cup sugar

• 1 tsp vanilla extract

• 1/2 cup milk of choice

• 2 cups flour

DIRECTIONS:

Preheat the oven to 350 degrees F and line muffin tin. Mash 
bananas with a fork and mix in the wet ingredients – milk, maple 
syrup, sugar, and vanilla extract. In another bowl, combine and 
mix the dry ingredients – flour, salt, baking powder, and baking 
soda.

Add the wet ingredients to the dry ingredients, fold together, and 
then stir-in the thawed wild blueberries very gently (another 
option is to simply top the uncooked muffins with wild blues!)

Pour the batter evenly into the muffin cups and bake in the oven 
for 35-40 minutes or until middle is cooked through. Remove 
from the oven and let cool before serving.

You can find this recipe and others on Wyman’s website:  
Wymans.com.

• 1/2 tsp salt

• 1 tsp baking powder

• 1/2 tsp baking soda

• 1 cup Wyman’s Wild Blueberries

• Chopped nuts as topper 
(optional)
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“You see your efforts come to full fruition—sorry for the 
pun” said Colleen.

Though Wyman’s signature product is the Wild Maine 
blueberry, it has broadened its product base over the years. 
The company now has 20 items that it sells in grocery 
stores throughout the country. In addition to frozen blue-
berries, they also sell other frozen fruits like strawberries 
and raspberries. The company hand-picks the fruit 
producers it partners with, to assure customers are getting 
a good product.

“We don’t work with anyone who doesn’t match our 
quality standards,” said 
April.

The company, striving 
to create a product that 
tasted good and was 
healthy and convenient, 
launched Just Fruit in 
2019. Just Fruit is a grab-
and-go frozen snack—
single-serving cups of 
frozen berries or tiny 
pieces of “just fruit” 

mixed in with tiny bite size pieces of frozen yogurt. The 
dairy-free version has bananas. 

In addition to producing and selling fruit, Wyman’s is 
passionate about people eating more fruit as part of a 
healthy lifestyle. To help encourage people to eat more 
fruit, including wild blueberries, there is a wide range of 
recipes on www.wymans.com, including kid-friendly snacks 
and desserts, smoothies, and savory entrees. 

“We’re deeply rooted in Down East Maine,” said Colleen, 
this time not apologizing for the pun.

The company is a major employer for the rural area, 
employing about 185 people full-time. Through partner-
ships with the community college system, it provides 
opportunities for workers to advance their education and 
give them the skills needed to stay in a career that will allow 
them to buy their first home and support their family, said 
April.

Wyman’s also provides an annual scholarship to high 
school seniors and supports numerous local non-profits. 

The company has become a leader in bee preservation 
and also strives to protect natural resources into the future. 

“We have to be good stewards of our land, or we don’t 
have a good crop,” said April.     
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     Maine’s 
Winter Carnivals By Glenn Parkinson

“I, William the Conqueror of Ice and Snow, the King of the Augusta Winter Carnival for 1923, 
defender of all Winter Sports, do proclaim, that the Keeper of the Snows and the Winds grant my 
subjects clement weather and fair skies for their holiday.”

With those words, printed in full page ads in several Maine newspapers, William Gannett opened the 
Augusta Winter Carnival. He went on to say that the events of the weekend, “will be recorded in moving 
film, which will picture the merry making.”

Winters in Maine are long, and people look for a way to get outside and celebrate. After the first 
Augusta Winter Carnival in 1922, Gannett traveled to Switzerland to learn more about how carnivals 
were run. He wanted people to enjoy winter and to enjoy Augusta. And he wanted to have some fun. 

Gannett offered his estate, Ganneston Park, for the Carnival. For years he had wanted to build a wind-
mill, and the Carnival gave him the opportunity. He combined the new windmill with a ski jump. On 
February 11, 1923, the Portland Press Herald wrote, “The two projects combined produced a building 
of a most novel design and architecture. Thousands from all over the State have journeyed to see this 
famous ski jump windmill.”

Cities and towns across Maine hosted elaborate Winter Carnivals, held over several days. 
Most of the Carnivals had a Ball over which the King and Queen of the carnival 
presided. In his 1923 Proclamation Gannett stated, “It is ordained that after you 
have surfeited yourself with outdoor pleasures that you will repair, if you be 
so minded, to our local hostelry to dine and dance right merrilie.” 

In the 1920s, Winter Carnivals brought technological advances such 
as a “moving film” to Mainers. In the 1924 Winter Carnival in Port-
land, people were invited to skate on the pond in Deering Oaks, 
“underneath the electric lights.” At that time moving pictures and 
electric lights were not common and were exciting to most people. 
The Rumford Winter Carnivals also offered ice skating under the 
lights on “Maine’s Finest Open Air Skating Arena.” 

26
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William Gannett, King of the Augusta Winter Carnival, 1923. 
PHOTO COURTESY COLLECTIONS OF MAINE HISTORICAL SOCIETY, 
COLLECTION NUMBER 27721

“I. . .grant my  
subjects clement 
weather and fair 

skies for their 
holiday.”

27



28    •    MAINE SENIORS

In 1924 the Portland carnival featured sled dogs that 
had been to the Arctic. Exploration of the Arctic was 
avidly followed by the papers and the explorers, and their 
dogs were stars. The Queen of the Carnival, Miss Winona, 
was taken by dog sled to shop in downtown Portland, and 
people were invited to the shops to see the Queen and 
her sled dogs. The Portland Press Herald invited people 
to look for, “Her Arctic limousine with its wealth of fur 
robes standing in front of a Congress Street store, 
evidence that the First Lady of the Realm is inside doing 
her carnival shopping.”

The Chisholm Ski Club in Rumford organized one of 
Maine’s biggest and longest lasting carnivals. While it was 
an important goal of the Carnivals to 

bring people to town, it was also a way to show the fun 
and importance of simply being outdoors in the winter. 
The Chisholm Ski Club wrote in 1927, “The ideal of the 
Club is that every child shall be taught to love to play in 
the great outdoors, and to enjoy the fruits of health-
giving recreation in the crisp, clear air and sunshine of 
this, our Grand old State of Maine.” 

Snow trains brought people from around the state to 
the Carnivals in Portland, Rumford, and Augusta. There, 
people could ice skate, watch the competitions, or ride in 
dog sleds pulled by the famous arctic dogs. Outdoor 
activities for all were available and encouraged. Compe-
titions included snowshoe obstacle course races, a three-

legged potato sack race, and running 
races for the kids.

For the Carnivals, the ski jumpers 
were the big draw. In 1924, the Port-
land Press Herald wrote, “When a 
crowd of over 5,000 people gather in 
one locality to witness an event, 
something must be going on. That’s 
how it was at the Western Prome-
nade when ski jumpers of interna-
tional fame lifted howling masses of 
humans into the heights of excite-
ment and ecstasy. Shooting down 
the smooth takeoff like rockets, the 
daring jumpers shot into space far 
above the heads of the spectators 
who lined the bottom of the slope 
just off St. John Street and ended 
their wild flight.”

The Rumford Carnival also 
brought in “Daredevil Johnny 
Thorne.” In 1926, Daredevil 
Johnny went off the ski jump on a 
toboggan, and then he jumped 
through a flaming hoop of fire. 
Another year, he did a somer-
sault off the jump.

A popular Carnival athlete 
was Miss Margaret Towne, 
featured in the Winter Carnivals 
in Portland, Augusta, and 
Rumford. In ads for the Augusta 
Carnival she was the only 
athlete who was mentioned by 
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name. In 1924 the Portland Press Herald wrote, “Miss 
Margaret Towne, a winsome lass of 15, clad in an all-white 
sport suit electrified the crowd thrice with excellent jumps 
off the high runway. Remembering her from the previous 
year people cheered her with vim as she sailed on her 
swift flight through space.” Being female, she jumped as 
an exhibition, not as part of the competition. 

The business community in each town helped support 
the Carnivals. The 1927 Rumford Winter Carnival 
program book was 85 pages long, mostly ads from local 
businesses. The Rumford Garage ad said, “The Home of 
The Ford Car. Runabout $360, Coupe $485. Place your 
order today, telephone 50.”

In the 1927 program book Winslow and Company ran 
a headline, “Sell Maine To The World.” Beyond just 
bringing attention to their communities, the organizers of 
the Carnivals wanted to draw much wider attention.  
Gannett finished his proclamation by writing, “Therefore, 
in exercise of the power invested in me, and in order that 
the nations of the world may know that Maine’s Kingdom 
of Ice and Snow can outdo Switzerland as a setting for 
Winter Sports, I make this proclamation.”

The Great Depression brought a stop to the Carnivals, 
but in the late 1930s they came back. The big Carnivals 
moved from southern Maine, north to Aroostook County. 
Showing the emergence of skiing as we think of it today, 
the events shifted from a focus on jumping to cross 
country and some downhill events. In 1937 Fort Fairfield 
held a race that was a precursor to today’s Alpine races. 
As in the 1920s, snow trains traveled to the Carnivals 
bringing people from far and wide to enjoy Maine winters.

Maine’s “Kingdom of Ice and Snow,” was once again an 
ideal setting for “Winter Sports.”

The Maine Ski and Snowboard Museum in Kingfield 
invites you to visit. For more information, please go to: 
www.maineskiandsnowboardmuseum.org.              

Snow trains brought people 
from around the state to the 
Carnivals in Portland, 
Rumford, and Augusta.
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Caroline Janover wasn’t expecting to move to Maine 
when her 90-year-old father asked her to investi-
gate a house being built down the street from his 

home in Damariscotta. She and her husband, Andrew, 
were perfectly happy in Ridgewood, New Jersey, where 
they had lived for the past 30 years and raised their two 
sons. 

To oblige Caroline’s father and satisfy the curiosity he 
piqued, she and Andrew headed over to Elm Street and 
down to Lewis Point. When they walked in the door of the 
single-family Cape-style house, the next stage of their life 
knocked on their door. With the Damariscotta River out 
back and Main Street a mere five-minute walk, they prac-
tically said together, “It’s perfect.” In June 2004, to their 
surprise, they found themselves the newest residents in 
the neighborhood.

With one caveat. The private school in Manhattan 
where Caroline was working as an educational consultant 
wasn’t ready to give her up. A learning specialist, Caroline 
supported parents and helped teachers modify the curric-
ulum for students with learning differences. 

