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  Help Us Keep This Guide Up to Date





  Every effort has been made by the authors and editors to make this guide as accurate and useful as possible. However, many things can change after a guide is published—establishments close, phone numbers change, facilities come under new management, and so on.




  We would appreciate hearing from you concerning your experiences with this guide and how you feel it could be improved and kept up to date. While we may not be able to respond to all comments and suggestions, we’ll take them to heart, and we’ll also make certain to share them with the authors. Please send your comments and suggestions to the following address:




  GPP


  Reader Response/Editorial Department


  P.O. Box 480


  Guilford, CT 06437




  Or you may e-mail us at:


  editorial@globepequot.com
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  Guilford, Connecticut




  The prices, rates, and hours listed in this guidebook were confirmed at press time. We recommend, however, that you call establishments to obtain current information before traveling.




  

    To buy books in quantity for corporate use or incentives, call (800) 962-0973 or e-mail premiums@GlobePequot.com.
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    For my wife, Kevin, who fills the years with love and laughter.




    —Tim Sample




    For Beth, my co-conspirator and navigator, with love.




    —Stephen Bither
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  So You Think You Know Maine?




  This book has been easy and difficult to write and rewrite. It’s easy because “Curiosities and Oddities” are the rule, rather than the exception, in the state of Maine. We’re all quirky characters, and every road in every town has some sort of roadside oddity.




  It’s difficult because there is a cottage industry in Maine that calls attention to how we, as a state and as a people, are unique and different from the rest of the world. We have to show how our collection of quirky stuff is unique and different from the stuff displayed by the guys in the other cottages.




  Tim is the natural choice for writing the definitive book of Maine curiosities. He’s driven everywhere in the state, talking and listening to fellow Mainers and generally noticing and commenting on the state of the state in his work as a Down East humorist, writer, illustrator, and from 1993 to 2004 as a regular correspondent for CBS Sunday Morning. Steve has been an observer of Maine life, both as a singer/songwriter/keyboard player with the Wicked Good Band and as a lawyer for Maine people. Way back in the1970s, we played together in a couple of bands, including the Dubious Brothers, where we began developing humor skits and generally trying to entertain each other, in the face of sparse, drunk, and inattentive audiences.




  In 2001 Tim started writing the first edition of this book. He got a little stuck in the middle of the process—that’s what happens when you think too much about what you are doing. Anyway, he called me, and together the two of us put together a nondefinitive list of things that would qualify as “Quirky Characters, Roadside Oddities & Other Offbeat Stuff.” The fun was in the discovery—meeting new people and seeing how proud they were of the things they had done or the stuff they had. The book was on the local best-seller list for several months, and it made us some new friends. It also generated the usual responses from people who tell us about even more odd stuff that we have to comment on or see.




  We first revised the book in 2005; about one-third of that book was new material. When Globe Pequot asked to create a third edition we figured we must be doing something right. As in the past, we spent time trying to identify new oddities and modifying our reports about existing ones. We got to work, riding the bumpy back roads, jamming the phone lines, and surfing the Net for even more quirky Maine stuff. We certainly found it, since more than a third of this book is brand new. We think it’s the best edition yet. It has been at least as much fun, if not more, than the first two. As Tim said in the introduction to the first Maine Curiosities: Getting there isn’t the point of the journey. It’s what you see along the way that makes the journey memorable.




  This book isn’t exactly a tourist guide. A lot of things listed as curiosities or oddities aren’t there anymore—except as memories of things that have left a footprint on our collective spirit. You will also see some of the offbeat ways we do things, like bowling candlepins or making used toilets into yard sculptures. But even this book is not the final word on the subject. We continue to hope that our collection of Maine oddities will whet your appetite for more of the same. This is just the tip of the iceberg, folks. As long as there are long, cold winters followed by tourist-jammed summers, you can bet that Mainers will continue to create newer, better, and more outlandish roadside attractions. Why do we do it? Who knows? Maybe it’s just to get you to stop and ask directions to the next roadside attraction. Ayuh. That’s probably it. We always get a kick out of it when you ask directions.




  Silent Brothers




  Addison




  By now, llamas shouldn’t really be a “curiosity” to Mainers—there are as many as thirty farms that raise or breed llama. Still, most Mainers who are accustomed to seeing pigs, cows, goats, sheep, horses, and chickens on Maine farms (they seem like they are “natives”) are pleasantly surprised to encounter these lovely, gentle creatures.




  The Incas, who used and bred llamas in their Andean climate, called them “speechless brothers.” You don’t hear much bleating, squeaking, mooing, whinnying, or blatting. They do make low sounds to each other, either in warning or just in ordinary conversation. You might hear them hiss, but not much at people; only at each other.




  LLife is ppretty ggood for the llamas at Pleasant Bay Llama Keep in Addison. There’s lots of room to roam around; there is the company of other llamas, but not too much of it: While the herd was over fifty just a few years back, it’s now closer to twenty, spread out over 110 acres. Although it may seem that they are fenced in, actually, predators are fenced out. The food is good, and the service—well, people are falling over themselves to feed and care for them.




  The llama keep is connected to Pleasant Bay Bed and Breakfast—a people keep of sorts, which has beautiful views of the Pleasant River and Pleasant Bay, a wonderful set of rooms, and hearty breakfasts (no llama meat, though; and no llama milk—that’s too hard to get). Owner Joan Yeaton makes you feel welcome, and loves to talk about the llamas. Joan and her late husband Leon became interested in llamas while working in the Peace Corps in South America. They started their first herd twenty-six years ago; and as it grew, they acquired the land, built the B&B, and set up the llama keep. They also keep chickens for eggs and a few deer.




