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Our mission is to protect Toddy Pond and its watershed so that we and
future generations may enjoy its beauty and the recreational opportunities
it provides. Our objectie is to protect the air, water, soil, plant and animal
life of the watershed and to preserve its economic, ecological, and aesthetic
value by encouraging responsible land use.



The Toddy Pond Association, founded in 1998 by loagme summer

resident Bob Jbnes, has a 1{person Board, each of whom heads one of

the associationbs ecol ogi cal project s,
when and where they can.

In 2005 the TPA Board asked me to put a book together that would
include pieces about life on the lake @r the past hundred years that |
had previously published in our newsletters and histories that members

wrote about their own camps. Unfortunately, owing to printing costs, |
have been unable to include all the photographs members supplied.

Of the many who helped me with the history, | would especially like to
thank Woody Carville, Betty Leaf, Lucy Leaf, George Mayer, Reade
Nimick, and John Manfred, whose photographs grace the front and
back covers.

Sarah LeVine, editor
(selevine@fas.harvard.edu)
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TODDY POND PAST & PRESENT

photo: Bonnie Dean

In 1763 when the first Yankee farmers settled in Sunghich atthat time was part of a
much larger area known as the Eastern River Plantation that included Blue Hill,
Penobscot ah Orlandi Toddy Pond did nogexist. The shallow marshy valley which
today is filled by an eight milong lake was intersected by a streealied Puzzle Brook

that flowed in a nortlwesterly direction fronBlue Hill Township intoOrland Township

and ultimately into the Penobscot River. Not until 1830 did the pond begin to take shape
as local people built dams which, in addition to providirgtexs power to operate saw
mills, created three separate bodies of water, the forerunners of Lower Toddy (in Orland
township), and Middle Toddy and Upper Toddy (in Orland, West Surry, Penobscot and
Blue Hill).



According to property deeds dating from {heriod, the name of the pond area changed

from AEastern Rivero early in the nineteent|
Puzzle Brook) around 1840, and finally to Toddy Pond after a larger dam was
constructed at East Orland, thereby flooding tHieyaso that the three ponds expanded

and joined together to form one long lake. In a newspaper article dating from the early

years of the twentieth century, Dr. Robert Grindle, a Surry native, wrote,

AWhy 1 s it call ed ToddymaRyoygacs@agoAccor di ng
two meni one called Ames and the other called Buirnsere walking

across the ice on the still unnamed pond. Each man had an axe on his

shoulder. Ames had a bottle of New England rum in his pocket while in

his pocket, Burns had a bottlernolasses.

Ames offered Burns a drink of rum. He
strong. Let wus fix it.6 So they cut a ho
and four inches deep. Thego®ped out the ice chips, pourdte rum,
chips and molasses into theld, stirred it up, drankomeof it, and called
it 6toddyéo.

This drink warmed their inwards (sic) and fuddled their brains and
they walked round the hole in the ice until late in the evening. Then, filling
their empty bottles with the mixture, they goadg to go. The moon was
shining brightly and joyfully they sang,

6We men of Surry have found
Good cheer begins below.

Refreshing drinks from Toddy Pond

Abundantly do fl ow. 6

Dr. Grindle would have us believe that it was on this drunkemiag that Toddy Pond
received its name.

Wilbur Saunders, whose family has lived around Upper Toddy for close to two hundred
years,offers a couple ofess colorful suggestions: The name could have come from a

spot in East Orlandoknown ids mi\Whits §eaywtSphrei m
of the name given to the area by Native Americans who used to come to the marshes to

cut the bulrushes with which they wove their baskets.

The families who settled the Orlas@Urry Road, Back Ridge Road, and Diomvn Road

formed small tighknit communities bound by common interests, marriages, friendships

and religious affiliation. Hardcrabble farmers, they supplemented their living by

hunting, fishing, loggingand stonecutting. They worshipped in neighborttbohurches,

buried their dead in neighborhood graveyards and, when primary education became
compul sory in Maine in 1875, rat hols,rhadt han se
them learn to readwrite and figure in oneoom schoolhouses in their own
neghborhoods.



In photographs dating from a hundred years ago the pond is surrounded by open fields
and pasture; only the occasional stretch of woodland shows dark against light hills. But
by World War One, agriculture was in retreat. Defeated by theiggies with poor soil

and the short (16@ay) growing season, farmers were planting fewer crops and corn
fields were reverting to forest. By the 1950s, dairy farmers were selling off their cattle
and trees were springing up in their cow pastures. A caofpteat wooden chicken

barns on Back Ridge Road in Penobscot are reminders oflisfearpoultry businesses.

But the poultry industry moved south years ago. Today, aside from commercial blueberry
barrens, there is little open land near the pond; an@ &dh a few nineteenth century
clapboard houses, stone walls crisscrossing the woods, and the odd cottage foundation
fallen into ruin at the road, there are few traces of what was once a vibrant farming
community. But not everyone has pulled up stakes lafidfor greener pastures. The
founding families are still around. The Cunninghams, who arrived from Sedgwick in
1831, and the Saunders, who came from Orland via Sedgwick and Penobscot a few years
later, settled on Cunningham Ridge overlooking Upper Toddheir descendents still

live on the Ridge; and many Cade Grindles, Lords, and Conaryare still in the
neighborhood as well.

Il n July 1908, an EIIl sworth newspaper col umn
wrote about a trip rteocehdaddy ePomdetdhati|[ hg o d
because of the stories of its beauty which have reached far beyond its boundaries. [I] was

not disappointedélt is a beautiful sheet of
|l ess than a milrearirnowsodtvwhi osi trhi ghao elasi |y b
with small i slands, and there are many beach
By the time Gossiper visited Toddy Pond, it

from A awa yoheginwith mésa dsitors came from no further away than
Bucksport. They would make the sewmile trip to East Orland and after a picnic and

row on First Toddy (AFirsto because it was t
Mi ddl e Toddy weacso nddeos i Tgondadtye,d ainSd Upper Toddy,
Bucksport, was AThirdo Toddy), head for home

the Millbridge Inn beside the dam in East Orland, or even a week or two in a cabin in the
area. Many of this first geretion of visitors were school teachers privileged to have two
month summer vacations. They were soon joined by friends from New Jersey, New York,
and even Coloraddsome, dciding they wantedheir own places on Toddyought an

acre or two-- or perhapsyst a one hundrefbot square loti on the eastern shoend

built cabins (one room plus screened porch anteygditchen) facing west and the
sunset. iey calledt hei r p | a cnd sampitbey digh $00 decades- without
electricity or running war. Just a few miles away on Mt. Desert Island and in coastal
Blue Hill wealthy people were building mansions equipped with every modern
convenience, laying out elaborate flower gardens, and socializing on golf courses and in
yacht clubs. But Toddy Pondmemer people grew cucumbers, carrots and tomatoes; and
they didnot have <c¢cl ubs. Their entertai nmen:
messing about in canoes and rowboats, picnicking with family and friends.