Before the phrase “No student left behind” became an 
educational rallying cry, Caroline devoted herself to 
students, kindergarten through grade eight, impacted by 
ADHD, dyslexia, autism, and giftedness. During her 
summers, she authored young adult novels starring 
protagonists just like them. In Caroline’s books, they are 
the heroes and heroines. All of those young adult novels 
remain in print to day.

Husband Andrew proposed a solution. They would 
spend three weeks in Damariscotta and one in New York 

City. Andrew would take the wheel for the 8-hour drive—
the rare New Yorker, raised on taxis, who loved to drive. 
And Caroline would continue to help students like the one 
she was as a child. A second grader diagnosed with 
dyslexia.

“Challenges,” Caroline told me, “can be a gift. They 
make you stronger. When you survive, you learn you can 
survive. That gives you the courage to persevere.”

“Steadiness” and “composure,” not “challenge” or 
“struggle,” are the words that come to mind when you 
meet Caroline. She has long silver hair threaded in braids, 
bright red spectacles overtaking her eyes, and a funky blue 
sweater falling over her blue jeans. At age 77, she exudes 
individuality and quiet strength. However, when you talk 
to her about her life before and after her relocation to 
mid-Coast, she wears the word challenge openly, hoping 
others will learn from her and with her.

She announced: “When you’ve had three fathers, two 
mothers, and eleven brothers and sisters, you learn how 
to be adaptable.”  While I’m doing mental math trying to 
climb her family tree, she’s explaining that when she was 
six, her father fell in love with her mother’s best friend. 
He left her mother and their four young children. After-
wards, Caroline saw her dad two weeks each summer, 
visiting him on Harbor Island, five miles out to sea in 
Muscongus Bay.

While those summers sewed deep ties to her father and 
to Maine, they didn’t necessarily smooth the challenges 
that came with family disruption. As the eldest child, Caro-
line early on assumed responsibility for family duties. The 
50 cents an hour she earned to babysit and to do the 

THE LADIES 
  of Lewis Point

CAROLINE JANOVER, LEARNING DISABILITIES SPECIALIST, NOVELIST, EDUCATOR— 
ON REVISING THE MIDLIFE PLAYBOOK

Story by Nancy Schnog  |  Photos by Heather Greene

PART 2

This series reflects on midlife reinvention and ways people respond to change.  
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family ironing is not a buried memory. “It wasn’t a particu-
larly happy childhood,” she shared.  She remembers long 
periods away from her mother in the care of her grandpar-
ents, while her mother studied and worked full-time. 

Yet it was dyslexia, diagnosed in the second grade, 
which presented Caroline with her most immediate daily 
struggle. It took three years of tutoring, three times a week, 
to learn how to read. In high school, she earned the lowest 
SAT scores in her class. Extra time was not yet an option 
one could apply for, and she was slow to finish the test. She 
was accepted to college, she explained, because a small 
liberal arts college in Illinois was lacking in girls from the 
East Coast. She was from New Hampshire. Accepted.

“Growing up with dyslexia,” she remarked, “you know 
everything is hard, so you don’t expect life to be easy.” She 
had to work twice as hard as everyone else, she said, but 
her determination eventually earned her admission to 
Sarah Lawrence College, her alma mater. Later, she would 
win a full scholarship to Boston University to study special 
education. 

Notwithstanding the family pressures, Caroline credits 
her mother with an unflinching belief in her abilities as well 
as refusal to see dyslexia as a defect. That unconditional 
support came to her through three generations. “What 
strength I did manage to muster when I was growing up,” 
Caroline said, “probably came from the influence of my 
mother, grandmother, and great-grandmother—three 
strong women who held our quaking family together.”

Adaptability, learned from family fragmentation; perse-
verance, learned from dyslexia; resilience, learned from 
her mother—who went on, after secretarial school, to earn 
a Ph.D. in psychology—are some of the foundational 
lessons she took into adulthood. She would draw on these 
lessons later in her life when the next disrupter arrived in 
her family: cancer. A diagnosis of breast cancer, not once, 
but twice, for Caroline in her 40s. A diagnosis of lung 
cancer for Andrew in his 60s.

Four years after moving to Damariscotta, Andrew lost 
his battle with the disease, and Caroline lost her husband 
of 41 years. At age 65, she looked to a future entirely 
different from the one she had planned. Healing meant 
“starting day by day, rebalancing.” Although residents of 
the West Coast, her two grown sons provided constant 
support. Two siblings moved to the area, and she had her 
elderly parents, ages 100 and 95, to care for.  “You have to 
be patient with yourself and gentle,” she mused. “Slowly, 
gradually, you re-emerge.”

The Collective Wisdom of the Ladies of Lewis Point

• Start a conversation, issue an invitation. This is 
where community begins.

• Say “yes” to new friendships and opportunities.
• Start new hobbies and activities, but turn off the 

valves of self-criticism and judgment. Give yourself time 
to learn. Honor the effort.

• Take or start a class at an educational organization. 
It’s a great way to nourish the intellect and connect with 
kindred spirits.

• Reinvention doesn’t have to start from square one. 
Extend what you know. Build on and share your skills, 
talents, and experience.

• Work/life balance is as important during later years 
as it is during the working years. 

• Partake in any of the great activities associated 
with the great outdoors.
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Twelve years later, Caroline said, “For me, retirement 
was reinvention.” For starters, she kept her job in New 
York City and adjusted to a new way of getting there: 
commuting for 10 hours by car, bus, train, and cab. She 
started to revise her midlife playbook as well: widening 
her creative interests, serving the community, staying as 
healthy as possible, and nurturing new friendships. 

Caroline lights up when describing her transformation 
from learning specialist to memoir instructor, a reinven-
tion that began when she moved to Damariscotta. Her 
writing workshop emerged from a convergence of curi-
osity and initiative. “I wanted to meet people and to 
explore something new as a writer,” she recounted. “Since 
the best way to learn is to teach, I read books on the craft 
of memoir and wrote a course. Then, I placed an ad in the 
Lincoln County News inviting the community to come 
learn with me, once a week, for free.” 

She organized the immediately popular class on her 
own for years, until Coastal Senior College took over, 
incorporating the course into its curriculum. She continues 
to teach the class to this day, although due to the 
pandemic, it’s now held online. “I love teaching, especially 
when students get excited about their writing,” Caroline 

shared. Publishing her own memoir, however, is not on her 
bucket list. Getting her four books into print involved close 
to 300 rejection letters. “Had I not been dyslexic, learning 
not to give up, not one of my books would have made it 
into the hands of young readers.”

“You have to figure out what makes you happy,” Caroline 
continued. She added painting and playing the ukulele to the 
creative pursuits that have enriched her reinvention years. 
Once again, she’s singing the praises of personal challenges. 
Instead of stopping us in our tracks, challenges can fuel the 
next step forward. “Before coming to Maine, I had never 
picked up a paint brush, and I was perfectly terrible,” she 
explained. And with a wry smile added, “I knew that was 
good because I could only get better.” The important thing, 
she stressed, is “that I had a good time doing it.”

At the core, however, Caroline points to acts of giving 
as the source of deepest rewards. Before the pandemic, 
she volunteered actively at a local nursing home, talking to 
elders who don’t have visitors or don’t remember having 
visitors. “That, to me, is what gives the greatest satisfac-
tion,” she reflected. She is waiting eagerly to get back.

Reinvention, however, need not be an activity visible to 
others. Having spent most of her life working full-time, 
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being constantly productive and 
“on,” Caroline shared an inner shift 
that has enriched her daytime hours. 
After lunch, she meditates and reads 
for at least an hour. She admits to a 
lifetime of running to tight sched-
ules, driven by “the old Puritan 
ethic.” She’s relaxing now, or in her 
words, “loosening up, allowing 
myself new freedoms.”

For the first time in her adult life, 
she can now take on the challenge of 
reading long books. “Being dyslexic 
and so tired at night from the 
workday, I could read about two 
pages at a time,” she said. “Now I just 
finished All the Light I Cannot See, all 
544 pages. I  found that very 
exciting.”

Although the pandemic has put a 
stop to a whole range of social 
outlets—painting class, ukulele prac-
tice, exercise classes at the YMCA, 
and friends for supper— Caroline 
remains sumptuously grateful for 
her blessings. “I had cancer twice, 
and I didn’t think I’d live to be 50,” 
she confided. “It makes you realize 
these years are a gift. I never 
expected to live this long.” With the 
help of Zoom, she keeps up with 
family and friends. At home, she 
listens to music, gardens, walks, 
cooks, and cares for her perky black 
Spaniel, Hannaford. 

Caroline has the strength that 
comes from a mother and grand-
mothers who believed in her, and 
from a core belief that challenges 
can become gifts. Looking out from 
Lewis Point at the Damariscotta 
River together, I asked Caroline what 
her midlife years in Maine had taught 
her about reinvention. In a quiet, 
voice, she said, “It teaches you 
there’s always rebirth. Things die and 
change, fly away and come back.”  
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Steve Smith recently sat in the center of his sprawling 
Cornish antiques store, next to his large wood stove 
that he fired up to take the chill off another Maine 

winter day. As if on a throne, he rested comfortably in an 
antique barber chair.  

In the heart of Cornish, the Smith Company on Route 25 
contains scores of Maine antiques of every shape, size, and 
color, dating back to the early- and mid-1800s. Steve’s love 
of all things old led him to open this business 24 years ago. 
It is housed in a building that was once a Ford dealership 
where Model T and Model A cars were sold. For those who 
seek unique pieces of Maine history and culture, the Smith 
Company has a lot to offer.

“Here we prefer to pull back the curtain” on all aspects of 
the past, said Steve, 72, considering his large antique 
collection and inventory. Every item—such as wooden skis, 
old Coca Cola-branded products, farm tools, vintage milk 
bottles, and business signs—harkens back to a bygone era 
in Maine’s history.

Long before anyone ever heard of Amazon or Facebook 
Marketplace, smart phones, or the Internet, Mainers 
purchased items from their local general stores, fami-
ly-owned department stores, or the Sears Catalogue and 
hung onto their purchases, often for life. 

When Steve was growing up in nearby Kezer Falls, his 
father worked for a local heating oil company. Steve remem-
bers going with his dad on service calls. He discovered at an 
early age how much he loved finding out antique toys, old 
wood stoves, tools, clocks, and signs inside many of those 
older homes. His love for antiques and the bridge to the past 
they represent never left him, not even when he was drafted 
into the Army in 1969 and sent to Vietnam. Shortly before 
leaving, he married his high school sweetheart. 