  Llamas look like camels, only smaller. They are efficient eaters. They seem to enjoy hay and grain, as well as some fruit. Their poop is very good fertilizer. At least when I was there, I did not see them biting the hands that fed them. They do thrive in the Maine climate—it’s similar to that of Peru. When it’s too hot, they’ll find the shade of a tree or they’ll go into their little houses. When it’s cold, they have one of the best coats nature can make.
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  The mysterious Speechless Brother, ready to make contact




  Their fur is beautiful; it doesn’t contain lanolin, like sheep’s wool, so it is less likely that people will be allergic to it. It is coarser, and some spinners add a small amount of wool (about 15 percent) for a better texture. Local craft workers are making beautiful blankets and clothing out of llama fur. The somewhat-pampered critters at Pleasant Bay get haircuts every couple of years. “There are a couple of llamas that are wearing dreadlocks,” says Joan.




  The Inca employed sure-footed llamas as pack animals for mountainous terrain, and they can still be trained to carry up to one hundred pounds (wouldn’t be good for logging, I guess). They are also used for predator protection in sheep herds—“guard llamas” are territorial, and don’t take kindly to invasions of “their” herds. Statistics show a dramatic drop in sheep losses to predators when guard llamas are employed.




  Among all of their qualities, though, the best may be both tangible and intangible. Joan says that a lot of different people and groups like to come over to the llama keep to feed the animals and just hang out with them. Among the biggest fans are residents of a local group home for autistic kids. Autism is a neurological condition, with varying degrees of mental retardation, but is generally known as involving impaired social functioning. Autism is marked by repetitive or compulsive behavior. Many people with autism are “silent,” or noncommunicative. But this is with other people. Not with “speechless brothers.”




  Joan, who is the director of Mental Health Services at a local agency that deals with people with physical and mental disabilities, regularly has some of her autistic clients come over to “communicate” with the llamas. Joan says, “Llamas are gentle, tactile, and calming. They are well-suited for working with people with autism.” Of course, the kids touch them and feel their fur. But the true bond isn’t tactile. It’s the invisible bond between silent brothers and speechless brothers.




  The Telstar Bubble




  Andover




  The little town of Andover wasn’t even on the map until the bubble came. “You’d see Byron and Rumford, but the town of Andover was so small they wouldn’t even put it on most maps,” said Roger, a guy I happened to meet who grew up in Andover in the 1950s and 1960s. Back then the town was so small that Roger’s graduating class of seventeen was the largest in Andover High School history. Everything changed when Andover became the site, in the early 1960s, of TXX1, a tracking antenna for one of the earliest communications satellites, Telstar. America was just entering the space age in those days. The Tornados’ song, “Telstar,” with its space-age organ and guitar sounds, was the rage. And, with the making of a space bubble, Andover was put on the map.




  The engineers at Bell Labs developed the antenna-satellite system, along with government-funded Project Relay, using parts from the Nike, Zeus, and Hercules rocket systems. (No, they didn’t have “swooshes” on them.) The engineers needed a location free from the interference of microwave and other transmissions. Andover sat in a natural bowl, and it was thought that the microwaves wouldn’t interfere with the operation of the station. A sensitive antenna, or horn, was constructed for the transmission of telephone, television, and data communications between outer space and Andover. The most interesting part of the scheme was “the bubble”: Built of treated canvas, the giant bubble was designed to keep the elements of weather off the antenna.




  The bubble brought opportunities for local involvement. Local workers made top dollar clearing the land for the bubble. At first, the public was invited inside the bubble to gawk at the antenna, but the constant traffic had an impact on the atmospheric pressure inside. So the “bubbleites” (as they were called) built a viewing area, a “fishbowl,” to observe the antenna horn as it circled on its track following an invisible star. Some folks in town were less than excited about the bubble; they thought the project was a waste of government money. Other folks were certain the government was doing something it wasn’t telling us about, and that UFOs were being tracked. Some folks, whether they were local or not, took potshots at the bubble with their hunting rifles (at least, they said, they couldn’t miss hitting it). David Belanger, who worked at the bubble, said a crew once counted seven bullet holes in the skin of the bubble.




  In its heyday, the station employed about ninety people, many of them professionals from New York and other foreign lands. These people built nice homes and brought some money into town. Naturally, they also brought with them their own views of how things should be run locally, which caused some resentment.




  By the 1980s the bubble had outlasted its usefulness. Newer forms of satellite dishes withstood the elements better. According to David, it cost $100,000 to heat the bubble, which made it economically unfeasible. In 1985 the bubble was decommissioned. Then it was dismantled. “Al Bancroft, a local resident, tore it down and took the scrap metal to the junkyard,” says David. Local people took discarded lights and door-knobs from the site, and some folks actually took chunks of the bubble as souvenirs of the early space age. So, if you’re looking for the bubble, you’ll find it in pieces in local barns. The cutting-edge technology that got the station going was replaced by fiber optics. Now owned by WorldCom, the antenna traffic is focused on transmitting to countries whose infrastructures are not as up to date as ours. The antenna station, no longer in a bubble, employs about seven people.