Camps passed from parents to children tandchildren who lived as far away as

California, Florida and Texas. Scattered family members organized their vacations so
they could see one another fAofioreveryotheondo f o
summer, at least.

But much as people who grew on the pond wanted it to stay the same as it had been in

their childhoods, it didnodot. The Bucksport |
levels in the 1930s; and since for its purposes water had to be high, by and by the
Abeauti fulbewbihtesosahadt Gossiper had admired
Penobscot side pasture returned to forest, attracting black bear and moose. Nowadays

wild turkeys, once thought to be extinct in northern N&vwgland, peck and scratch in the

blueberry barrengsoyotes howl at night; salmon has become an exotic fish and the frog

an exotic reptile. Loons may be fewer but the bald eagle is back on Middle Toddy,

trolling for fish from Upper Toddy though the Narrows down to Indian Island. In addition

to the canoesading dinghies, and chughug notor boats of yesteryear, the pond boasts

speed boats, pontoon boats filled with family parties, tégh kayaks, windurfers, jet

skis. And the handf ul of camps of Gossipero:
dwellings -- ranging from modest calsrio architectural wondsri now ring the pond.

With the exception of onng stretch of marshy land at the Blue Hill efioe twenty

odd miles of shoreline have been divided and sold off, bought up, built on. (Cartips bui

on or near the shore may be emgad up to thirty per censince the 1970s, zoning

regulations have required new construction toabgpecified distancbehind the high

water mark.This varies from town to town. In Penobscot, for example, it is sexsaty

feet and in Surry it is one hunddebh the recent past the pond would be pretty much
desertedcome September. But these days more and more people are digging basements,

putting in septic systems, building twear garages, andeven t houwtjlmo t her eb s
high speed Internet accessliving in their camps yearound. W& used to | ive ol
roadso but omow | vaen elsiog a di wiag/isrocl eso. And a f ew
all assignedtreets numbers real addresses.

Is Toddy Pond turningnto a suburb? Perhaps. But for all the changes, in spring and

summer , especially in fall Wend asnwag/ro ipreowil ret
truly blessed.
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LOWER (FIRST) TODDY

MARION DUNBAR GRINDLE:

EAST ORLAND EARLY IN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY
Sarah LeVine, 1999

Marion Dunba Grindle, who was born in 1909 asgent the first thirteen years of her

lifei n East Orl and, remembers the community as
recall anyone movinginoaenyone | eashésagfidodtheftami | i es had
living there for generation® She herself had many aunts, uncles and cousins in the

vilagei ipl enty of homisghst d.o WVheugh osveeme f amil i
than others, there wer® marge property owners and no really poor people either. There

were many more farms and the land was much more open than it is today. Aside from

Aimi xedo farming and a few small saw-mi |l | s,
trapping. As a child, ¥s. Grindle had her own trap, and she would keep the rabbits she
caught in her famil-m®ds0 baame ulmy it otbel INenc td c

themi live T down to Massachusetts where they were sold to butchers, Blueberries,

though not nearly as bigusiness as they are today, were also produced commercially on

nearby barrens and shipped south. Mrs. Grindle recalls being paid five cents for every

guart she picked. The only employers in the village were the Federal Government fish
hatchery, where Mr&Gr i ndl eés f ather was a fish cultur



Central Maine Power Company, which began producing electricity on Alamoosook Lake
about the time of World War One.

The Dunbar familyi after whom Dunbar Lane is nameédived near the da at the end

of Lower Toddy, next door to the Millbridge Inn. The Inn belonged to Harvey Snow, who

also owned the only grocery store in the village, and his wife, the postmistress. Mrs.
Grindle recall s wit hAmericdneak who wasérhkend tb nn o s Af
children.

Even in those days there were quite a number of summer people in East Orland. Some
stayed for several weeks at the Millbridge Inn but others bought land, built camps, and

came back year after year. Just a few hundred yards uptfrone d a m, wher e Du
Restaurant now stands, the Bell family, the Clark family, and Drs. and Mrs. Storey from

New York had camps. The Storeys had three daughters, Margaret, Marion and Parnee, all

of whom grew up to be physicians. Parnee became MariondDunbs c¢cl| ose fri end.

The Storeys were hospitable people: every summer they hosted a party for the villagers at
which there was music and dancing and everyone had a grand time. In those days there
wer e boys®o camps, early e X a mpl vadespread what
phenomenon, on Craigbébs Pond and Al amoosook
from Philadelphia and other cities. But there was also a camp, run by a woman named
Evelyn Bock, to which school teachers came to spend their summer vacations.

The biggessummerevent in the area was the Blue Hill Fair which took place at the end
of August, just as it does today winter, ife in East Orlandnvolved a great deal of
snowshoveling. All the sae, kids had a lot of fun. ®ng Marion Dunbar and her
cousins would sometimes skate the whole length of Toddy Pond and back agaén

mile roundtrip. And many families put out huts on the frozen lake in which they fished
for trout, bass, and salmon.

Village life focused on school and church. The comityunias about equally divided
between Methodists and Congregationalists and, since there was no church building,
religious services and Sunday School were held in the school house. The school itself
was first through eighth grade, all taught by the onenrad¢-or high school, East Orland
children were sent away to boarding school. Thus, after graduating from eighth grade in
1922, Marion Dunbar attended the Eastern Maine Conference Seminary, a Methodist
institution in Bucksport, which served as the highostlior the surrounding towns. From

that point on, she spent little time at home since she worked summers, and after high
school graduation, went away to Simmons college in Boston. In 1930, she married Alton
Grindle and settled in Bucksport where she hasdlevery since. However, in 1945 she

and her husbanblought a camp on Lower Toddy and for decadest there as often as

they could.

Though these days she rarely goes to the pond, Mrs. Grindle still thinks of it with great
affection. A Ichildhaeod thexe, and after ¢ gréwuup and married, many
more happy times with my own family. o
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SAWYEROGS MI LL, EAST ORLAND
Sarah LeVine, 2007

George Sawyer, an Orland resident and local historian, recalls that the East Orland public
boat landng is the site of a mill in which, in the late forties through the-fifies, his

father Allie (Roy) Sawyer milled boards and manufactured barrelheads. Earlier in the
century there had been a number of watdren mills belonging to the Mason brothers
below the dam on Toddy Brook; but after 1930 when the new paper mill in Bucksport
acquired the water rights to several lakes including Toddy Pamd the right to control

water levels-t hose mill s went out of Dbusidoass. On |
electricity and required much less maintenance than awgbee r at ed mi | | (fa
needed to do was push a switcho, George expl
purchased Henry Dunbar és mil | i n %cBoble. Son C

began working at the mill or in the woods where much of the lumber was cut, on
Saturdays and during summer vacations. After graduation, he went to work for his father
full-time and before long had mastered every step of the complicated produotessp

from log to finished barrelhead.

Before he bought the mill, George recalls, Allie Sawyer had been in the pulp wood
business. He would buy woodland and cut out the evergreim$iemlock and spruce

which he and his crew would ship to the Bsgort paper mill for chipping and grinding.

Or el se he would cut |l ogs from other peopl e
1000 board foot.