STEPPING 
BACK into 
Maine’s Past

By Robert Cook

ANTIQUES CREATE A TIME MACHINE AT 

THE SMITH COMPANY IN CORNISH.

Steve Smith
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He served with the Ninth Infantry Division in the Mekong Delta with an 
artillery company. “When I came home from Vietnam in 1970, I didn’t have 
a job.”

He took over an old service station and ran it for 22 years. Steve still 
leases it for storage for his antiques that he is constantly buying and selling. 
He later purchased a piece of land up the street and constructed a conve-
nience store and car wash where a Big Apple store sits now. He also went 
into the heating oil business. “I had five trucks on the road at one time in 
Maine and New Hampshire,” Steve recalled. He said he later sold the busi-
ness 20 years ago. 

Steve and his wife Mona of 53 years and counting raised their son Jeremy 
and their daughter April. “Time goes so fast now it’s scary,” Steve said. As 
Steve neared retirement age, he decided he wanted to open a different type 
of business that would allow him to fulfill his love of antiques and slow down 
time a little bit. He purchased the Smith Company building in 1996 and 
finally had a place where he could sell the many antiques he had collected 
over the years.

“With this business, if I’m an hour late in the morning no one cares. If I 
close an hour early, no one cares. It’s laid back,” Steve reflects.

Steve jokes that he probably needs help to deal with his obsession to 
collect antiques. “It’s probably a sickness. I’ve been to the doctor, and there 
is no pill for it.”

Over the years, Steve has made a decent living selling pieces of his antique 
collection to tourists and Mainers alike. “It makes money, but not a lot of 
money.”  Part of being laid back is looking at a business “not to get rich, but 
to make a living and be comfortable.”

He never gets tired of seeing how customers react when they spy an item 
that takes them back to their childhood or when they encounter the sheer 
volume of his wares. “People will often say, ‘I’ve never seen so much stuff! 
Where do we start?’” What he often reminds them is that “the stuff” they see 
here is not available for sale in regular present-day, mass-market stores.

Barbara Starr, a Boston area resident who has a summer home in nearby 
Freedom, New Hampshire, discovered that fact firsthand when she found a 

Barbara Starr
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Barbie thermos just like the one she 
had in her school lunchbox. She 
makes it a point to browse in Steve’s 
store whenever she finds herself in 
Cornish. “There is always something 
new when you come in here,” 
Barbara observed.

Typically, Steve will see as many 
as 300 to 400 people come to his 
store each day during the height of 
the summer tourism season. They 
are so impressed with the sheer 
depth of his inventory.

“I’ve had thousands of people tell 
me I should charge admission” 
because they feel it is like a museum 
of Maine life. The collection in 
Steve’s store shows a time when the 
rhythm of the world beat at a slower 
pace, and people celebrated the 
simple things in life. 

It is quite understandable that 
some people might feel that Steve’s 

store is like a museum. Every item 
once belonged to a Maine home-
owner or business and was part of 
the ebb and flow of everyday life 
back in the 1920s, 1930s, 1940s, 
and so on. On one wall is a 1910 
Western Electric phone, an original 
landline, selling for $385. Customers 
can turn the crank on the right side 
of the phone and put the receiver up 

to their left ear and speak into the 
phone, to an operator who has long 
since placed her final call.

Nearby is old Texaco fire engine 
toy that surely brought a smile to 
some little boy’s face one Christmas 
morning in 1948. There are plenty of 
radios that once broadcast every-
thing from FDR’s famous fireside 
chats during the Great Depression to 
whimsical Fibber McGee and Molly.

Rows of old oil cans, boxes of 
laundry detergent, food items, 
clocks, pots and pans, baseball bats, 
walking sticks, posters, and memo-
rabilia—all these objects and more 
enable customers to feel like they 
stepped through a time portal to 
another time, when the world was a 
less complicated place.

One of Steve’s favorite items is a 
large, rotating, octagonal wooden 
cabinet with 89 drawers. It was once 
used in a hardware store in North 
Windham, where the drawers 
contained hundreds of parts, nuts, 
bolts, screws, and fixtures. Its price 
was $5,950, and Steve admits that he 
would have a hard time letting it go.

“I’ve always had a problem getting 
attached to things,” Steve said. It 
used to be, “If I liked it at all, I 
wouldn’t sell it. I had to change that.”

He gets a lot of satisfaction 
knowing that his customers value 
the antiques in his store as much as 
he does. “It makes me feel good that 
the person buying it really enjoyed 
it, and I know it will be around for a 
while,” Steve said.

If Steve has his way, he will also 
be around for a long time. “You’re 
either into it or you’re not into it. I 
plan on doing this for a long time, 
yes.”

One of his customers interjected, 
“Until you’re 100, right, Steve?”
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Help, when it matters most!

The majority of Maine Medicare beneficiaries can reduce cost 
by qualifying for the Medicare Savings Program.

Let us help select the Medicare health plan that works
best for you! Open Enrollment starts October 15.

Call today: (207) 707-6565

We have agents in every county and office locations in 
Farmington, Skowhegan, Presque Isle, Rumford and Sanford. 

You may qualify for the Medicare Savings Program. The majority 
of Maine Medicare beneficiaries can reduce costs significantly.

Due to COVID 19, we are also set up to handle your Medicare 
needs over the phone.

Help, when it matters most!
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When I was a teenager, boys were a preoccupation 
and a mystery.  But my mother, bless her heart, 
would always say, “Don’t fret, there are plenty 

of fish in the sea.” That advice got me through some rocky 
times in high school, but as I grew out of braces and blos-
somed a bit, by golly, she was right. I found an abundance 
of “fish” and enjoyed an active and healthy dating life, 
along with a thriving career, until well into my 30s. 

Then I found “the one”!  We met in Grand Central 
Station (talk about romantic), married soon after, and had 
a blissful 30-year marriage.  Then he died.  All our happy 
plans for spending the golden years together were gone, 
in the flash of a fish’s tail.  

For several years, I had no desire to troll for anyone 
new.  I was contented enough. I was economically stable 
and lived in a great house by the sea that he and I had built 
together. I had my dog and my sailboat for company, 
plenty to do, and lots of supportive friends.  But after a 
while, some of those friends began nagging me to reach 
out—and try one of those relatively new online dating 
sites.  

Moi?  I don’t think so.  I still don’t even do Facebook.  
How was I going to navigate some silly dating app, and 
which one to choose?  There were so many. Friends 
persisted. I kept putting it off.  Finally, I struggled to put 
together a “personal profile.”  Who am I? What have I done 

for the past 65-plus years?  What do I like and not like?  
One key answer was to give a strict parameter as to how 
far,  geographically, I was willing to search.  I instructed 
only 50–75 miles tops, meaning really just Maine and no 
further. Then the Q&A goes on.  Height?  5’7.” Weight? 
Average.  Kids? Three. Eyes? Hazel. Political leanings? 
(Believe it; that question is important.)  Liberal.  To say this 
profile was painful to compose would be an understate-
ment.  It’s like writing your own obit and trying to keep a 
sense of humor.  

Finally, I filled out all the questions, joined Match.com, 
which seemed to have a good reputation, and shelled out 
over $60 to put myself out into cyberspace. It was only for 
3 months.  Why not give it a shot?  

At first, I got plenty of “matches” and quite a few 
responses. It was sort of entertaining for a while to check 
out photos and profiles of those guys.  Then the same guys 
started to pop up again and again. The pool of available 
men was clearly shrinking.  Most were clearly not my type.  
And some were outrageously inappropriate and definitely 
not within my stated age preferences, such as the 
28-year-old dude from Portland, “seekingmaturefox.” His 
profile was sketchy, and his grammar was horrid, but his 
intent was very clear: “I am literally looking to have some 
fun with someone that knows how to have said fun; oh by 
the way, I am epic!”

Looking for Love  
ON THE INTERNET

SENIOR DATING ONLINE 

By Avery Hunt
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I did agree to meet up with some of my potential 
matches—always in public places.  I call it my “50 bad 
coffee dates” phase.  Some had weird allergies. Others had 
even weirder political inclinations.  Some were so unkempt 
that I could barely sit through a 10-minute conversation 
with them. One was still so distraught about the death of 
his first wife, whom I clearly resembled, that he could 
barely get through our dinner date before he bolted. 

Many of them had lied about their age or education or 
both.  And worse, after a while, many of my so-called 
matches came from places way beyond my geography 
search rules. Towns like Sopchoppy, Florida, or Caneyville, 
Kentucky, with profile photos straight out of central 
casting for the movie Deliverance.  No kidding. 

According to statistics, one in four people are on some 
dating site. Millions around the world, in fact, but there’s 
no confirmed data about how many seniors are on dating 
sites. There are success stories of older couples actually 
hooking up.  I can vouch for that.  I know at least a half 
dozen, including Will and Tori in Bath, who married in their 
late 60s after a long on-line courtship, and Winslow and 
Patty in Bristol, who’ve been together for over six years.  

But these happy endings are the exception, not the rule. 
In fact, there are lots of scammers lurking out there on the 
internet. When you think about it, anyone can create an 
on-line false identity, by pulling some photo off the 
internet of some good-looking man or woman and adding 
his or her own fake spin to a profile. The sites don’t offer 
fact checks on their “members,” unless they are getting 
complaints. Not too long ago the FTC alleged that as many 
as 30 percent of Match’s  member profiles were fake.

A word about scams and safety:  Some online dating 
users are out there not to win your heart but to steal your 
money. Seniors are especially vulnerable.  We are probably 
less tech savvy, for one.  And comparatively speaking, we 
are often fairly well-off or at least comfortable. AARP 
reports that Americans over the age of 50 own two-thirds 
of bank deposits in the country and control 70 percent of 
the nation’s assets. And a majority of those are women. 

This deceptive practice is called “catfishing”—a catch-all 
term for setting up fake online dating profiles to scam 
unsuspecting people out of their money. Here are some of 
the warning signs:  bad grammar (many are from overseas, 
with English not their native language, so they use a 
computerized translator); never being able to meet up in 
person (again, they don’t live where they claim); professing 
true love almost from the get-go (which should be an 

obvious red flag); and then, the ultimate sign, they ask for 
money using some phony excuse. If you suspect any of 
this, run, don’t walk, for the nearest exit, and report the 
questionable sender to the dating site directly.   