  Monuments to the Bloodless Aroostook War




  Aroostook County




  There ought to be more wars like the Bloodless Aroostook War. No shots were fired. Some say even the mosquitoes starved to death. The two erstwhile enemies sent a couple of guys to talk things over, and then everyone went home. There are a few markers on the war trail, but no grand monuments. No Aroostook War Veterans posts.




  But there is a fight song that was more saber-rattle than war cry.




  In 1838 and 1839, some Canadian loggers came onto what Mainers considered to be Maine property. When an American land agent came to arrest the loggers, they seized him, and the land around the border was up in arms. Congress ordered 10,000 troops to be sent to the County, but they didn’t declare war. General Winfield Scott (“old Fuss ’n’ Feathers”), who later led troops in the Mexican American War and developed the initial strategy for the Civil War, was commander of the troops. He quickly found someone on the other side to talk to (“Hey, let’s have a beer, eh?”) and they agreed to refer the matter to U.S. secretary of state Daniel Webster and British foreign secretary Lord Ashburton. (“Besides, it’s too cold to fight—the bullets are shivering so much they don’t want to come out of the guns.”) Things were resolved amicably, and hence, no bloodshed.




  Some soldiers were dispatched to northern posts, but they saw no combat action. A plaque in Fort Kent does provide words to the fight song for the Aroostook War, to the tune of “Auld Lang Syne,” some of which goes like this:




  We are marching on to Madawask,




  To fight the trespassers;




  We’ll teach the British how to walk




  And come off conquerors




  We’ll have our land, right good and clear,




  For all the English say;




  They shall not cut another log,




  Nor stay another day.




  Come on! Brace fellows one and all!




  The Red-coats ne’er shall say,




  We Yankees, feared to meet them armed,




  So gave our land away.




  Onward! My lads so brave and true




  Our country’s right demands




  With justice, and with glory fight,




  For these Aroostook lands!
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  Hard to find the monument to the war here!




  There is another Aroostook War plaque, but it’s so far away from everything, it might as well be a secret. Off Military Road in Houlton, there’s Garrison Road, at the end of which sits a vacant field with a fence around it. This is the site of the Houlton Garrison. In the middle of the field is a lonely-looking rock, upon which is a plaque honoring the Bloodless Aroostook War. Time and the elements have taken their toll on the plaque, making it hard to read for the person who has ventured this far.




  Give me a choice between A) a shiny monument to a conflict (over uncertain land or ideas) in which lots of people died and property was destroyed, or B) a faded plaque that recognizes the beneficial wisdom of negotiation instead of armed battle. I choose B, and tip my hat to the Bloodless Aroostook War.




  Duke’s Barber “Poll”: As Maine Goes, So Goes the Nation




  Augusta




  Of course, it’s always easy to be a Monday-morning quarterback on these things. Still, I feel pretty confident in saying that if Dan Rather and the rest of the network TV news anchors had taken the time to put their high-priced consultants on hold for five minutes and make a call to Augusta, Maine, on Election Night 2000, they all might have ended up with a lot less egg on their collective faces.




  Like it or not, exit polls and other forms of modern-day prognostication have become an integral part of election news coverage. Taking the public pulse in this manner is a multibillion-dollar business. But, as the flip-flopping predictions of newscasters in the Y2K presidential elections pointed out, sometimes even the most scientific poll results that money can buy are embarrassingly off the mark.




  Which brings us to Duke Dulac, who, for the better part of a half century, has been “lowering ears” in Augusta, Maine. Duke’s establishment, Duke’s Hairport, is located near the Augusta Airport. You want accuracy in your political polls? You’ve got it at Duke’s. For the past thirty-three years, besides cutting hair, Duke has been polling his customers and using their ballots to predict the outcome of upcoming elections. How’s his track record? Almost perfect, thank you very much. With only one exception, Obama’s 2008 victory over John McCain, Duke’s Barber Poll has correctly called every presidential election since 1974. Not impressed? Since instituting his decidedly unscientific survey back in 1973, he’s also had a 100 percent success rate in predicting the outcome of Maine’s gubernatorial races. If you factor in races for the Senate and House of Representatives, local and statewide offices, and the inevitable referendum issues that are so popular here in the Pine Tree State, his poll still boasts an astounding 97 percent success rate.




  A case in point: According to Duke, “When Cohen [senator and later secretary of defense William Cohen of Bangor] ran against Libby Mitchell in ’84, he came in and I gave him a printout of how he was gonna do. Out of 350 people, we had him getting 87 percent of the vote and Libby 13 percent. It came out he ended up getting 86 percent and Libby 14 percent. He sent me a letter a couple days after the election that said, ‘Nice job, Duke. Try harder next time. You were off one point.’ So I said to him when I saw him at Jock’s [former Maine governor John “Jock” McKernan] inauguration, we were off one point because you went home and took a nap after I showed you how well you were doing! ”What’s he doing that all the big shots aren’t? Well, according to Duke, it’s just common sense. He believes that when people are contacted by telephone pollsters, they know that somehow these folks got hold of their phone number, and, despite assurances of anonymity, their responses tend to be influenced by what they think the caller wants to hear. According to Duke, the same is true with exit polls. For instance, in the weeks prior to a statewide vote on a gay rights referendum in Maine (“A touchy one,” says Duke), virtually all the polls showed the bill passing by a comfortable margin. Duke’s customers accurately predicted its defeat. Duke figures that since people didn’t want to be branded homophobes, they said whatever they thought a questioner wanted to hear. But in the privacy of the voting booth they voted the way they really thought. The results may not have been the best reflection on Mainers’ social attitudes, but they sure were accurate.