George and his three siblings were born anc
when my dad bought Dunbad s mi | | he al so bought al/|l t he
moved the family over there from Verona. n At

pond itself-- a log cabin, which is where we lived, plus a boat house. The only other

structure, whichwasro a knol | behind our cabin, belong
cut the timber he needed for his mill, Allie Sawyer retained the land with the exception of
shorefront property which he divided into camp lots and sold off.

Sawyerod6s Mill maeufapsumned bpbptyoms (Aheadso
walls of barrels) and the hoops which held the staves in place were made in other mills.

Some of the logs for the mill were cut in winter on Long Point between Lower and

Middle Toddy and brought ovehe ice mounted on a large trailer that was pulled by a

truck. George also recalls logs being pulled down to the millpond by a team of horses.

Once they reached the mill, the logs were sorted according to the use they were going to

be put toi planks or berelheads. After they were finished the barrelheads would be
stackedtodryinsskk oot ti ers for about a month when t
with bailing wire for shipping by boxcar to
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coopers were in NeWngland but George remembers his father also doing business with
a barrel factory in Chicago, lllinois.

When Allie Sawyer bought the mill in the mi®40s, barrels wereiktbeing used to

store a varietyf different foods including apples, lobstersfgtoes and fish, all of which

were packed in with ice; and Sawyer prospered. But in 1953 a fire swept through the
mill. Though some of the equipment was saved, the mill was rebuilt and business
resumed the following year, by the mdheteen fifties refgerated trucks had replaced
ice-packed barrels for transporting perishable food stocks and there was no longer a
market for barrelheads.

Allie Sawyer closed his mill in 1957 and sold off the machinery. For a while the main
building was used as a dancallhbut in the nineteen seventies the State of Maine
acquired the property, pulled down the remaining buildings, and turned it into the public
boat landing it is today.

After his dadds mil |l closed, GeorgengSawyer v
to the Bucksport paper mill. A descendent of a couple who arrived in Orland in the
1820s, some years agof t er wat ching Ken Burnsd@ghehi story
became interested in the history of Orland and the surrounding towns. Sincg fatimin

the paper mill, he has become an accomplished amateur historian with a focus on the
participation of area residents in the Civil War. He has written four books on the subject

and has a fifth in progress; he has also published articles in localyhiségazines. A

widower, he lives in the yellow house he built for himself and his wife many years ago on
Sawyer family property behind where Duffyo
thereabouts, he brought-itmounted on a large trailer that was pullsda truck-- three

miles to the lot on Gray Meadows Road where he lives now with his pug Lucky.

*kkkkkkkkk

PINKIE MIGGS: ORLAND ICEMAN
Sarah LeVine, 2002

When | spoke with him in August 2000, Pinkie Miggs, a tall, craggy, energetic man,
looked at last ten years younger than his eigfayr years. That summer was his fifty
third in his Craigbés Pond camp.

He was born in Augusta in 1916, but in 1928 when he was twelve, his father, who had

gualified as an electrical engineer by correspondence courtsa,jgb in the new paper

mill and the family moved from Augusta to Bucksport. After left school, Pinkie went

to work for the paper mill as welHe cuttimber on the islands in Penobscot Bayd

brought thdogs up river on schooners to Bucksport. Hermed during World War Two

iAithe first time | was ever out of Maine wa:
the end ofthewane and hi s wif e, Awanting to see a |
California. But then they returned to Buckspantdanot long afterwards he bought land
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on Craigbs Pond. Aln those days, 0 he recall s
no road around it. We would take our building materials in over the ice in winter and

after the ice melted, by rowboat. Sometimes 6d unl oad the boat and t
the campsite and often we just left it in the boat at the dock. Wherever we left it, we
never needed to worry about thieves. 0 Wanti
out to Orland in 1950 and has ldvghere ever since. In his view, Orland is an ideal
communityi a beautiful location, friendly people, a good elementary sclaoal all the

services you need.

But although, he usually sleeps Orland dumng the winter months, he spenasyood

deal oftme on Craigds Pond too. Weekends, and s
week days al so, -fishieghandumtileledaricityg cameam tn 1980, heicut e

ice into blocks to store for use mae fivdl owi
as soon as the ice got to be f obwl4imclen i nche
bl ocks which 16d haul into my ice house. (.
| 6d cover with a | ayer of fthewroW gnd fill madhe . | 6d
cracks with sawdust . 0

Four tiers of blocks would last him through the end of summer. By then, the lowest tier of
bl ocks would have melted down from fourteen

summer s, | 60 viec hradf rang eeladg otrr. Pl ug it I n, an

sheepish smile he admits that, come winter,

houseds gone now butiamyd ilcébem hsotuislel isst otrhienrge i:

the hell of it | guess you can saylkecut ti ng i ce. Why not?0 And

ice is thick enough, heds out there in his |
*kkkkkkkkk

PAUL & ALICE FOWLER
Sarah LeVine, 2005

The Fowlers, whose camp is on Sweet Fern Lane on Lower Tind@yland, are both

retired from teaching Paul was a professor of Political Science at Indiana State

University in Terre Haute and Alice taught high school English there. They hail from the

Mi dwest and came to Maine byadodNewEnglands ays P

connections. | grew up in Nebraska, and Al ic
AForty years ago, when our three daughters
woman of 80, continues, fiwe saisderr¢eauteach ot
Shoul dnét we show them some other part of t1l

the Saturday Review so we looked at the rental ads in back and on a whim answered one

for a cabin on Alamoosook. It was the oldest camp on theilak&pical Maine cabin

with additions tacked on here and there. An
unfortunately after some years the owners pulled it down and built a modern cabin. By

that time, with their daughters in college, Paul and Aliceithoht t heyd6d try so
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different and so they rented a cottagght on the ocean at Jonesport for a couple of

weeks. AThe first week the weather was gorg
we were fogged in and we thought, in foggy weather thosilev be an extremely
dangerous place for small childrent hey coul d f al | of f the dune

We were expecting to have grandkids, by and by. And anyway, the ocean, beautiful
though it was to look at, was too cold for swimming. So whearnteto buying a place

of their own with a small i nheritance from
Orl and. fWe said to each ot her, webdve | ived
and now itdéds time to please ourselves! o

They came oufrom Indiana and found a realtor named Ellen Jewett who seemed to
understand exactly what they were looking for: property with lake frontage on which to

build a simple cabin similar to the one the
happened that Ele nds husband George Jewet't had rec
Toddy in payment of a debt, 0 says Paul it
Toddy Pond, knew how to gdbaut filling in the marsh. Aarmer on Back Ridge Road

had a rightof-way acrss the property so he could bring his cows to drink in the pond,;

but he was a nice man. So we went ahead and
The chaletype house they built in 1975 on Sweet Fern Way is qb@m One large

room with a staircase to a sleeping loft, and arbatho m. AnThe only privacy
in this place is in the bathroom, o6 says Al
breezeéin real hot weather interior walls v
unbearabl e. 0 They br ou Baultmade allfthe Wwookshelves gnd f r o m
chest s, and whatever else they needed they
going around, |l ooking for stuff. o A few vye
above it, another sleeping loft for visiting fapnil A But t hey al l l'ive f a