Similarly, scam artists quickly urge their victims to 
communicate off the site, by asking for personal emails or 
phone text numbers, to get around whatever privacy 
restrictions the dating site has in place. 

Women tend to get suckered in by scammers who 
masquerade as “older, distinguished gentlemen,” while 
men tend to be taken in by those pretending to be younger 
women. Lonely widows and widowers are among the most 
vulnerable victims.

To stay safe using any online dating site, there are some 
good, if obvious, tips.  First, stay somewhat mysterious, at 
least until you meet up face-to-face and have a better 
sense of the person. Avoid giving out personal details like 
home addresses and work information.  Always meet 
online “dates” in person for the first time in a public space 
where there are other people around.  During COVID, this 
public meet-up might be more difficult, but stick to that 
rule! And let your friends know when and where you are 
going.  Needless to say, we are not in the genteel era of 
your grandparents’ courtship, where a person meets and 
dates the friend of a friend or a fellow church member.

All that being said, online dating is here to stay. It is now 
the most widespread way that people are meeting their 
match.  And I myself have met several nice men online who 
have become friends. 

 One of them is a good guy who had some candid advice 
for all of us: “I’ll start by being very generic. Get a tough 
skin. It can be brutal sometimes. Someone may be writing 
to you and then just vanish. That happens more often than 
not. Most guys and gals forget that there is a real live 
feeling person at the other end of the internet. Or they just 
got too busy and are now involved with someone else. 
Another tip is to be proactive. It is appropriate IMHO [in 
my humble opinion] for the woman to throw the first flirt. 
This opinion may be partly due to the demographics. 
There are more good women on these sites than there are 
good men. I almost always reply to flirts, and I get quite a 
few. Ninety percent of them don’t, or can’t, go anywhere. 
You may have to kiss a hundred frogs. The good thing 
about this online dating is you might be able to actually 
meet 100 frogs.”

So, you never know.  Not for me, it seems.  But maybe 
one of those frogs will turn into a prince.   
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With retail stores, kitchen design showrooms, 
sawmills, and over 500 employees, Hancock 
Lumber is one of Maine’s most enduring 

family businesses.
Founded in 1848, Hancock Lumber is also one of the 

oldest privately held companies in the United States. On 
12,000 acres in Southern Maine, the company grows 
trees that are milled and transported throughout Maine, 
the country, and the world.

Kevin Hancock, CEO and President, represents the 
sixth generation of the Hancock family.

Author of The Seventh Power: One CEO’s Journey into 
the Business of Shared Leadership (2020), Kevin’s 
management philosophy is to talk less, listen more, and 
ask a lot of questions.

Recently, I had the opportunity to ask him some ques-
tions. 

Frank: Tell about your family and growing up.
Kevin: I grew up in Casco, a small town in Cumber-

land County, out by Sebago Lake, west of Portland. My 
parents were very involved in the local community. My 
mom was a teacher and my dad, back in the day, did 
what I do. He ran Hancock Lumber. I have a brother Matt 
who is a year younger than I am, and growing up, he and 
I had many friends in common, and we’d be doing stuff 
together most every afternoon after school.

It was pretty idyllic growing up. I was born in ´66, so I 
grew up through the ´70s into the early ´80s. It was a 
time when, as a kid, you really kind of self-organized 
your activities. We all played lots of sports, but for the 
most part it wasn’t organized by adults. It was still back 
in the day where you got on your bike and rounded up 

everybody in the neighborhood and either went to the 
gym or found a field to play baseball or football, or 
whatever the game of the day was.

I graduated from Lake Region High School and went 
on to Bozeman College in Montana. When I went to 
college, I never thought about coming to work for the 
company. I didn’t have negative views of that path in any 
way—it just didn’t cross my mind. At the time, I was very 
interested in teaching and coaching, and specifically I 
was interested in being a college basketball coach.

So, I took off in that direction, but then, in 1991, my 
dad got cancer. He was only 48 years old at the time. For 
a number of reasons, including that one, I quit teaching 
and coaching at Bridgton Academy here in Maine and 
came back to work for the company. I started on the 
sales counter at one of our stores, in Yarmouth, and 30 
years later, here I am.

Frank: When you have a company as old as Hancock 
Lumber, and you have generation after generation, a 
family tends to get bigger. How did your forebears pass 
the company from one generation to the next?

Kevin: My grandfather, Kenneth, also ran the 
company. Kenneth was one of three brothers, and over 
time, he ended up buying them out. My dad was an only 
child, so that transition was simple. And then there were 
just two of us, my brother and me. We worked together 
in the business for quite some time. He ended up moving 
on to do different things. There really wasn’t any kind of 
master plan to it all.

Frank: You had a dream of being a coach and a 
teacher. How difficult was it for you to make that career 
change?

A Conversation with 
   KEVIN HANCOCK
                  of Hancock Lumber

“THE COMPANY REALLY IS THE PEOPLE WHO WORK THERE TODAY.”

By Frank L. Quinn III
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Kevin: It was difficult. I was only 25 years old 
at the time, but I had the sense that this was a 
big decision. I’ve always tended to get into 
everything with both feet, all in. So, I had a 
sense that if I came back to the family 
business, that’s probably where I was 
most likely going to stay. And I knew the 
company, having grown up around it, 
but I just never really thought about it 
as career. 

But that was when there were lots 
of family businesses in our industry, 
and they tended to stay in the family. 
So, I knew, as my dad’s older son, that 
if I came in, there was a good chance 
that I would end up where I ended up.

Frank: Were you married at the 
time?

Kevin: Yes. And it was a family deci-
sion. We were living in Maine and living in 
the area, so it wasn’t really a big decision 
about where we were going to live, but it was 
a big decision about what I was going to be 
doing.

We all look back on our lives, I think, at many, 
many defining moments. A few are more defining than 
others. For me, that choice was one of them. There’s no 
telling where that other path would have led.

Frank: So, do you have a basketball court in the back-
yard?

Kevin: I do. How did you know?

Frank: I just had this feeling. Now, do you have any 
other relatives working with you?

Kevin: Today, the company has 565 people and I’m the 
only one with the last name Hancock, but there are two 
interesting things there.

First, from a family perspective, we’ve tried to create a 
culture where people in the family don’t have to work at 
the company to love the company. My mom, for example, 
as a shareholder, has been to every board meeting since 
my dad died in 1997. She’s never worked a day in the 
company, in terms of being an actual employee on the 
payroll, but she’s been one of the most important people 
in the company’s success. 

Then 
there’s the 
other side of that. 
Yes, we think of ourselves 
as a family business, but even more so, we are an indepen-
dent, Maine-based, privately held company. As you know, 
our company goes back to 1848, but today, the company is 
the people who work here. I’m really passionate about 
shared leadership, dispersed power, and respect for all 
voices.

We have worked hard to create a culture where 
everyone feels like this is their company. If we have 565 
employees, we have 565 leaders who define who the 
company today. We really think about it more as a local 
community business. It’s really never been about the 
family. The capacity of the company is much bigger than 
that in terms of what it can do for our employees, their 
families, and the communities we’re a part of.

FEBRUARY 2021    •    43



44    •    MAINE SENIORS

Robert Bird
REALTOR
Luxury Listing Specialist
207-542-9596
bbird@jaretcohn.com

Put me to work to sell your home 
or  nd the perfect home for you. 

Local Maine Expertise
with Worldwide Exposure

Frank: Do you have children?
Kevin: We do. My wife Allison and I have two adult 

daughters. They’re both living in Boston, working on their 
own, doing great things. But that’s a good example of what 
I’m talking about. They’re both big supporters of the 
company, very interested in and enthusiastic, and 
committed to being long term supporters of the company, 
which could, but does not have to, include working here.

In terms of succession, I think the days are over of the 
job falling most often to the oldest son in the business. 
Today, it’s a different world . . . in a good way.

Frank: Things were different in your grandfather’s 
generation? 

Kevin: At that time, every community in Maine had its 
own local lumber company. There were dozens upon 
dozens of them. The companies were smaller. They were 
very rooted in their local community. At that time for sure, 
lumber companies made their own lumber, owned their 
own timberland, and, wherever their mill was, they had a 
store. Back then, you had a neighborhood grocery store 
and a neighborhood lumber yard.

Frank: Over the past 40 or 50 years, there has been 
consolidation? 

Kevin: We’re actually unique today in that we own timber 
land, we grow trees, and we have sawmills, we manufacture 
lumber, and we have retail stores across Maine and New 
Hampshire that sell a full line of building materials. Typically, 
what you’ll see today is a company specializing in one of those 
businesses rather than being in all of them. 

But yes, starting in the ´80s, there’s been a tremendous 
amount of consolidation in our industry. And national compa-
nies like Home Depot and Lowe’s have emerged. Another 
change is that we export about 20 percent of what we manu-
facture, with most of it going to the Far East to countries like 
Vietnam.

Frank: When did you know you could run the company?
Kevin: When I first took over in my early 30s, like any 

young 30-year-old might feel, I was certain I could run the 
company. But I actually couldn’t.

I learned most of my business lessons the hard way. I 
ended up just being lucky enough and surrounded by enough 
great people to have survived them. 

Early on as a CEO, you think about your goal as paying 
attention to what others are doing. Over time I let go of that 
approach. I have come to focus on what I need to do and what 
kind of change I need to make—myself—in order to become 
the change I wish to see in our company.

I’ve worked hard to make my role smaller. I’ve worked hard 
to give away power, not collect it. To share control, not seize 
it. When you disperse power across a bigger group of people, 
it makes everybody better, and the odds that one single 
person’s choices will determine the fate of the company go 
way down.

With everyone helping, it’s just a lighter lift than when two 
or three people are calling all the shots.

Frank: How did you change?
Kevin: Well, for one thing, around 2000, I acquired a 

rare voice disorder, called spasmodic dysphonia, which 
suddenly made doing a lot of talking very, very difficult. 
Prior to that, I’d been a typical CEO—front and center. 
Suddenly, I couldn’t do that. I was forced to get more help, 
step back, and share leadership more broadly. And as I did 
that, I came to see that being the CEO was a role I am 
proud of and committed to, but it wasn’t me. I am some-
thing different than that. That leap is what transformed 
my ability to be effective in my work and to have a 
balanced life. I see my malady as a gift, in hindsight. 
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One of the best things about snowshoeing 
is that the sport doesn’t require a lot of 
preparation or skills beyond the ability to 

put one foot in front of the other. The techniques 
are much the same as hiking, with the snowshoes 
simply providing the flotation needed to travel 
over the snow.