  How private is the barber poll? Voting at Duke’s is virtually identical to the real thing. He uses real ballots obtained from the city, the same ones people will see when they step into the booth. (“Sometimes they’ll stamp ‘sample’ on ’em,” he says.) And the process is completely anonymous. Instead of perusing a three-month-old copy of Field and Stream or Sports Illustrated, customers perched on the chrome-and-vinyl chairs lining the south wall simply mark their ballots, fold them in half, and drop them in the official ballot box. No one sticks a camera in their face and asks them how they voted. Nobody knows their phone number or mailing address. No salesman will call.




  Duke figures that his clientele is a pretty representative cross section of average Maine folks. Consequently, when the ballots are counted at the end of the day, Duke knows what the people of Maine are thinking. Let’s just say it’s awfully hard to argue with his track record. By the way, Duke didn’t spend any time agonizing along with the rest of us over the unprecedented Bush/Gore presidential election cliffhanger: He knew who the winner would be at least three weeks before election night. When it comes to picking the next president, Duke has never, ever, been wrong. Well, almost never.
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  Hairstyles are fickle. But Duke Dulac’s “Barber Poll” is (almost) never wrong!




  Jane Burke Loves Maine (and Vice Versa)




  Augusta




  Jane Burke describes her tiny, campy, turquoise-and-white, kitschladen 1957 Vagabond house trailer as “a silver bullet lodged in the throat of state government.” That statement refers to the fact that Jane’s trailer, a virtual shrine to her fabulous, trademark off-the-wall visual style, is tucked away on a secluded lot, just a stone’s throw from the capitol in Augusta. Not that Jane is throwing any stones, ever. She’s a lot more likely to pick ’em up, paint ’em Day-Glo orange, and line her driveway with ’em.




  No pop star from A(retha) to Z(appa) ever had a better time playing in the fields of popular “kulchah” than Jane Burke. Jane’s whole raison d’être since she arrived on this planet seems to have been inventing, reinventing, and re-reinventing herself and reinterpreting the world around her. She claims to do this mostly for her own amusement. But it also serves as great entertainment for those lucky passersby who stray into her highly charged, brilliantly hued force field.




  According to Jane, her adolescence was characterized by a “need for notoriety.” It’s hard to argue that point with a woman who walks around with half of her hair dyed a brassy blond and the other half a generic brown. Of her hairstyle, Jane simply states, “I had to entertain myself.” Early in her career, in the absence of any volunteers, Jane started her own Jane Burke Fan Club, complete with regular newsletters describing her day-to-day activities—applying makeup, raking blueberries, that sort of thing.




  You can laugh all you want (believe me, Jane would approve), but eventually some pretty high-profile people ended up on the Jane Burke bandwagon. A few summers back actress Kirstie Alley became a fan. “I painted a lot of furniture for her home here in Maine,” says Jane. “And I painted murals for the children.” After thoroughly Jane Burke–izing her place in Maine, Alley persuaded Jane to leave the state of Maine (not an easy thing to do), and our heroine spent several months painting furniture, murals, and other stuff in the star’s California home.




  After finishing up out west, she headed to New York to collaborate with some other decorative painters on the former apartment of the late legendary screen idol Greta Garbo. But as outrageously attention-grabbing as Jane can be, at heart she’s a “serious” artist with zero interest in coasting along with the “artist to the stars” bit. “I’m really uncomfortable with that whole thing,” says Jane. “In L.A. so many people seemed to be, like, in awe about all celebrities. It really bothered me.” It also bothered her that folks took her art more seriously just because she had worked for a “big-name star.”




  Whatever Jane has done with her creativity, it’s the opposite of selling out. For her, creativity is a calling, almost like a religion, and she has little patience with those who view art as an afterthought. According to Jane, “If you put the beauty, the creativity, THE ART first, then the other things will eventually . . .”




  She pauses. “Well,” she says, “you’re not gonna starve.”




  But you might come close. Jane talked to me matter-of-factly about the time she had to choose between buying food and purchasing a cassette of new music she wanted to listen to. She chose to feed her soul. Clearly, she made the right choice.




  These days Jane no longer lives in her famous Maine trailer (featured prominently in a recent documentary by filmmaker David Brooks). According to Jane, “I’m using it sometimes as a handbag, sometimes as a mini-office, and sometimes as a home for unwed fathers.” She hasn’t slowed down much, though. In addition to graphic art projects and performing with her band, Jane Loves Maine, she’s even added stand-up comedy to her stage act, and celebrated the year 2007 as “The Year of the Eyebrow.”




  Eyebrow? “Oh yes,” says Jane matter-of-factly. “My serpentine eyebrow [that’s the hand-painted extension of her natural brow that swirls dramatically across half her face] and I are celebrating fifteen years together.” My goodness. Has it been fifteen years already? “Well,” Jane admits, “it isn’t actually fifteen years, but that sounds better than thirteen or fourteen.” Ah yes, of course! Perhaps that statement in itself best captures the elusive, eclectic, mercurial Maine essence of Jane Burke. Whatever sounds better, looks better, makes you smile, laugh, or think twice about the things you see every day, that’s what Jane Burke is all about. As far as I can tell, Jane loves Maine, and the feeling is mutual.
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  Impersonating a Maine lawn ornament is but one of Jane Burke’s many talents.