2 weeks vacation a year so they canét come t

Until Paul retired from the university in 1987, they would drive out from Indiana around
Juyd"(fafter the black fl i eshewesqutosgasaneasand wh
ovebt) and stay about tshiexy 6wle enkasy ea tt owhgioc hb ap ki rf ti
academic year . But since Paul G providedtther e ment
we at h e ridoscatchahe fall colors in October. dih only source of heat when the

weat her turns cool is a wood stove. AWe do |
much because these days the news is so discouraging. And we take the Bangor Daily
News and the Boston GlobedonaStondayy. goTlsovu
more, they like to sit with their feet in the water, and they still have a few boats, most
particularly a paddléoat they bought in Orono. They 8 avi d O&ébirder sdé art
naturalists, and they attend lectures on a widgeaof topics that are offered in nearby

towns. When it comes time to leave, they put chairs up on tables, cover porch furniture

with plastic sheeting, lock up and drive efft i | | next July 4t h. n We
which i s what Wwehelriekbes, on ostahyisn gP aoul .vail ue her e
cabindés-bwedy .waMel dondét empl oy a caretaker be
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BASS TOURNAMENTS

Sarah LeVine 2009

Whenever | saw boats speeding up the pond early on spring and summer mornings, |

knew a bass fishing tournament had tarbprogress but | had no idea who the

participants were or where they came from. Then a couple of weeks ago | received a

group emailing from Jeff Smith asking for a volunteer to check for Milfoil on boats

competing in the final tournament of the seasoifoady Pond. | happened to be in

Germany and both bass fishing and Toddy Pond seemed very far away but | wrote Jeff

that 1 6d be at the East Orland boat | anding

When | drove in that chilly overcast morning | found two boais beaten me to it and

were already in the water; three more were lined up on trailers waiting to be launched and

nine men and one eight year old boy, all members of the Outcast Bass Club of Brewer,

dressed in camouflage hunting gear, stood chatting am#asvay. For the previous six

months each had devoted eight hours one day every weekend (and often eight hours on

both days) to competing in tournaments on lakes in east and central Maine. Though the

2009 season was scheduled to continue a couple mokeeveed s f urt her sout h,
was the final competition in this area.

Overthenextfortf i ve mi nutes sever al more trailers d
performance basso boats capable of zipping o
unlike jet skis, they are fuel efficient and minimally polluting. Competitors usually go out

in pairs and while women and boys do sometime participate the great majority are adult

men between the ages of thiftye and seventy. (This sport requires resourd&ign |

asked one pair what the women in their lives thought about them spending most of every
weekend fishing, the older man said his wife
weekends at horse shows and the younger man said if he stayed home his girlfriend

would think there was something wrong with h

said with a shrug. AYou can never get enough
contractor, added that t-dddteurnanecats Imadaime 6 d c o mp
prior to some tournaments, hedéd spent whol e
|l akes he didnét already know wel |l

| gathered that a stateide organization determines rules, schedules and fees. While

tournaments take place on scores of sakeoughout Maine each year, no one lake may

stage more than seven tournaments in a season and the number of boats in a tournament

is limited by the size of the lake: 35 acres is required per boat meaning that Sebago

(which, despite being plagued by Miliccontinues to be a tournament venue) can host

scores of boats at a time; but Toddy Pond can only host fifteen. The Outcast Club had

paid $20 for a permit to run Sundayds tourna
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fishermen had put $25 in the kittjoney, which at the end of the day would be divided
into two prizes: one for the largest single bass and the other for the five bass which
together weigh the most.

Once caught, fish are kept in holding lockers in the stern of each boat until the emd of th

day when they are brought to the boat landing to be weighed and then released into the

| ake. APeople say, So you spend $26, 000 on a
water?0 one fisherman said to me. adgyyou have
This way we get to catch them another time! 0

By the time the tournament director arrived that morning everyone had checked out his
equipment electric trolling engine, holding locker, half a dozen rods, portable hHeater

and was set to go. The ditecwrote numbers on slips of paper and the competing pairs
drew numbers, raced for their boats and headed out to the starting line. The pair who had
drawn the lowest number was charged with starting the race. To keep wash to a
minimum, they sent the boatff at 20second intervals, ending up with themselves in

last place. Within 4 minutes the whole cavalcade was speeding up the lake towards the
narrows.

Start of the Tournament

When, eight hours later, the boats returned to the dock, it was raining and several degrees

colder than it had been in the morning. The tournament director, who was also a
competitor (and would hold office n t i | he could find Asome ot he
show up at every Outcast Club tournament all season long) set up a scale topped by a

laundry basket and competitors brought in their five largest bass in plastic bags. His

assistant called out weighighich the director noted down in a black book: the heaviest

bass was 2.12 Ibs and the heaviest group of five was just over ten pounds. A
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di sappointing haul. fAUsually we get totals o

me

As soon arsweighes thefidh were dipped back into the pond and swam

happily away. #fAl dondét eat anything | catch

Anot even trout or sal mon. I throw everythin

fishingds samet hBagsetaeghg out on the ice n
*kkkkkkkkk

LOWER TODDY CAMP HISTORIES

1. THE ASTBURY CAMP
Violette Way
Lower Toddy, Orland

Mary Astbury writes, in 1972, my husband, a contractor, took over a camp lot in
payment ($1,200) forsoen wor k hedd done for a customer .
more today!) Three years later, he built the road into the lot and cleared it. One of his
customers had a orreom house which he wanted to have movexb that became our

camp. We partitionedff one side as a beatvm and were thrilled to have it like tHat a

few years. Then another customer wanted their guest house moved off their property. It

had two bedroomand a bath- so then we got an addition! We built the septic system

and

were dl set to accommodate our six children and their families(!)

We loved our place. We had a nice lawn, dock, boat, water skis. What more could we ask
for?

But after several years, the camp deteriorated so badly that we had to tear it down and in
2001 we bilt a big beautiful new camp with a deck and a handicapped entrance. Our
whole family, all 49 of us, enjoy it very much and we feel so blessed.

2. THE BETTS CAMP

ACharl ottebds Webo
Violette Way, Orland

Lower Toddy
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Gilbert and Charlotte Betts write, Char | ot t e 6 s ustWecdmp located oo u r r
Violette Way on the west side of Toddy is called, has had several interesting lives.

Over the years we | earned that Charlotteds \
purchased the land from Georg#nite, a local farmer, in January of 1933. Then needing

a building forthelot, & pur chased a whiéh&at meard3hé Boddy laminct ur e
East Orland and moved it over the ice later that winter to its present location. It must have

been quite aight! Can you imagine looking out your window and seeing this large

building gliding over the ice.

We were told i Phil Whitney that itmay once have been the Whitmore Store and post
office. We have heard the post office story several times over the ged believe this
to be true.