Tramping around the woods and fields near 
home is one thing, but when your winter adven-
tures take you into the more challenging terrain of 
the hills and mountains, there are a few simple tips 
that’ll greatly enhance your snowshoeing enjoy-
ment and safety. 

Start with quality snowshoes that have secure, 
easy-to-use bindings and a pair of well-fitting 
boots. Hiking boots are fine for short trips, but 
insulated boots are best for longer outings. Add 
knee-length gaiters to help keep the snow out. 

Shorter snowshoes offer good maneuverability, 
while longer snowshoes are better for use in deep 
snow or for trudging with a backpack. Add a pair 
of trekking poles with oversized baskets for 
stability and you’re ready to tackle the snowy 
trails.

Position your boot in the snowshoe binding so 
that it pivots at the ball of the foot, allowing your 
toe to push through the opening to gain traction. 
Then it’s simply a matter of left, right, left, right up 
the trail. 

To turn, move in the desired direction in a small 
semicircle. Or use the step-turn, lifting your 
leading snowshoe and turning. In deep snow or 
steep terrain, employ the kick-turn. Lift your 
leading snowshoe just higher than the snow level 
and kick it out to the left or right as desired to 
make the turn.

Snowshoeing Tips and Techniques 
for Winter Fun on the Trail
Story and Photos by Carey Kish

A snowshoer enjoys the afternoon view of Long Pond from Beech Mountain in Acadia National Park.
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A hiker snowshoes through the hushed 
coniferous woods near the Moosehead Lake 
Region Visitor Center in Greenville.
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To climb directly up a moderate slope, lift 
your knee, roll your foot forward, and dig your 
boot toe into the snow. Step up and push down 
to create a step or platform, engaging the 
crampon or cleat underneath for added grip. 
Repeat the sequence with the other snowshoe 
to proceed.

On steeper terrain, turn your body perpen-
dicular to the slope. Step up and sideways using 
the outside edge of your leading snowshoe, 
then push down to form a stable platform. 
Bring your trailing snowshoe up and set it in 
place of the shoe you just moved above and 
repeat. On long steep pulls, engage the heel-lift 
mechanism (if your snowshoes are so 
equipped), to ease the strain on your calves.

On long climbs, if a route becomes too steep, 
or there are obstacles in your path to be 
avoided, try zigzagging up the slope on a rising 
traverse. This switchbacking technique allows 
you to advance forward and upward at an angle.

When descending, keep your weight 
centered over the snowshoes, your knees 
flexed, and the snowshoes level to the ground. 
Plant your trekking poles out in front of you 
and go. On steep descents you may want to 
side-step downhill using your snowshoe edges. 
For some real fun in deep snow, weight the back 
of your shoes and pull up on your toes, then 
take longer than normal strides and watch the 
snow fly. 

Sooner or later you’re going to lose your 
balance and fall over in deep snow, and that’s 
when trekking poles really come in handy. To 
right yourself, roll onto your back like a turtle, 
remove your wrists from the pole straps, then 
cross the poles to form an X on the snow beside 
you. Roll over onto the poles, which now form a 
stable platform. Grip the poles firmly and bring 
one knee up at a time, then stand.

If you’re in the market for snowshoes, look 
for reputable brands like Atlas, Tubbs, and MSR. 
Snowshoes lengths generally range from 27 to 
32 inches. Make sure your choice has a secure 
binding plus toe and heel crampons. Men’s and 
women’s models are available. Expect to pay 
anywhere from $150 to $300.  

Top: The author, who has been snowshoeing for five decades,  
enjoys some quality time on the snowy trail in Maine.  
Center: Trekking poles help with stability when you’re snowshoeing. 
Bottom: A snowshoeing enthusiast enjoys the wide open terrain at 
Sunhaze Meadows National Wildlife Refuge in Milford.
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I  was delighted to speak with a lovely group of women 
from the Enclave of Scarborough assisted living center. 

Amber Wilson, Senior Director of Lifestyles, shared 
with me how they often copy articles from both Maine 
Seniors and Maine Women magazines, enthusiastically 
using them for book club-style activities like reading 
circles and one-to-ones. They’ve even printed some off for 
the back of residents’ schedules.

We’re so pleased that this month’s featured subscribers 
have found such a unique way to experience the magazine.

The creators of the wonderful “magazine club” consist 
of these women:

MARIAH GOODSON, 
Memory Care Lifestyles Associate

Mariah says that working as an activities professional 
has been one of the best life decisions she has ever 
made. Her favorite parts of the job are being greeted 
each day with a great big smile from the residents, and 
the relationships she builds with them. Pictured with 
Mariah is Enclave resident JOAN CROPPER, who is 
the “Queen of Sarcasm” (according to her peers). She 
keeps Enclave’s associates on their toes, and loves 
hearing about the hardworking Mainers in Maine 
Seniors.

MEET THE SUBSCRIBERS

Enclave of Scarborough  
Assisted Living and Memory Care: 

Creating Regular Round-Table Discussions—with Maine Seniors Magazine!

Mariah Goodson and Joan Cropper (bright red “show love” shirts), Randi Gonneville and Mary McGrath (yellow “serve with purpose” shirts),  
Georgia Swain and Priscilla Wieland (blue “protect with care” shirts), and Amber Wilson and Lucille Garland (dark red “exceed expectations” shirts). 

Mary Frances Barstow and Amber Wilson

PHOTOS BY ALYSSA DOLAN, A PHOTOGRAPHER AND ONE OF THE DINING WAITRESSES AND COOKS AT THE ENCLAVE OF SCARBOROUGH. 
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RANDI GONNEVILLE, 
Lifestyles Associate

Randi is a native Mainer who notes that the aspect of her job that 
she enjoys the best is making her residents smile and laugh, and 
creating a fun environment for them every day. Her advice to others is 
that “Blowing out somebody else’s candle does not make yours burn 
brighter. People need to help each other, lift each other up, and provide 
support when needed. Now more than ever before.” She’s with Enclave 
Resident Advisor MARY MCGRATH, who always has something 
encouraging to say. With COVID in mind, Mary knows that “Everyone 
has taken things a bit differently, but it all comes down to your state of 
mind and knowing that we can’t change it, but we can stay positive and 
be there for each other.” 

GEORGIA SWAIN, 
Memory Care Director 

Georgia has worked in assisted living for over a decade. She empha-
sizes “the love of the residents,” and how much she loves learning from 
“the hardworking and compassionate associates.” If she could give 
everyone one piece of advice, it would be to “take your time.” She is 
here with resident PRISCILLA WIELAND, who is always letting those 
around her know how special they are and what a good job everyone is 
doing. According to Enclave residents, Priscilla is a delightful person, 
inside and out!

AMBER WILSON, 
Senior Lifestyles Director for Bridge Senior Living,  
and Lifestyles Director for the Enclave of Scarborough. 

Amber has done incredible work, including once helping a 91-years-
young woman fulfill her dream of flying an airplane. Since then, Amber 
has been instrumental in making many more dream experiences come 
true for her residents, even helping “send a resident to the moon” with 
the assistance of a NASA retiree. She says, “Being an Activities Director 
means I get to celebrate seniors as often as I can by learning their life 
story and connect them with their neighbors and local community, 
even during a pandemic.” She’s pictured here with Enclave Resident 
Advisor LUCILLE GARLAND, who, when considering COVID-19, 
makes clear how firmly she believes in the power of social interaction 
and togetherness. In Lucille’s words, “We were never meant to be 
apart.”

The Enclave of Scarborough’s Care Motto is simple and powerful: 
“Show Love. Serve with Purpose. Protect with Care. Exceed Expecta-
tions.” These four parts are the concepts by which they live—and are 
motivated—every day.

We at Maine Seniors are pleased to introduce you to our subscribers, 
the residents and care workers at the Enclave of Scarborough.   

Enjoying this magazine?

SUBSCRIBE 
for $33 off!

Only $38.38 for a  
full year of Maine Seniors  

magazine delivered  
to your mailbox.

CALL US AT

207-299-5358
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October 2020

$5.95 • meseniors.com

Artist 

Kate 
Doyle
Working with NASA Scientists

Love “The County”?
Check out Stories of Aroostook!

JUDITH O’DEA

Night of the Living Dead’s Barbara

Don Robitaille on Biking from 

Bar Harbor to Seattle

Plus!

Unexpected Cargo

THE STOWAWAY CAT!

November 2020
$5.95 • meseniors.com

Plus!

MEET 

John 
Lewis
DOCTOR, 
LAWYER, 
ENGINEER, 
VETERAN, 
DEACON, 
AND ...

YES! It’s those 
Lennon Sisters

Letters in the Attic:  
A Father’s Words 

from WWII 
The Exceptional 

MAINE COON CAT
Learning Zoom— 
THE HARD WAY

Jigsaw Puzzle 
Master Jay Hollis
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The Gift of 

SEEING!

Photographer 

SÉAN 
ALONZO 
HARRIS

December 2020

$5.95 • meseniors.com

Planting Your 

Christmas Tree 
(with its 
Root Ball)

Plus!
David Flanagan is  

full speed ahead at CMP

NOEL PAUL STOOKEY &  

the New Generation

Long-lost diaries ... found!

GOOD SHEPHERD FOOD BANK’S 

Dedicated Volunteers

January 2021
$5.95 • meseniors.com

He’s Preserving Our 
Forest, Logging, & 

Sawmill History

MEET 

Herb 
Crosby

Motorcycles in the Wind!Seeing Our BACKYARD BIRDS Anew
Jeff Herbster’s Bagpipes and Banjos

Bette Davis
From Ogunquit 
to Hollywood
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Specializing 
in medical 

cannabis and in 
charge of the 

whole process 
from plant to 

product.

161 Ogunquit Road
South Berwick, Maine 03908

(207) 752-6694
naturesmiraclemaine.com

naturesmiraclemaine@gmail.com

Hours: 10 a.m. to Midnight, Seven days a week.

Follow us on Facebook and Instagram

A Medical
Cannabis
Dispensary
that consists 
of growers, 
nurses, chefs, 
and scientists. 

Our ethanol lab for processing concentrates and edibles is
100% organic.