  COURTESY JANE BURKE, © RICH ENTEL




  Elvis Comes to Maine




  Augusta




  The brass plaque in the lobby of the Augusta Civic Center commemorates the evening of May 24, 1977. That date marks the only Maine appearance of “The King,” rock ’n’ roll pioneer Elvis Presley. The legendary zeal of Elvis’s fans being what it is, I just assumed that the dull, worn spots on the left side of the plaque were the result of thousands of true believers lovingly caressing its polished surface. Dave Jowdry, who manages the facility, acknowledges that that’s what a lot of folks think. It makes a great story, he says. But the truth is a bit more pedestrian.




  The shrine was apparently defaced when some overly enthusiastic Republicans (obviously not Presley fans) hastily taped a campaign sign to its surface during a convention a few years back. Not to worry, says Dave (who attended the Elvis show and, although he never met the man, is proud to say that he glimpsed the back of The King’s head backstage surrounded by a phalanx of the Memphis Mafia). The Maine Elvis fan club is planning to raise funds for a shiny new replacement.




  Brief though his sojourn in Maine was, Elvis left some lasting impressions. After the show in Augusta, he spent the night at the Sheraton Tara in South Portland. According to longtime Sheraton employee Mavis Spaltro, Elvis and his entourage took over the entire eighth and ninth floors of the East Tower. The King himself was ensconced in Room 807. No employees were allowed on the floor with Elvis during his stay. Nevertheless, several managed to glimpse—you guessed it—the back of his head. That famous head presumably spent at least some time on the bathroom floor, since when he left, the management found Elvis’s autograph on the underside of the sink. By the way, if you’re a hard-core fan, you can still book Room 807. But the sink is gone, torn out and auctioned off as a souvenir during renovations several years back.




  Like his legendary life, the Elvis in Maine story ends on a blue note. Elvis was booked at the same hotel for his second Maine appearance on August 16, 1977, the very day he was found dead in his home at Graceland.
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    Border Trivia




    Maine is basically diamond-shaped, with four major sides. As we learned in school, it is the only state in the continental United States that has only one other state bordering it. (Maine is also the only state with one syllable—you could look that up.)




    According to the Maine Department of Transportation and the International Boundary Commission, Maine’s borders look like this:




    Border with New Hampshire: 140 miles (but it costs you a buck and a half to get there)




    Border with Quebec, Canada: 292 miles




    Border with New Brunswick, Canada: 319 miles




    Maine coastline (nooks and crannies): 3,460 miles


  




  Mace’s—The Way “Airline Food” Should Be!




  Aurora




  Mace’s Snack Bar & Grille is located about mid-flight on the “the airline road.” That’s the local name for 90 miles or so of Route 9 connecting Bangor to Calais (pronounced “callus” in case you want to baffle your friends and impress the locals). I’ll admit that on my first visit my expectations were modest. Like most folks who pull into the parking lot at Mace’s I’d been on the road for quite a while and I was tired and hungry.




  Also, like many weary travelers who find themselves stuck with limited food options, I half expected to be ripped off. You know what I mean—high prices and lousy chow just like you get on actual airlines where they charge you upwards of ten bucks for a cardboard box filled with a half dozen oddly matched foil packets that look amazingly like free samples of huckleberry yogurt, spiced salami sticks, and processed cheese lozenges. Yuck!




  Like I said, I was hungry, so I chose Mace’s double cheeseburger with an order of onion rings. It wasn’t exactly cheap, which did nothing to dispel my concerns about getting gouged. While I waited for my number to be called I glanced around. Nice view from the covered open-air dining area, rolling farmland and distant hills. Clearly this is “God’s country” and He spends some quality time here.




  My number was called and I stepped up to the window to retrieve my order. Whoa! This can’t be right. It felt like it weighed five pounds! Without going into a lot of detail I’ll just say that my first meal at Mace’s was as good as any “road food” I’ve ever had (and I’ve had plenty). Everything was fresh and tasty and the portions were absurdly large. Since my first visit I’ve occasionally found myself subconsciously timing my trips across “the airline” so that I hit Mace’s around lunchtime. Oh yeah, and I’ve moved on from burgers and fries and can now endorse a bunch of other stuff. Though you’re miles from the ocean, the fried clams, shrimp, and haddock here are as fresh and delicious as any in Maine.




  How did a place like Mace’s end up in the middle of the Maine woods? Well, it turns out that the current restaurant is just a stone’s throw from the farmhouse where ancestors of the current owners have been serving solid unpretentious stick-to-your-ribs fare like this to weary travelers for over a century.




  Melody Knadler, owner of Mace’s, filled me in on the Mace family history. It turns out that her great grandparents established a country store on the airline in “the late 1800s.” But it wasn’t until the dawn of the twentieth century that the first real “Mace’s” restaurant was established by her grandparents, A. Russell Mace and Gladys T. Mace, who served food to travelers from the kitchen of their family farm. That explains a lot. They’ve been at this a while. So if you’re driving along the airline road and your stomach starts to growl, by all means stop and enjoy a meal at Mace’s Snack Bar & Grille. I’m sure they’ll be open for business. After all, they were serving “airline food” before Wilbur and Orville made their first take-off and landing. Why quit now?




  Is Paul Bunyan Really a Mainer?