After we 6 d signe wdnderful family summers spent at the Whispering Pines
campground on Toddy, we had the opportunity to purchase a camp on the other side of
the pond. Gladys Betts, the widow of Leland Betts (no mitioffered us first refusal

on the camp she and her husband had owned since the thirties. We jumped at the chance
to own our own little piece of Toddy Pond. So in 1978, we purchased the camp and
named it Charlotteds Web.

It was a humble camp, two ladgooms and a porch, when we boughaitd it remains

that way today. The only nod to modern convenience is electricity. Over the years it has
had a couple of face lifts though. It had a tendency to slide towards the pond every year
during spring thaw. It was quite a chore leveling it every spring. So over the summer,
fall, and winter of 1999 and 2000 the camp was jacked up and moved onto a concrete
slab. The porch was enlarged and a new roof was added. A handsome blue color topped
it off.

During the renovation the insulation was exposed. What a surprise to find more history.

Several old newspapers dating back to 1889 were recovered from the walls. The 1889
Bangor Daily News sold for three cents a copy and an 1890 Boston Post went for two

cents. We had lots of fun all that summer sharing the old news with family and friends.
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The camp has been party to its share of good times. During our stewafdsmip
Memorial Day to Labor Day family birthdays, holidays, baby showers, and wedding
announcemes have all been celebrated at Toddy Pond. It has witnessed card parties,
game nights, late night bon fires, and e¥ieidied dayo. Our children, grandchildren

and now great grandchildren fill the rooms with love and laughter.

There is nothing bettethan waking up befer sun rise on a Maine summer morning
sitting on the dock with a good cup of coffee and watching the sun burn the fog off the
water;unles it 6 s wat ctheimoan riseamdistesingroshe togns call to one
arother at the ied of the day.

3. THE GRINDLE -CARVILLE CAMP
Violette Way, Orland
Lower Toddy

Jean Carville writes, 2005 ismy sixtieth year on Toddy Pondlam sitting contentedly
on the deck of the cottage built on the land that my Dad, Alton Grindle, purchased from
Mr. D. W. Tyson in 1945. Here is Mr. Tysonos

459 Broad Street
Windsor, CT
April 25 1945

Dear Mr. Grindle,

Thanks for your letter of April 23offering $650 for our place on Toddy. | would accept

the offer except for the fact thahhve over seven hundred cagdtup in this property

and camot afford to let it go for less.

If | wanted to advertise, the place would sell for $750 or better, but it would be a shame
for the wrong kind of people to get in there and | would not wanbrayot acceptable

to the other property owners to have it. Our family enjoyed the kindness and hospitality
of all those people you mention, plus others, during the years we spent our vacations
there. They are true blue and no one could ask for nicer hergh

| will, in your case only, with the understanding that if not accepted by you, you will not
divulge tke offer to anyone else, take t#&00 in cash. | will pay the 1945 taxes due
around June 1 and turn over to you the fire insurance policy, goodil September 17,
1946, without adjustment; the buildings are insured for $650.00 This price includes
everything on the premises.

|l f you accept, pl ease mail me a cashierdés or
within ten days from the dat# this letter, and | will forward the deeds to Merrill Trust

Company; they are to mail me their check for $650.00 that you have deposited to my

credit.
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Frankl vy, Mr . Grindl e, I dondt think you can

Ervin Farrington could have rented the place at from $15 to $20 a week from late June to
September every year, and anyone else could do the same when more gas is available. As
| wrote Mrs. Grindle, you could not buy a place at any price if Windsor were 200 miles
close to Bucksport.

Yours very truly,
D. W. Tyson
(By the way, Dad did agree to the exorbitant price!)

One of the buildings on our property that now serves as our bunkhouse is purported to be
(no real proof) the oldest building on the western shore ofatkke Deeds have been
traced to 1892 when the property was owned by Elijah J. White. When my husband,
Woody Carville, and | purchased the property from my father in 1981, we retained
Herrick and Salisbury, land surveyors, to identify our property limégy discovered
remnants of a wire fence that they determined to be the original division line that was
established when Elijah White sold the adjoining property to Jennie Roberson and
granted her a right of way to the pond. All of the lots on this sidbeofake have been
measured from that fence (or should have been!)

At the time that Dad purchased the camp, it consisted of -#oone building with two
Abedroomso created by dividers that wer e
surrounded twoides of the camp which we used for extra sleeping quarters. Attached to
the porch on the west side was a separate building which housed the kitchen. There was
no running water, and like most cottage owners on Toddy, we had an outhouse.

My brother and siter and | have many, many good memories of adventures at the camp
with family and friends. Brother Bob and | were just entering high school when Dad
bought the camp so it was a favorite place to bring our friends for overnights and skinny
dips in the moolight. When we all left for college and jobs, there was a lull in our
activities at Toddy Pond, and Dad considered selling the property; but very soon we
produced a new generation of Toddy campers, and we eagerly brought our children back
here to introdue them to the joys of boating, swimming, picnics, and family gatherings.

Time and neglect began to take its told and about 1962 the kitchen had to be replaced.
We tore down the original building and built another on the same spot. Not long after
that, havever, it became apparent that the remaining main building was sinking into
oblivion! My husband and | were now living back in Maine and close enough to be of
some help in maintaining the property. At

n
of Bucksportpt up a 2206 by 246 rectangul ar buil di
Bu

which he owned beside the original camp.
kitchen were on opposite sides of a stream and about 20 yards apart! No pioblem
Woody and Chet drner, the local gravedigger, had the tools and expertise to roll the
kitcheni intacti across the stream and attach it to the new building. Perfect! We jacked

F

or

W
n
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up the abandoned camp, replaced the sills, and gave it a new iderdgtya tool
shed/boathowgcatchall storage building!

Years passed with that arrangement until, increasingly, family size demanded more

space. Thus a garage was built in 1990 up near the road, and again, the original building

took on a new function. The old paint cans, bodisysls, saws, and inner tubes now had

a home in a real garage and the Aol do camp
the inside walls white and decorated them wi
taken over the years. Beds were set up to hahdleverflow of guests what a luxury!

But stil | we werenot done. I n 1994, we figu
utilitariansetu p wed6d endured for so maoyt @ aa ss m&lol
section at the back of the camp to accadate this anxiously anticipated (at least by

me) development. But as in most plans, one thing led to another and before we knew it

we had enl aroguetddo tthoe ifirbculmpde t he whol e | engt!t
' imitations, of weouwrn de) .t h&d 6tsh avth@s ewlwaetr e ar ¢
where weol | be ifwehopeanot her 60 years

4. THE FIELD CAMP
Loon Way, Orland
Lower Toddy

Bob Field writes, we bought the camp in 1967 while | was still in the service. The owner
at that time was EdgaBillie, who lived in either Bangor or Brewer. It is my
understanding that he built the camp a few years prior to that, maybe 4 or 5 years. | was
stationed in Maryland at the time so was able to get home for a visit each summer. When
| retired in 1971 wemoved to Maine and lived at the camp a couple months while
looking for a house. Finally we found a place in Ellsworth and have been there ever
since.