Since 2013

Get a FREE medical card 
with any purchase 
made in our store!+MEDICAL 

MARIJUANA

PRESENT THIS COUPON AT TIME OF PURCHASE.
(CODE: MSM/MWM 2021) No expiration.

20%
OFF

161 Ogunquit Road
South Berwick, Maine

.

e



FEBRUARY 2021    •    51

Grandchildren
Really Are The Best

By Beverly Lessard
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The other day I took my four-year-old grandson 
out for lunch. Of my nine grandchildren, he’s the 
only one not in public school, so when I need a 

midday grandchild fix, he’s my guy.
“Where would you like to go?” I asked, listing several 

choices.
“McDonald’s, can we go to McDonald’s?” he 

squealed. Obviously, he doesn’t go there very often, I 
thought, and since spoiling grandchildren is 
the name of the game, off we went.

The car trip was less than 
five minutes, but Reese 
managed to squeeze in 
seven “thank yous” 
b e f o r e  we  g o t 
there, four before 
we got into the 
car. I smiled back 
with the appro-
pr ia te  “you ’ re 
welcome,” happy 
that his parents had 
taught him well.

We enjoyed a cozy 
lunch together with four 
more “thank yous” cleverly 
worked into our conversation. After a 
couple bites, I realized I had forgotten the napkins. I 
headed toward the dispenser and grabbed a handful. 
Upon my return, I found Reese reaching across the 
table with his finger on top of my crispy chicken wrap. 
It had started to unravel so Reese was using his finger 
to keep it in place.

Okay, so at four years old, he has mastered polite-
ness, consideration, and problem solving. Could he be 
any more amazing, asks his totally objective grandma?

After our lunch, arriving back at my daughter’s 
house, Reese opened the back door to let the dog out. 
Rosie is a two-year-old border collie/beagle mix who is 
sweet as pie but hasn’t learned her boundaries yet. I 
gasped as I remembered that the gate to the deck was 

open. I bolted out the door expecting to chase 
Rosie halfway to the next town.

But Rosie was sitting calmly 
on the deck. Reese had 

remembered to shut the 
gate first.

When I came back 
into the kitchen, my 
relief was palpable. 
Reese ran over and 
hugged me, imme-
diately sizing up 

the situation and 
apologized for scaring 

m e .  A n d  t h e n  h e 
thanked me again for 

taking him to McDonald’s.
I hugged him back wondering 

under what cabbage leaf in the magical land 
of fairies my daughter had found this kid.

I have no doubt that if I searched the Internet for a 
definition of sweetness, I’d find a picture of Reese 
staring back at me with a smile on his face and arms 
extended for a hug.

Grandchildren? Yes, they really are the best.
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My wife Gail’s son John, a wildlife biologist, began 
a new job with the National Park Service in 
Washington, D.C., on September 10, 2001. His 

office was on the East side of the Potomac a mile or so up 
from the Pentagon. His mother’s desire to see him, his 
new apartment, and the office where he works intensified 
after September 11. On Saturday, October 27, soon after 
the war in Afghanistan began, we arrived in Columbia, 
Maryland. 

On Sunday afternoon we went into D.C. to see the White 
House and the monuments on the mall. The city was under 
siege and felt abandoned. Buildings were closed due to the 
anthrax scare. Some government buildings were surrounded 
by Jersey barriers. Helicopters flew overhead. Tourists were 
few and nearly outnumbered by police. The Washington 

Monument was completely encircled by Jersey barriers, 
topped with a high fence. The benches on which foot-weary 
pilgrims sit were empty. 

Seeking quiet and peace, we walked along the south side 
of the reflecting pool on the way to the Lincoln Memorial. 
But a high school band had gathered there on the steps. The 
drummers, two African American males in their teens, were 
repeating a riff again and again. The effect was not quite 
sad, but certainly solemn. Looking forward, as I was, to the 
healing silence of that great temple of Liberty, I was a bit 
irritated with the sound. 

But as we ascended the stairs and entered the memorial 
to stand in Lincoln’s shadow, all consciousness of the music 
left me. I read the lines of his speeches on the walls, lines so 
relevant today to the ambiguity of human intention, so large 

Two  
Memories of 

Washington, D.C, 
after 9/11

By Gary R. Vencill
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with generosity of spirit toward one’s foes, so modest in his 
own claim to righteousness, so brave in the face of danger 
unparalleled. 

Meanwhile, the drumming had gone on a long time, that 
same riff over and over, like a stuck record. Only later did it 
strike me how perfectly it reflected our national situation—
stuck in our anger, our grief, our fear. Then, suddenly, the 
brass joined the drumming in music wild and free, an impro-
visation distinctly American. It sounded a call to courage 
and faith, a call to march in freedom into a future known 
only to God. Lincoln, I think, would have been delighted. 

On a beautiful morning a couple of days later, we visited 
the National Cathedral. Though the sun was slightly muted 
by high, thin clouds, the cathedral windows shone in full 
brilliance. We were walking the length of the nave when one 

of three small windows in an alcove caught my attention. It 
was all reds and yellows, an inferno in glass. At the base of 
the window there were a handful of faces of different races 
and colors, each face filled with fear, agony, grief, terror. I 
tried to connect the window to a story in the Bible but could 
not. We entered the alcove and saw that the sarcophagus of 
Woodrow Wilson stood opposite the window, and that the 
whole alcove was dedicated to his memory. The window, I 
concluded, represented WWI in all its horror. Yet in the 
Wilson window, the brilliance of the light in the dark soli-
tude and peace of the cathedral, effects a kind of transfigu-
ration. The window calls the viewer beyond the agony of 
war to that great dream of peace which Wilson offered the 
world, which the world refused, but whose necessity and 
truth grows clearer in every subsequent generation.         
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“With malice toward none; with charity for all; with firmness in 
the right, as God gives us to see the right, let us strive on to finish 
the work we are in; to bind up the nation’s wounds; to care for him 
who shall have borne the battle, and for his widow, and his 
orphan—to do all which may achieve and cherish a just and a 
lasting peace, among ourselves, and with all nations.”

— President Abraham Lincoln
Second Inaugural Address, March 1865

February 12, 1809-April 15, 1865 
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This month’s article is based directly on 
questions from you—Maine Seniors 

readers. We, at Duff & Associates (D&A), 
are answering, and we hope you find the 
information helpful. To submit a question 
for a future article, please email ques-
tions to joel.west@raymondjames.com.

Reader:  Are financial advisors just for 
the rich and famous?

D&A:  Of course not. Nearly everyone 
has a financial goal, and most people 
benefit from working with a financial 
advisor.

Reader:  Why do I need a financial 
advisor?

D&A:  There are many reasons to hire 
a financial advisor, but the biggest reason 
may be time. In our increasingly busy 
lives, do you really have the extra time to 
devote to researching investments, taxes, 
regulations, and the myriad of options 
available to investors?

Remember: What we don’t know, can 
hurt us.

Every aspect of life has become more 
complicated, and financial advice is no 
exception. A competent financial advisor 
can help you develop withdrawal and 
investment strategies that are consistent 
with your goals, risk tolerance, and objec-
tives. Very importantly, a financial advisor 
can help prevent you from making 
emotionally based decisions that could 
unnecessarily impact your investment 
plan. 2020 has shown us—in spades—
how quickly the markets can change, and 
then change again.

The average home value in the United 
States is around $250,000, and many 
investors have retirement savings that 
are near or even larger than that.  
Meaning, the decisions that people make 
around their investment savings are 
some of the biggest financial decisions of 
their lives. Obviously, you should hire a 
dentist for advanced dental care, rather 
than take a DIY approach, and that 
applies to financial planning as well.

Reader:  What questions should I ask 
when trying to decide which financial 
advisor to hire?

D&A:  The first question you should 
ask: “Is the financial advisor a fidu-
ciary?”

A fiduciary is someone who has a legal 
obligation to put your interests first as 
well as expose any conflicts of interest if 
they exist or arise in the future. Being a 
fiduciary is the strictest legal standard 
that a financial advisor can operate 
under. That’s important, because not all 
financial advisors operate as fiduciaries. 

You will also want to know how the 
financial advisor is going to get paid. In 
general, there are three options: (1) 
commissions on investments purchased; 
(2) asset-based advisory fees assessed to 
the account; and (3) fee only, where the 
client pays an out-of-pocket fee for 
advice given.

No one billing option is best for 
everyone or every scenario. However, an 
ethical financial advisor should clearly 
explain your options to help you make 
these decisions.

Lastly, before making the final deci-
sion to hire a financial advisor, check out 
their background at www.brokercheck.
finra.org . Their website—“Broker-
Check”—gives you a snapshot of a 
broker’s employment history, regulatory 
actions, and investment-related licensing 
information, arbitrations, and complaints. 
This information is very helpful in deter-
mining whether the financial advisor is 
someone you’ll want to work with. In 
general, we recommend against working 
with advisors who have had multiple 
complaints and/or arbitrations.

Reader:  Should I be concerned about 
my investments due to the election?

D&A:  Mark Twain famously quipped 
“No man’s life, liberty, or property are 
safe while the legislature is in session.” 
There is definitely an underlying truth in 
that statement. However, for long term 
investors, history has shown little differ-
ence in returns specific to which party is 
in control. Investors should focus on the 
long term, not the “noise” created by 
elections.

 
NOTE: Any information is not a 

complete summary or statement of all 
available data necessary for making an 
investment decision and does not consti-
tute a recommendation. Any opinions are 
as of November 14, 2020 and are those of 
Thomas Duff and Joel West and not 
necessarily those of RJFS or Raymond 
James. Links are being provided for infor-
mation purposes only. Raymond James is 
not affiliated with and does not endorse, 
authorize or sponsor any of the listed 
websites or their respective sponsors. 
Raymond James is not responsible for the 
content of any website or the collection 
or use of information regarding any 
website’s users and/or members. Duff 
and Associates,470 N Main St, Brewer 
Maine 04412, 207-989-6082. Securities 
offered through Raymond James Finan-
cial Services, Inc. Member FINRA/SIPC. 
Investment advisory services offered 
through Raymond James Financial 
Services Advisors, Inc. Duff and Associ-
ated is not a registered broker dealer and 
is independent of Raymond James Finan-
cial Services.