  Bangor




  My wife hails from Minnesota, so it was only natural that she was a bit skeptical when I took her to visit Bangor’s famous Paul Bunyan statue and tried to convince her that the legendary giant lumberjack got his start here in the Pine Tree State. I suppose you’d get the same reaction from most Minnesotans. By all accounts, Minnesota is practically littered with Paul Bunyan statues, including an 18-footer in the town of Brainard, which was erected more than twenty years before our “Paul” and features the big guy’s famous sidekick, Babe the blue ox. On the other hand, if we’re talkin’ big guys, Paul in Bangor would have the edge. At 31 feet, our Paul stands head and shoulders above his western rival. And if our woodsman is missing his ox, at least he’s got a peavey.




  What’s a peavey? Well, it seems that back in 1858 a blacksmith from Stillwater, Maine (remember the name of the town, OK?), was watching the local log drivers on the Stillwater River as they separated the jammed-up logs with crude pikes. Struck by inspiration, he retired to his shop and started to hammer out his new invention. A few days later he emerged with the first peavey, a sharp iron pike attached to a long wooden handle with a hook, or “dog,” hanging from the underside. The peavey was a brilliantly simple tool. The leverage provided by the pike, iron hook, and long wooden handle made the dangerous task of rolling logs on the swift river easier, faster, and much safer. It was an immediate hit, and almost a century and a half later the Snow and Neally Company is still making peaveys and selling them around the globe.
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  It’s the big guy, Paul Bunyan, holding the world’s biggest peavey.




  So what about Stillwater? My wife grew up next door to the town of Stillwater, Minnesota, which was founded by lumbermen who had migrated west from guess where? Ayuh . . . Stillwater, Maine. I figure those folks just brought the Paul Bunyan story to Minnesota along with ’em.




  A Monster or a Mouse?




  Bath




  Charlie Cahill Jr. opened his garage on the site of what is now Cahill’s Tire Store in Bath, at the junction of Route 1 and the Old Bath Road, back in 1938. Charlie was quite a character in the community, and his son Skip has done a good job keeping up the family tradition. He’s a hardworking guy who uses his lively sense of humor very effectively to lubricate the dull spots in the daily grind.




  A few years back, Skip came up with an idea for a roadside attraction, something “a little different” that would draw passing motorists to his establishment. When you run a garage in the same location for as many years as the Cahills have, you’re bound to collect a certain amount of “car junque”: a used muffler here, a few spare wheels there, maybe a bit of scrap metal and a box of mismatched headlights and taillights. Hey, after a few years, it adds up. Whether the motivation was practicality (why pay somebody to lug it off?) or whimsy (more likely, in my opinion), I can’t say. But Skip decided that the growing pile of automotive castoffs would make excellent raw material for a roadside “art installation.”




  He enlisted the talents of local artisan John Donovan and pretty much let him go where he would with the project. The result, a four-legged, long-necked, red-eyed beast about 25 feet tall, which looks like a cross between a brontosaurus and Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer, is known locally as “Skip’s Monster.”




  You can’t miss the Monster, partly because of the rather sinister-looking red-tinted headlight eyeballs glowing ominously from deep within the stamped steel wheel eye sockets perched on its rust-encrusted skull. “The kids like it,” says Skip, as if that were some sort of explanation. When I asked him what the public reaction to his junkyard Frankenstein has been, he told me that a lot of customers get a kick out of it. But the most interesting reaction was that of one woman from Massachusetts. According to Skip, most folks think that the Monster is actually a moose or a deer. “This lady,” he said, grinning, “well now, she had a different idea.” According to Cahill, she came barreling off the highway as if her car were on fire, screeched to a stop, jumped out, and with a cry of rapture exclaimed, “I love it! That’s the biggest mouse I’ve ever seen!”
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  Skip told me he was looking for “something different.” I’d say he found it!




  Perry’s Tropical Nut House




  Belfast




  Sadly, one of Maine’s oldest and most venerated roadside attractions almost disappeared a few years back. Since opening its doors back in 1927, Perry’s Tropical Nut House on coastal Route 1 has entertained, amused, or at least temporarily distracted tens of thousands of tourists on their annual migration.




  I, for one, remember begging my mom to pull over at Perry’s. As a matter of fact, the original Perry’s Tropical Nut House, with its giant, gaudily painted menagerie of outsize animals standing around the parking area, was a near-perfect example of the “Hey, Mom! Can we stop in there and look around, pleeeeeeeze?” school of advertising.




  Frankly, I don’t recall being all that impressed with the actual store, you understand. What I do remember is that there was a certain third-rate P. T. Barnum ambience to the whole place. There was a fair-size herd of assorted stuffed animals, most of which, if memory serves, had apparently been worked over pretty well by a roving gang of voracious moths. There were also a lot of nuts from exotic places. I don’t remember that there was much in the way of formal exhibits at Perry’s, just a whole lot of dusty nuts lying around in bins and cases.




  Oh yeah, Perry’s Tropical Nut House was also the home of the “Giant Man-Killer Clam,” a huge white clamshell with a sign indicating its murderous proclivities in life. It’s pretty easy for a young boy to imagine being attacked and ripped to shreds by a snarling tiger or an angry grizzly bear, but a man-killer clam? Well, maybe. Keep in mind that I first visited Perry’s, as an impressionable lad, back in the fabulous ’50s, an era when ants and scorpions were laying waste to entire cities down at the drive-in every weekend. In that context, I suppose a killer clam didn’t seem all that far-fetched to me at the time.
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  As loquacious as ever, Hawthorn now greets moviegoers in Belfast.