The camp next to us was owned by George Hutchins. It passed through a couple owners
and ended pwith my oldest son buying it about 15 years ago.

About 8 years ago we put in indoor plumbing and had a well drilled. We share the well
with my son next door.

Last year our daughter and her husband set up a small cabin oh thevotwo of our

ot her boys want to build a bunk house. They
they say.

The whole family-- daughter and four sons try to get together each summer, usually

last of July/firstof August.

5. THE GATES CAMP
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Whispering Pines, East Orland
Lower Toddy

Dwight and Sandy Gateswrite, our home was built in 1899 for a doctor from New York
named Dr. Abrams- or Abraham -- as a summer home; it was a shirgfile cottage,
similar to homes built on Mt. Bert island at that time. We have been told that the rug
which used to be in the living room came from the estate of the Campbell Soup family.
The original house had a wrapound porch and stately columns.

We believe that the property was sold in thdyed®00s to the Horace F. Webb family of

Portland, ME. Mr. Webb was a prosperous businessman who owned about five canneries

ranging from Portland northwards; they canned corn, beans and peas, and other
vegetables for the fancy food trade. He canned carB.f8. Pierce. (Canned goods were

not sold under the Webb name.) They had one son, Horace F. H.jedhion d988, and

four daughtersT he Webbs named the property fATreel awi

We believe that in the 1920s and 1930s it was converted to a lodge andsthiesup
rooms were rented out; the living room became the game room, with a moose head on the
stone fireplace wall. Rental cabins were added.

The Webbs sold the property to Henry C. Bell of Portland, CT in 1940 or 1941. Mr. Bell

was an automobile dealer @ T . He was a fAYankee-tradegder 0 of
and bargaining were his delight and joy. He would trade automobiles while in;Mauthe

he loved going to auctions. As a result, the house soon accumulated a vast number of
moose heads, deer headtiffed birds and owls; all these furnishings made it look like a

stage set for an old fashioned Maine summer cottage on a very grand scale. We actually

met Mr. Bell in the late 1970s, and found him to be quite a character. He was said to sit

out on thehighway in a rocking chair with his pipe and straw hat, and to beckon
passersby into the lodge.

In the 1950s anothérunrelated’ family named Bell owned the property and continued

renting out the cabins. There was a boathouse, standsa tennis courAt that time it

was call ed ABeldl slbatLeark esrh oirte Wwasurnrenamed ATo
became AWhi sper i ng-siRiesnvben dlarrg antd Marlena Ledcthtead mi d
rental cabins and a tenting area, as well as their private home.

We purchased the property in 1977 and ever since then we have run it as Whispering
Pines Campground, a famitriented campground. We met people here from allover the
world. We continue to enjoy living here with bald eagles nesting on our property, hearing
the cries of the loonsaand seeing hummingbirds and the wonderful view down Toddy
Pond.

Tom Parker, who has a cottage nearby, helped us with the history of our home.

6. THE GONDUSKY CAMP



21

Pine Shore Cottages, East Orland
Lower Toddy

Sandy Gonduskywrites, our cottages were built in ¢c. 1937 by Harvey Snow. We believe
he sold them c. 1950 to the Adams family from North Attleboro, MA. Mr. Adams, we
think, was a school principal and Mrs. Adams was a teacher. They came up with their
children each summer tonuhe place. The Adams sold it in c. 1972 to John and Celia
McLaughlin. We rented a cottage in 1980, with six of our children. There was no TV, no
phone, no hot water. Just fun on the pond anld anie arother.

And so we rented the same cottage for awr or tweweek vacation for eight summers
running!

Having fallen in love with the Pond, the coastal asral the McLaughlins, we bought
half the property in 1988 and began to run the cottages while living in our trailer; John
and Celia lived in their hae/office and ran the motel. About five years later, 1993, John
and Celia sold their half to their daughter Janice and her husband Phil Winchester,

This is how you find it now: We completed our"l€ummer season running our cottages
in 2006; meanwhileJanice and Phil have continued to run the motel and four cottages.

We are proud to bthe fourth owners of a seventy yedd camp. We try not to change it
very much. We want it to continue to be a lowst rustic vacation place for families
during the smmer months.

7. THE GRAY CAMP
Pond Shore Way, Orland
Lower Toddy

Grace Gray writes, After a new road (T10, now Pond Shore Way) was cut from Back
Ridge Road to Toddy Pond and electricity was finally available, our log cabin was built.
It was first occupd in the summer of 1965. From when he was a small boy, my husband,
Jim Gray, had traveled with his family up from Rhode Island to Maine to visit his
grandmother, Louisa Gray, his aunt Macia Bridges and cousin Victor, his aunt and uncle,
Nancy and Frank @ss, his cousins Kenneth, Basil, Virginia and Rebecca Gross, and
many other relatives.

Soon after World War Il, Basil Gross sold the lot on Toddy Pond to my husband Jim; and
we , our son Steve and his family, hawvad Ji m &
visited ever since.

When, in 1989, we put a cement foundation under the camp, it had to be moved back on
the lot in order to conform to the new building code.
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Al | i ndications are that our camp AHadodés Huf
Har i son Gr ay, was nicknamed dAHado) wil/l cont
our descendents wh e ardlespacially ouslogtcabiGondlédsly c ount |
Pond.

8. THE HOWARD CAMP
Pond Shore Way, Orland
Lower Toddy

Gloria Howard writes my amp has been in the family since 1981. It was built in the
late 1970s by Gene Sweet who owned it until August 1981 when he sold it to my parents,
Mary and Donald Howard. They added the deck and the basement in the early 1980s.

In summer, my parents spemteekends at the camp, relaxing with their children,
grandchildren, friends and neighbors. They especially enjoyed fishing early in the
morning or in the evening, trolling along the shore of Lower Toddy. | would visit them
often on my days off anith winter| occasionlly went ice fishing with themThe warmth

of the wood stove was a nice escape from the winter world.

When my Dad passed away in 1994, | took over ownership of the camp. Since then |
have spent a part of each summer enjoying the wildlife la@adhatural beauty of Toddy
Pond and the surrounding area.

9. THE KING CAMP
Violette Way, Orland
Lower Toddy

Wesley and Donna Kingwrite, we bought our camp in 1987 from Ted and Evelyn
Bennett. They told us that t haetyabpdintbwas ght i t
up on posts. The Bennetts moved it to one side and had a cellar poured withcaitwalk

door and a window in the front. They made their camp eight feet longer than the original

and then they put it on the new foundation. To enter dflarc one had to go outdoors

and round the back of the building.

We used it as a camp until 1991, by which time we had seven grown children and several
grandchildren. As my wife and | had both retired by then, we moved dowtinfiell The
following summe, 1992, we added a sunroom/bedroom and enlarged the existing
bedroom. We replaced the small bath with a more modern one and upgraded the kitchen.
We also added an indoor set of stairs to the cellar.