Readers Ask Duff & Associates about Financial Planning

Joel West, Financial Advisor Thomas Duff, Branch Manager
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Outfoxing the 
Wiliest Opponent 
of All Story and Photos by Lynette L. Walther

IN THE GARDEN

If you only have one job in life, it is imperative that you do it well. 
That’s the accepted wisdom, whether you are a pie maker, soldier, 
teacher, welder, or spy. Applying this idea to squirrels in winter, their 

job seems to be cleaning out the bird feeders, and that is a job at which 
they consistently excel. You gotta give ‘em credit. But you don’t need to 
hand over that birdseed! 

Emptying bird feeders is not the only damage those one-pound 
rascals are guilty of. They dig up plants and flowering bulbs, plant 
unwanted things in our gardens and lawns, decimate vegetable and fruit 
crops in the summer months, leave holes in the turf, and sometimes 
even chew their way into our homes and take up residence! Yeah, sorry, 
but that hasn’t been Santa rustling around in the attic since Christmas. 

Love them or hate them, we are stuck with squirrels, both the gray 
and red varieties. Squirrels are members of the family Sciuridae, which 
includes small or medium-size rodents. Squirrels have teeth that never 
stop growing, so they have to chew almost constantly to keep them in 
check. That supernatural chewing enables them to gnaw through just 
about anything—including the woodwork on the outside of your house 
. . . and then sometimes the wiring in your attic once they settle in for 
the season. We’ve heard reports that squirrels have even chewed and 
damaged communication cables outside homes. 

They are infamous for planting all manner of seeds—acorns and 
other things—to store for later. But they are, after all, squirrels, and 
these scatterbrained rodents frequently forget where those nuts and 

Top: Love ‘em or hate ‘em, squirrels are here to stay, and 
their main jobs include cleaning out your bird feeder and 
digging up those spring bulbs. Bottom:  Simple, cheap, and 
100-percent effective—all it takes is a length of chimney pipe 
to squirrel-proof the bird feeder.

The last resort is to set a trap and to catch and release pests elsewhere. 
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seeds were stored. Hence, those dozens 
of little holes dug in your yard or flower 
beds, even containers, in their charac-
teristically squirrelly searches. Thank 
squirrels for all those little oak trees that 
sprout in your garden in the spring. 

Sometimes I feel as if I have spent my 
entire life battling squirrels, so it is no 
coincidence that I consider them one of 
the masters of gardening mayhem. 
While predators often move in where 
there are imbalances in wild animal 
populations, we cannot always count on 
them to arrive in time—or at all—to 
control excess populations of squirrels. 
However, there are a number of things 
that we can do to thwart these rascals.

• Bird feeders: Make your bird feeder 
squirrel-proof simply and cheaply with a 
length of chimney pipe. Install the pipe 
under a tray-type or other feeder 
mounted on a pole. The squirrels will still 
climb the pole, but are unable to climb the 
chimney pipe and will find themselves at 
a dead end. We’ve used this device for 
several years now, and no squirrel has 
been able to gain access to the feeder. 

Just be certain to position the pole 
feeder far enough away from trees or any 
structure. Otherwise, the squirrels will 
climb up on these launching pads and 
then try to jump on top of the feeder. Ours 
started out a tad too close to the house, 

and those rascals climbed onto the roof 
and jumped from there. It took them 
several tries as they performed their 
kamikaze dives off the roof. But it was not 
long before they were able to judge the 
trajectory and hit their mark every time. 
So, we had to move the feeder. 

• Try a foul-tasting deterrent:
1-1/2 quarts water.
1 teaspoon cayenne pepper
2 chopped onions 
1 chopped jalapeño
Combine in a saucepan and boil 30 

minutes. Allow to cool and then strain. 
Use a spray bottle to spray areas to repel 

squirrels, avoiding plant foliage as this 
may burn it. Apply every few days. 

• For a dry repellent: 
Combine equal amounts of cayenne 

pepper, hot paprika, and crushed red 
peppers.

Sprinkle in ornamental beds or mix 
with bird seed. (Will not harm birds.) 
Safflower seeds are another option that 
squirrels don’t like, yet birds do. 

• Be diligent about cleaning up fallen 
nuts, acorns, and berries. Make the 
process faster and easier with a handy nut 
gatherer. Keep trash can lids securely 

closed as well. If you have a large enough 
piece of property, a distant feeding station 
for squirrels could be an option. The loca-
tion would help to keep them away from 
planted beds and bird feeders. 

• Employ predators, both real and 
imagined. Animal urine can be used to 
create an illusion of a predator nearby. Be 
advised that if you attract hawks or owls 
with perches or other enticements, you 
will also be inviting them to feast on the 
birds you are attracting with feeders. 
Instead go for predator decoys or a large 
fake snake. 

• In summer, for fruit- or berry-pro-
ducing shrubs, use row covers, netting, 
or chicken wire enclosures. To prevent 
squirrels from digging up plants or bulbs, 
bury chicken wire as a deterrent or 
enclose bulbs in hardware cloth wire 
“cages.” 

• Squirrels are often repelled by 
plants they find offensive, such as 
aromatic herbs like rosemary, lavender, 
mints, nasturtiums, marigolds, or 
mustard. Sprigs of rosemary inserted 
around prized plants or in pots can help 
to prevent squirrels from digging them 
up. 

• As a last resort, consider catching 
and releasing, but because squirrels will 
travel over long distances in search of 
food, be prepared to relocate any trapped 
animals at least 10 miles away. Note that 
this practice is prohibited in some areas, 
and depending on where trapped squir-
rels are released, they could negatively 
impact residents or other animal popula-
tions in release areas. Encouraging squir-
rels to relocate themselves by eliminating 
their food sources in your landscape is 
always the best option. 

Just remember, getting into and 
cleaning out your bird feeder is just one of 
the main jobs of any squirrel, and they are 
darned good at their work. Maybe with 
these tips you will be able to outfox your 
own squirrel nemesis. Good luck!

Outsmarting squirrels is often the key to success 
with spring-flowering bulbs. Including a chicken 
wire cage over bulbs helps deter squirrels’ ability 
to dig up bulbs.
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THE YANKEE CHEF

INSTRUCTIONS:

Preheat oven to 350 degrees F. Place a piece of parchment 
paper in the bottom of an 8-inch square baking pan and 
liberally coat with nonstick cooking spray. Put the fillets 
into the pan without overlapping. Set aside.

In a bowl, whisk together apple juice, chili sauce, maple 
syrup, brown sugar, mustard, lemon juice, and seasonings. 
Pour over fish and bake for about 20 minutes, or until fish 
flakes when pierced with a fork. Remove from oven to serve 
hot with baked beans if desired. (What doesn’t go with 
baked beans?)
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Spicy Maine Fish Fillets

INGREDIENTS:
 Nonstick cooking spray
 4 (6-ounce) boneless fish fillets
 1/2 cup apple juice
 1/2 cup chili sauce 
 1/4 cup maple syrup
 1/4 cup brown sugar
 1 tablespoon prepared or Dijon-style mustard
 1 teaspoon lemon juice

 1/4 teaspoon each salt and black pepper

By Jim Bailey, The Yankee Chef

I was invited by Eureka Farms in Newport, Maine, to come up with a way to make 
maple syrup stretch. As we all know the price of real maple syrup is quite steep. 
As I made and gave out over 900 pancakes at their annual event last year, I devel-

oped three ideas, with delicious outcomes. First, by whisking equal amounts of 
syrup with your favorite jelly, you have some great, fruity syrup that doubles in 
volume for very little extra cost. Second, by whisking 2 teaspoons peanut butter 
with a cup of syrup, you have a peanut-butter maple topping, which was the first to 
run out as we served the pancakes and toppings over the course of two hours. Great on pancakes, waffles, 
or French toast.

My third idea was to combine the flavors of Maine with a hint of spice, in this delicious recipe for Spicy Maine Fish 
Fillets. Tell what you think.  
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SENIORS’ SHOW VIDEO
An hour of good old songs!

 
The perfect gi   for a loved one in 

a residen  al or care facility. 
(Live music has been suspended.)

 
Check out the video at

RedGallagher.com/promo  on.html
 

REDBIRD MUSIC
RedGallagher.com | 603-986-7736

Red Gallagher
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“Clare, I need your expertise for this cross-
word puzzle,” I said, as I hunched over my 
magazine, elbow planted on the table with 

my chin resting in my hand. I looked up at my 8-year-old 
niece, Clare, as she marched over to me, proud to be 
recruited for an adult matter. “Ok, so, tell me what 
Disney princess this is,” I said as I read from the page, 
“‘with a dreamy far-off look, and her nose stuck in a 
book.’’’ I cocked my head to the side as I watched her 
smile. “Oh! It’s Belle!” she exclaimed, “That was easy, I 
knew the answer as soon I heard ‘nose stuck in a book!’ 
because Belle is always reading.” I thanked her for her 
input as she walked away in triumph. To be honest, 
Beauty and the Beast was one of my favorite Disney 
movies as a child, so I knew the answer immediately, 
but inviting my niece to help me made my crossword so 

much more fun. Visits with my family are usually filled 
with outings and explorations, but during this COVID 
year, we have begun to bond over the little things. One 
of my favorites: the crossword puzzle. 

My family, like many, includes an array of personali-
ties. Despite our differences, we each have our own 
unique areas of expertise and skill sets. Our cast of 
characters includes a former librarian, a stock trading 
expert, an immigrant, a former priest, a precocious 
8-year-old, a massage therapist, and more. Our family 
is home to business owners and lawyers, Ph.Ds. and 
college dropouts, knitters and blackjack players, 
conservatives and liberals. As I sat at my parents’ table 
completing a crossword puzzle on Christmas Day, I 
witnessed how beautifully each person’s expertise took 
center stage as I moved from one clue to the next. 

The Crossword Puzzle: A Family Affair

By Emily Dunuwila

THE CROSSWORD PUZZLE: 
A Family Affair
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Family members cycled in and out of the kitchen to 
grab snacks, chat, or cook, and as they did, I sat, 
drawing from one person’s well of knowledge and 
then another, until I had woven together the answers 
to a completed crossword puzzle. The finished puzzle 
was a true testament to my family’s diversity of 
knowledge, and a visual reminder that expertise 
comes in all kinds. 