  COURTESY COLONIAL THEATER, PHOTO COPYRIGHT MICHAEL HURLEY




  I’m happy to report that Perry’s opened under new management in 1997, and owner David Sleeper seems determined to restore it to its former glory. Although many of the original exterior attractions were sent fleeing by the auctioneer’s gavel, Hawthorn, the trumpeting elephant who ruled the front yard, was only relocated to Belfast center, where he now graces the Colonial Theater on High Street. But Sleeper, a fan of the original Perry’s, seems determined to do the right thing and has already begun rebuilding the store’s collection.




  There’s a 6-foot plush stuffed bear outside, as well as a plywood backdrop you can stick your head through while your friends snap pictures of you giggling under the message I GOT ‘CRACKED’ AT PERRY’S NUT HOUSE!




  I, for one, am glad to see Perry’s back in business. It’s hard to tell just what the attraction of the original Perry’s Tropical Nut House was. But if I had to guess, I’d say that the name has a lot to do with it. I think it was H. L. Mencken who once quipped, “No one ever went broke underestimating the intelligence of the American people.” The ability to tell the folks back home that, while on vacation in Maine, you stopped to visit a “nut house” has got to be right up there with flatulence jokes in terms of timeless appeal.
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    Uncle Henry’s Swap It or Sell It: A Literary Bargain




    Have you priced a paperback novel lately? Let’s just say they’ve come a long way from the days of the “dime novel.” If the thought of parting with nearly a ten spot for the privilege of toting the latest best seller to the beach makes you blanch, help is on the way.




    Every Thursday, for only a buck seventy-five, at just about any store in Maine with a cash register, you can pick up the latest copy of Uncle Henry’s Weekly Swap It or Sell It Guide. What you’ll get at this bargain basement price is nearly 400 pages of tiny print at a fraction of what you’d pay for the same thing from John Grisham or Stephen King.




    It’s not the same you say? Those folks are great storytellers? Well, I maintain there’s plenty of great writing and storytelling in Uncle Henry’s—you just have to use your imagination a bit. You see, those famous best-selling authors get paid millions for their stuff, so they can afford to sit around on their yachts, sipping champagne and spinning long complicated tales full of romance and drama, crime and punishment. But the writers you’ll be reading each week in Uncle Henry’s are just workin’ stiffs like you and me. They can’t sit around waiting for the muse to stroll in the door—they only get a half hour for lunch! Besides, the free ad form only allows you thirty words (including the town and the phone number) so Uncle Henry’s writers have a built-in incentive for avoiding verbosity and complex plot lines; they just cut right to the chase. Here’s just one example (and there are plenty more in each action-packed issue):




    “Will swap, slightly used, size 18 wedding dress, would like to trade for 357 Magnum!”




    That’s only fifteen words, but I think you’ll agree there’s a whole novel in there between the lines.


  




  Pink Dinosaurs Are Friendly




  Belfast




  Creating a truly memorable roadside attraction involves coming up with something odd, goofy, or outrageous enough to smack the eyeballs of the road-weary traveler with enough force to induce the driver to pull over and visit. With any luck, you’ll come up with something nobody else has thought of.




  As you’ll discover elsewhere in this book, there’s no shortage of outsize lobsters, fishermen, etc., populating the highways and byways of Maine. So, back in the late 1980s, when Kim Dunn and Dan Bennett decided to open their gem and mineral store in Belfast, they searched for a distinctive mascot that would stand out in the crowd of slicker-clad seamen and oversize arachnids. And, by golly, they found one.




  How about a pink dinosaur? Now we’re talking! It seems an unlikely totem for the Maine coast, but there is some logic behind the decision. Kim explains that the dinosaur (technically, it’s the skeleton of a styracosaurus, which, according to Kim, looks more friendly, feminine, and welcoming than its better-known cousin, the triceratops) is a symbol of antiquity and geology. (Remember those fossils you studied in high school science class?) They figured that since age and geology are what gems and minerals are all about, “Floyd” would make a fine mascot for their shop, Bennett’s Gems & Jewelry.
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  It’s hard to believe that after all these years “Pink Floyd” is still on the road.




  COURTESY BENNETT’S GEMS & JEWELRY




  Floyd? Oh yeah, a couple of years after it was erected, Kim and Dan held a contest to name the dinosaur. The winning name was submitted by an eight-year-old girl from Minnesota who clearly had a much better knowledge of classic British ’60s–’70s arena rock than her tender years would suggest.




  The original shocking pink 13-foot-long sculpture (eventually, if you sell enough Mary Kay, perhaps you could win one of these for your lawn) was painstakingly handcrafted out of pressure-treated plywood by jeweler and gem cutter Dan Bennett. It was an immediate hit. Kim says, “It pulls people right in. They can’t help themselves.” She also informs me that pink has been proven to be the “friendliest color,” explaining that the holding cell in nearby Waldo County Jail is painted a similar color to soothe the criminal psyche while pondering one’s fate.




  Apparently the color wasn’t quite “friendly” enough to win over a young local who wantonly decapitated the poor guy a few years back. The miscreant was eventually caught. To avoid prosecution, he agreed to assist in reattaching the ancient lizard’s lopped-off cranium. Presumably, having spent some time in the company of “Pink Floyd,” he ended up feeling mighty friendly about the whole thing.