We continue to use our camp for family times in the m@mand for Thanksgiving and
Christmas.
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The property has a freanding single car garage and on the other side, an outbuilding
containing a tool shed and an outhouse which, when we first moved in, was sinking into
the ground. So we jacked it up and pir 4by-12 timbers under it. As the building is
only 8 feet deep, we ended up with an outhouse with affmiirdeck in front of it. Quite

a conversation piece!

10. THE JEWETT-LORD CAMP
Violette Way, Orland
Lower Toddy

Nancy Lord writes, in 1948 G. Hrbert Jewett, Superintendent of Schools in Bucksport,
bought a double lot from George White on Lower Toddy Pond. His more leisurely
summer schedule allowed this Dexter farm boy and Bates College graduate to try his
hand at camp construction. With his wiférances, three of his children, Ralph, Lloyd
and Nancy, and a lot of secehdnd and scrap lumber, he began framing the initial camp.

The camp was built around a large stone fireplace with rocks from Dexter, Deer Isle,
Stonington, Orland, and wherev@welve-yearold Nancy helped her father by passing

rocks to be placed |just S o. A deer head
chimney.

I n the high school i ndustrial woodworking
2 by 406s foom ovdrltoking the lake, iPige grooved boards were installed on

the walls.

My husband George and | moved back to Bucksport in 1961 with our new daughter,
Holly, to start his optometric practice. From then on we spent every summer on Toddy
Pond as Dad hadlied and Mom preferred indoor plumbing! We had wonderful
gatherings with our friends, the Assilins, who had a cottage up the lake and three children
the same age as ours. Many a pleasant evening passed with the children presenting plays
and magic shows aour stair landing.

By 1994, the camp was needing many repairs. A decision was made to expand our
allotted thirty per cent to make room for three children, their spouses and six
grandchildren. A family room and several skylights were added. The conteddiwat

time said we should take a picture of the rock fireplace and then tear it down! | quickly
informed him that he had to repair the fireplace! Today it looks the same as it did in
1948.

In the fall of 2003, we decided it was time to sell our hom&uicksport and move
permanently to Toddy Pond. Once again, construction started, but only on the inside,
with walls torn down, ceilings added, a new kitchen installed, etc. All that winter we
climbed through snowdrifts to see how the workers were doingMdy, with the
construction completed, we moved to the lake. That fall we started construction once

t
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again! A garage with bedrooms upstairs for the children was added so that we can all
gat her at fACamp Toddyo, as my grandson Ben <c

11. THE LEWIS CAMP
Orland
Lower Toddy

Helen Lewiswrites my camp was owned by Bernard Delano, a formerdaxer from
Bucksport. The fist record of it dates from 1912n a | edger now owned
daughter who lives in Missouri. The camp was originally knogmn ai Camp Cont ent 0.

It was bought in 1972/3 by my late husband Bernard Gogan. At that time it was painted
green so we painted it a light beige, and we also extended the porch. We live in Orrington
havendot been abl e t o s pen davelkednofathnately me a't
But it will stay in the family as we have four children who love to go there whenever they

have the chance.

12. THE MARANDO CAMP
East Toddy Way, Orland
Lower Toddy

Kay Marando writes my husband John and | purchased our gam1986 from Jack
Edgehi | | . He told wus that he Dbought It from &
build the camp in 1934-- had to be brought in by boat as there was no access road.

We spend our summers at the camp. Our children and granéchdtio enjoy vacation
time there.

13. THE MULLINS CAMP
Loon Way, Orland
Lower Toddy

Carolyn Hall Coggin writes my father Edward Hall built the camp on 46 Loon Way on

Lower Toddy in 1941. At least hestartedbuilding it then Hed dought the land mthe
sheltered side of t herettiBpobdr whdad a housetoh the | a k e,
Surry Road overlooking the lak&he camp is still in myamily asmy cousin, Edward

Mullins, is the proud ownemow.

Starting out back then there was a lobaish that had to be cleared, so before the camp
was built, my dad built a platform and my mother sewed a canvas tent &ditfor

several summers we stayed in the tent, cooked outdoors, and slept on the two beds in the
tent. We had a kerosene lantdor light as there was no electricity and no phone service,

and we had to haul water from the lake to wash the dishiesis twelve years old then

and that was quite an adventure for me.
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Since my dad wanted a log cabin, he had to find a sourog®fA friend who owned a
wooded lot that he wantedeared, let him cut down some trees to build the camp. But
after the trees were cut, the bark had tpéeled, and that is where the kids in the family

got to help. The original section of the campaw all built by hand, using those logat

first we had an icebox and a wood cook stove and a pump on the sink for water.
Eventually we graduated to a gas stove and refrigerator, but we still had to use kerosene
lamps for light. If it rained we had to @ back to town, even in the middle of the night so

my dad could go to work as the road had not been improved and we might not be able to
get up the hill to the highway. There were only 13 camps on the point then, and before
there was electricity the men wld get together in the winter and cut ice that was stored

in sawdust in an outside building for use during the summer, which really came in handy
when we wanted to make lemon sherbet with a hand crank ice cream freezer.

The families who had camps thdoeed to get together around a bonfire at night and we
had a lot of impromptu concerts as many of the people played musical instruments such
as gui t ar sltwasnawormerfal coondumity.

14. THE PARKER CAMP
East Orland
Lower Toddy

Tom Parker writes, our family camp is on Lower Toddy, between Whispering Pines and

Pine Shore Camps. It was completed in 1958, the frame being built by my father Robert
L. Parker and myself, and finished by Harvey Snow andaksociate Phil (who lived at

the end dthe lake and worked with Harvey). We tented there before building the camp.

| have a number of early postcards of Pine Shore Camps. | think Harvey Snow started it
after he came home from serving in WW1alko have early post cards of the old Bell
cottage that is on the hillside across Route 1 and overlooks theTakeBells were a

family from Portland, Connecticut with local connections.

| understand that what is now Whispering Pines was built in 1898 by Dr Abrams from

NY who summeredni East Orland and was a great chum of Charles Atkins who
established the Fish Hatchey.n 19 0 5, | think, my grandmot he
Webb family of Portland, bought the Bell cottage, then called "Treelawny" (now

Whispering Pines) from Dr. Abram$ have some photographs of it then. The Webbs

owned it from 1905 to about 1940. It had a large collection of structuaesumber of

which, including a bath house at the edge of the water, an ice house and a children's play

house for their daughtera@dson, are now gone.

Other cousins of my grandmother's, tRages, bought a cottage at Camp Nokomis
around that time. Next door to it is a cottage from about 1888, known as "Sacarappa”
which was restored recently by my cousins George and Penny Mayer.
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According to early newspaper accounts, there was a building boom of camps in the

1890s. In 1893 about a half dozen were built on Alamoosook, which seemed to be very

popular with Bucksport folk. | learned from a neighbor, Marion Harriman, that the oldest

canp on Toddy Pond was established as a hunt.
by some folks from Bucksport.

14. THE JEFFERSON SMITH CAMP
ACampocell o6, Sunrise Way, Orl and
Lower Toddy

Jeff Smith writes, around 1984, | purchased the last two lots spid.inwood Upton off

Back Ridge Road on what is now Starlight Waprmerly K of C Way. There were 5
other camps in our area, but mine, which was built by Leo Place in 1989, was the first to
have a poured foundation. | do not live here year roundf butade a few additions |
could do so.