I have learned to do crossword puzzles in pencil and 
to always have a good eraser around. It is a humbling 
experience to excitedly fill in a crossword answer, only 
to later find that I had it wrong. Perhaps I have written 
mistakes in ink so often, that I tend to doubt myself 
whenever I think I have the answer. That is where 
having a family member comes in handy: a real-live 
version of “phone a friend.” So, when the clue, “A 
corporation’s first offer to sell stock to the public” 
came up, I felt a subtle self-doubt creep in. Lucky for 
me, my brother, Patrick, an 
expert trader, and author of 
the daily newsletter the 
Chart Report, was in the 
kitchen to help me. “Come 
on, Emmy!” he exclaimed, 
“It’s ‘IPO’, you should know 
that . ”  I  thought  for  a 
moment. “Oh, yeah,” I said, 
slowly nodding my head as if recalling a distant 
memory, “initial public offering.” I exhaled as I wrote 
the letters “IPO” in the crossword boxes. Another 
answer complete.

“OK, Ryan,” I said to my brother-in-law, an avid 
hiker with a trek through the Appalachian Trail under 
his belt, “I have a few compass-related clues for you. 
‘One point south of due east,’ and it is three letters,” 
I said as I looked up from the puzzle. He thought for a 
moment.  “I’m pretty sure it’s ‘East by South,’ so EbS,” 
he said as he pulled out his phone, “but maybe I’ll 
look it up.” “That’s what I said,” my sister called out 
from the next room, peeved that I had not trusted her 
original answer. She joked that this was yet another 
occasion where she knew the answer, but no one 
believed her. Note to self: my sister is a dark house 
when it comes to crossword and should be consulted 
on miscellaneous questions.  We laughed as I filled 
not one but two compass-related answers with the 
help of my brother-in-law and sister. 

“What does that say?” My mom asked as she 
glanced over my shoulder. “Oh, it’s duodena, like the 
plural of duodenum in the small intestine,” I answered, 
pleased that my knowledge as a former anatomy 
teacher was still fresh and relevant. Sometimes, I do 
have the answer, but if it is something obscure, my 
mom is generally the best help. Beyond being an avid 
reader and former college librarian, my mom is a 
force to be reckoned with when it comes to watching 
Jeopardy or completing a crossword. She knows the 
tricks and she has got the strategies. So, when the 
clue “Bravo, Bravo, Bravo!” appeared, she knew the 
answer: “aahs.” “What? How did you get that?” I 
asked. 

“Oh, once you do enough of these puzzles, you get 
to know the common answers,” she said humbly, “like 
you’ll see clues for the singer Etta James, or three 
letter words like ‘rah’ come up often.” This tip proved 

helpful in a future cross-
word puzzle in which ‘rah’ 
was the answer. Sometimes 
Moms really do know best. 

Other family members 
chipped in their expertise 
and help throughout the 
game. My dad, a sports fan 
and former religion professor 

helped me answer a sports clue and a different clue 
about South East Asia. My sister-in-law, a lawyer, helped 
me take a stab at a law-related question. Some folks 
guessed answers, others knew immediately. Some 
guesses were successful, others were good guesses but 
ultimately incorrect. Some family members pondered 
for a long time until they had an answer, while others 
lost patience and consulted Google. Regardless of the 
approach, the final finished product was a true family 
affair. We don’t always agree in my family, we lead 
different lives, have different goals, and yet we respect 
and love each other regardless. My crossword puzzle 
was proof of that. Crossword puzzles are not fast-
moving like Jeopardy nor competitive like trivia games, 
and yet they require a diverse knowledge of topics. No 
one feels out-paced or out-performed, and there is a 
moment for everyone to shine. Sure, it is validating to 
complete a crossword by myself, but making it into an 
inclusive, empowering quest for answers that involves 
all members of my family? I’d prefer that any day. 

The finished puzzle was a 
true testament to my family’s 
diversity of knowledge,  
and a visual reminder that 
expertise comes in all kinds. 
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ACROSS
 1. Nuclear near 

reach weapon
 5.  Of she
 8.  Hyperbolic 

function
12.  Rice dish
14.  A team’s best 

pitcher
15.  Strong and 

healthy
16.  Induces
18.  Popular manga 

series
19.  From a distance
20. Split
21.  Consumed
22. Cushions
23.  All over
26. One who provides 

food
30. St. __ Girl, brand 

of beer
31.  Walking slowly
32.  Wood
33.  Semitic gods
34.  Bugle
39.  60-minute  

periods (abbr.)
42. Congressman
44. Plant of the heath 

family
46. Subdivision of an 

army
47.  Having many 

different forms
49. Shellfish

50. Latin for hail
51.  Between sixth and 

seventh
56.  Maori war dance
57.  Precious or 

semiprecious 
stone

58.  Teeter totter
59.  Deity
60. A major division of 

geological time
61.  Fishing net
62. Small Caribbean 

bird
63.  Field force unit
64. Japanese beverage

DOWN
 1.  Prevents oil spills
 2.  Monetary unit
 3.  The color of the sky
 4.  Dough used to 

make tortillas
 5.  Popular comic 

strip character
 6.  Distinct form of a 

plant
 7.  Replenishment
 8.  Has its own altar
 9.  Expedition to see 

animals
10.  Group of related 

organisms
11.  His and __
13.  Frenetically
17.  Small integer
24. Unit of energy

25.  Studies of culture
26. Taxi
27.  Doctors’ group
28. Don’t know when 

yet
29.  Former measure of 

length
35.  Popular CBS 

series
36.  Skin condition
37.  Christian creator 

and ruler of the 
universe

38.  They __
40. Caused severe 

damage
41.  Work done under 

harsh conditions 
for no pay

42. One point east of 
due south

43.  Sea eagles
44. Drenched
45.  State capital
47.  Italian city
48. Sweetheart 

(archaic)
49. Brief talk
52.  Popular disco 

group: Bee __
53.  First Chinese 

dynasty
54. Military vehicle
55.  Chinese Moslem

CROSSWORD

February Crossword

Answers 
on page 59.

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
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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!

Handcrafting and Managing    
Sustainable Investment Portfolios 
that Reflect the Values of Maine 

Families and Non-profits for over 
25 years.

Securi�es offered through LPL Financial, Member FINRA/SIPC

LOYALTY… INTEGRITY… TRANSPARENCY...

129 Silver Street • Waterville, ME  04901
207-873-2200 • www.goldenpondwealth.com
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AdviceFROM MARY & JIMMY

Mary & 
Jimmy

QUESTION: My brother has been 
emailing me daily updates on coro-
navirus for months. He’s a great 
guy, and I appreciate the thought. 
But jeepers, I see so many stories 
on the news about the virus doom 
and gloom. I don’t want to insult 
him, but I want him to stop 
sending me stuff that I’m sick of 
hearing about.

—Matty
 

MARY’S ADVICE:
I ’d say that your brother is 

stressed with the difficulties of this 
virus and just may need his sister to 
share his concerns with. I think you 
should call him, letting him know you 
love him, but gently suggest to him 
that all the information is just too 
difficult and overwhelming for you. 
Good luck, Matty.

 
JIMMY’S ADVICE:

Do we all have someone like this 
in our lives? I do. Solution? I’ve 
tagged my COVID “informer” friend 
as “junk mail” . . . and I’ll never ever 
see it again.

 

QUESTION:  My husband is 
depressed. The overbearing issue 
for him? The Patriots. He says he 
had been in “7th Heaven” for 20 
years, and now he is in football 
“hell.” How can I cheer him up, espe-
cially as Brady just keeps on winning 
in Florida?

—Lori
 

MARY’S ADVICE: 
Your husband misses his weekly 

joy of his team always winning. 
Possibly you could encourage him to 
watch some of the new players trying 
to succeed. You could also encourage 
him to be grateful for all the wins he 
was able to experience in his life of 
being a Pats fan. And he could switch 
some part of his allegiance to the 
Tampa Bay Buccaneers, out of loyalty 
to Tom Brady.  

JIMMY’S ADVICE: 
As a Pats fan, I’ve been listening to 

the “Is it the coach or the QB?” debate 
for years. This year, I got the answer.

QUESTION: If I had to choose the 
best cook on earth, I’d pick my wife. 
The dinners she dreams up are 
nothing short of spectacular. We 
eat together, and then every 
evening she feels sick with stomach 
pain. I hate that, so what can I do? 

Suggest she switch us both to 
vegan or non-wheat foods? That 
might insult her, and rob me of so 
many delicious feasts!

MARY’S ADVICE: 
How very nice you care for your 

wife’s troubles. Maybe you could 
learn some gourmet cooking . . . using 
foods that would be kind to her diges-
tion? You might also urge her to see 
her doctor, to get a definitive answer 
on what exactly is causing the 
distress.

JIMMY’S ADVICE:
Split the difference! She can cook 

one night, and the next night you can 
order out . . . so you can feel less 
guilty. Yes?

QUESTION: Thin pizza . . . thick 
and juicy pizza . . . oh, and even 
VERY thin pizza. What’s your 
vote?

—Rolo
 

MARY’S ADVICE: 
I adore thin crust pizza. It is so deli-

cious!
 

JIMMY’S ADVICE: 
Thick pizza . . . thin pizza . . . VERY 

thin pizza? Spare me the details. Just 
bring on the pie!

Do You Have a Problem?  
Ask MaryandJimmy@maineseniorsmagazine.com.

CORRECTIONS:  
We inadvertently printed a wrong first name in “Spending Time with Peter Rioux” 
(January 2021, Maine Seniors, p. 40).  The article should refer to Peter and Susie. 
We regret the error.   

The Yankee Chef’s recipe for Maine Molasses Cake (January 2021, Maine Seniors,  
p. 60) neglected to include the baking temperature.  The baking temperature for 
the molasses cake should be 350 degrees.
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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

Residential Conveniences. Enjoy one floor living 
built with you in mind including designer chosen finishes, 
private decks, indoor parking, elevators and more. 

Campus Amenities. Take advantage of the fitness 
center with indoor saltwater pool, guest suites for overnight 
visitors, community gardens, fire pits, dog washes and more.

Perfect Location. Live in one of Portland’s      
best neighborhoods, next to green trails, 
restaurants, and just a short trip to downtown.

Now Taking Reservations for 
Building Two!

STEVENS SQUARE AT BAXTER WOODS   Portland’s 55+ Active Lifestyle Community

Ed Gardner | Kelley Craig
(207) 415-4493
ed@gardnerregroup.com

   583 Stevens Avenue, Portland, Maine | StevensSquare.com
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