  True North




  Big 20 Township




  Quick: What’s the northernmost spot in the state of Maine? If you guessed Fort Kent, as in “Kittery to Fort Kent,” you would be wrong by at least 50 miles. The northernmost spot is Big 20 Township, and it’s one of the most remote areas of the state as well. (Our editors encouraged us to write about areas other than the coast. Well, Big 20 is about as far away from the coast, or any part of Maine, as you can get.)




  How far north is it, you ask? Well, it’s closer to the North Pole than it is to the equator. At least a quarter of Canada’s population lives south of it. And it is farther north than Bismarck, North Dakota, hardly a tropical locale.




  It is so remote and far north that it doesn’t fit on a regular page of the DeLorme Maine Atlas and Gazetteer. It requires a separate insert. If you look at the insert, you will notice something else: There are no state highways, or even “blue highways,” in the entire township. There are only a couple of logging roads, which connect to other logging roads, and eventually they get you to the very end of Route 161 in Dickey, outside of Allagash. If you go north, and across the St. Francis River, you will get to the customs station at Estcourt in Quebec Province.




  Big 20 Township is big in geography. It’s actually two townships: T20 R11 and R12 WELS, which designates the Unorganized Territory—Township 20 in Ranges 11 and 12 West of the East Line of the State. (Thus, the town is not named after the bowling alley in Scarborough.)




  The St. Francis River forms the boundary line of Big 20 Township, as well as that of the state—and of the United States—with the province of Quebec, Canada. This line was established by two gentlemen who never set foot in Big 20 Township: Daniel Webster, who was U.S. secretary of state, and British foreign secretary Lord Ashburton. Their eponymous treaty, signed August 9, 1842, ended the “bloodless” Aroostook War. It gave Canada some land that Mainers claimed, and it gave to the United States some land that Canadians claimed. (See Monuments to the Bloodless Aroostook War, p. 7.) Along with settling the boundary of Big 20, the Webster-Ashburton Treaty also settled the U.S.–Canada border out through the Great Lakes to the Lake of the Woods, limited foreign inspection of U.S. ships suspected of carrying slaves in international waters, and gave restitution to the United States for a slave ship that Britain had seized and freed the cargo. Other than those issues, we are sure its most important goal was keeping Big 20 Township in Maine’s hands.




  There’s not much going on in Big 20. Most of the action is right across the border, where there is an Irving Paper Mill. Canadians try to sneak across the border to get cheaper tobacco products, although they might spend so much on gas and car repair that it would be less expensive just to pay the extra cost—or to quit smoking. Fewer than twenty people live in Big 20 year-round.




  The biggest activity is timber harvesting, according to Don Cote, a senior enforcement investigator with the Land Use Regulation Commission’s local office. Two large timber companies own a substantial amount of the land, with smaller lots owned by camp owners. There once was a gas station and a movie theater right on the boundary with Canada, but they aren’t there anymore. There are just a few camps on the lakes that stride the border, but the Canadian sides of the lakes (to the east) are developed, including Beau Lake, where the muskies (not the Ed kind) are plentiful. Cote doesn’t expect any major development in Big 20. And neither do we—it’s just good to know that this spot is sitting there by itself at the top of the map.




  How Cold Was It?




  Big Black River Station




  It’s no secret that Maine gets cold in the winter. How cold? You may ask:




  It was so cold that . . .




  I saw a chicken walking around with a capon.




  Even in Southern Maine, which is tempered by “warm” ocean currents, the temperature regularly goes well below zero.




  They were serving hot dogs in down-filled buns.




  Politicians had their hands in their own pockets.




  The farther north you go, the colder winter gets.




  When they milked the cows, they got ice cream. The brown cows gave chocolate ice cream.




  Over at church, the descriptions of Hell begin to sound pretty good.




  But it gets really cold when you get to the Maine Woods in the north and west.




  It was so cold Paul Bunyan’s ox, Babe, turned blue.




  Sometimes it gets down to 30 degrees below zero.




  We had to move the outhouse inside.




  We had to push the house down the street just to jump start the furnace.




  Folks who live in northwest Aroostook claim that they have been there when it went down to 40 below.




  The dogs had to use jumper cables on rabbits just to get them to start running.




  You could tell how long someone had been crying by the length of icicles on their cheeks.




  Up until 2009, the record low temperature was minus 48 in Van Buren.




  I had to stand next to my ex-wife to warm up.




  The colder it gets, the greater one’s health risks.




  Medical science says there are increased risks of frostbite, heart attack, and hypothermia. And to warm up, your body automatically starts shivering and your teeth start chattering.




  It was so cold that Grampa’s teeth were chattering all night, and they were in a glass by the bed.




  On January 16, 2009, at 7:15 a.m., an official temperature recorder located at Big Black River registered a temperature of minus 50.




  It was a thirty-dog night.




  No one was there in person to observe the record temperature.




  Of course not! It was so cold outside that day Smokey the Bear was seen running into the woods with a box of matches.




  If someone had been there, they couldn’t have made any comments about it.




  All of their words froze in the air; and if you wanted to hear what someone said, you had to grab a couple of sentences and throw them into the heater.




  A committee of official weather-watchers, sitting in warm offices, took a vote and confirmed that, indeed, the new record low temperature in Maine was 50 below.




  To celebrate, they had drinks, but they didn’t need ice cubes; they just stuck their glasses out the window and shook and stirred.




  The new temperature ties the Vermont record, and is thus tied for the lowest temperature in New England.




  Dogsleds wouldn’t run in either state. The dogs went on strike demanding less time outside and a toaster oven for their dog food.
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