There used to be a septic sludge depository on Starlight, but it was closed down by the
EPA about seven years agthank God.

| have been the sole owner and if my heirs ever decide to sell the lots separayehjllth
have to cut the camp in half. | LOVE the privacy.

15. THE SPRATT CAMP
Pojananchuck Way, Orland
Lower Toddy

Polly Spratt writes my husband, James S. Spratt, and | bought our land from the
Eldridge family of Orland. We built our red camp (#28)tba point in 1963. Merle Pert

of Blue Hill was the builder. Our family has spent every summer since then at the camp.
We bought the white camp (#32) in 1968. We have truly enjoyed Toddy Pond.

kkkkkkkhkkik

THE NARROWS BETWEEN LOWER & MIDDLE TODDY
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FLOATING ISLANDS

Sarah LeVine, 2004

People who live on Lower Toddy may not think the floating islands in the cove between
Long and Short Points at the Narrows are anything unusual; but to those of us on Middle
and Upper Toddy they argery unusual indeedCompsed of matted roots and grasses
and ranging in size from a few square yards to more than an acre, they support
cranberries, abundant wild flowers, bushes, and a variety of stunted trees. Because they
provide an especially nutritious environment figh, they are much frequented by
fishermen. According to Millard Taylor, who lives on the Castine Road in Orland and
over 500dd years has done a lot of hunting and surveyed a lot of property around the
pond, there are eight of them. Raymond Conary, vives lon the Orland side of the
Narrows, reports that one in particularthe largesti quite often floatsaway. He
remembers it blocking the Narrows on at least three occasions. Most recently, in the Fall
of 2003 when it headed out of the cove, crossed &reen the Penobscot side and
beached itself on the Orland shore. A group of people who live on the Narrows had
planned to get in their boats, attach cables to the island and tow it off the shore when
suddenly the wind changed direction; whereupon it éldatway from shore all by itself

and drifted back into the cove where the locals pursued and securely anchored it.

Bob Jones, who first came to Toddy Pond as a six year old in the 1940s, remembers
being visited by floating islands on two occasions. Tits fvas one small and it floated
away when the wind changed direction; but the other, which showed up sometime in the
1950s was much bigger.

AWe arrived one summer to find this | arge
Evidently a strong northwestimd had brought it down from the Narrows and lodged it

on rocks in front of our place. My memory and the photos [we still have] suggest that the
island was about 150" long and 100" across, almost an acre in size. In any event, it was big
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enough to suppod small stand of evergreens-19' tall. First my dad cut down all the

trees. Then he decided to cut the island in half with a hand saw which required a
Herculean effort lasting days. Unfortunately, part way through the job, he disturbed a nest

of hornetsHe was stung so many times we almost had to take him to the hospital. After

it was cut through, a neighbor tried to tow half the island away with a big outboard motor

boat . It didndét work and he burned out his |
on it if you were careful, and our small dog would swim out to it to hunt for frogs. That

was back in the years when there were still frogs... The following winter the ice helped us

by smashing up the island and it all sank over two years. We discobetefish loved

the sunken island and then | oons came after
add branches to this underwater si‘,nd t he fi sh and | oons have |

Nick Webster and his sister, Lyn Kelley, whose camp is a few edngards up the pond

from the Jones, tell of one stormy morning in the summer of 1959 when an island

measuring about 40 feet in length floated out of the cove, sashayed down Middle Toddy

and showed up bel ow the Gr eatseeRRbeadingat Bear 6s
straight for our beach, o0 Nick writes. He yel
two of them jumped in their big old rowboat with its 5SHP motor and went after it. There

were at least a dozen stubby trees growing on it, and onedeacep about 10 ff eet
boarded it (a very squishy experience), 0 Nic
Then, pulling at it from the rowboat, Dad was able to get it to alter its course. It was quite

a scene, with Mom yelling advice fromtheshe and my t hree sisters |

Nick remembers the island floating away from their beach, landing further up the pond

beyond where Gran Den is now, and disintegrating over the course of several winters.

But Lyn Kelley remembers it floating back tilee Penobscot side and landing otreare

After 45 years, whoos to know exactly where
there are half a dozen photos to prdhat, from the perspective dfliddle Toddy

denizes, somethingrery unusuahappened thtdong ago summer morning.

kkkkkkkhkkik

KENT CONARY: SUCH A GREAT PLACE TO GROW UP!

Sarah LeVine, 2005

The Conary family are longi me r esi dents of Orl and. n My

Massachusetts to Deer | sl e andskKeuaCoaty. on up
AMy dad was born on Conary Way off the Tod:
mai den name was Dunham, came from Bucksport.

Kent, who had six brothers and one sister, was born in the house where he still lives

across from the Katchall atetturnoff from Route One onto Toddy Pond Road. Though

he grew up more than two miles from East Orland village, what with having so many
brothers and as well as numerous Conary <cou
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playmates. He remembers higgras going to potluck suppers in the Grange in Surry and

ot her community events but he and his sibli
entertainment at home. The lake was always a great place for a kid to spend time on

there was swimming in summarnd i ce fishing i n winter. A A
snowmobile with my brothers Lyman and Raymond. It was only the third around here

and we had a lot of fun with it. But the interest in snowmobiles faded once ATVs came

i néYou can use ATeyear and dnywayevehat with $lobalfWarmimg,

we dondt get nearly as much snow nowadays as

Kent remembers that when he was a child his father would tell stories from his own youth

about loggers cutting trees in the woods around Upper Taddythen, when the ice

melted, floating the logs down the lake and through the narrows to the mill near the dam,
where the boat l anding i s now. ABut the midl
rebuilt. o

Kent 6s father, Wyman €Chaeamabgckenora&aedBéarodoyabe
smal | chil drends c a dapetwitoconppany and chyefatheribgiltad a u g h t €
clay tennis court right beside the lake for the kids to use. Years later, Janet and her
husband, Albert Webster, decided to upgrtad court, and | helped put a hard top on

it. o That hardtop | asted until 2006 when, a
rebuilt.

The Conarys didndét have a camp on the water
got together and built a gte. By that point there were quite a few camps, mostly

belonging to people who lived in Bucksport and worked in the paper mill. In the summer

time theydd move out to the pond and the me]
in those day 4 Hean&smwife Qomna, whogrevo up in Orrington and

today works at the Orland town hall, built
oneroom house which was out back of our house on Route ©Ome fact my dad and

mom had lived in that little h@e at one time- put it on a truck and hauled it down to

the shore. We added onto it so now we have a bedroom, living room, kitchen and toilet.

In the spring we start going down at weekends but since the only heat is from the
woodstove, we @b-nidme moiviel dduwme . And even tF
shower, in the morning we stop by the house to bathe on our way to work. We generally

stay on the pond through October when it gets too cold and we move back up for the

winter. Not too many live all yegaround on our side of the narrows. So far as | know,
besides my brother Raymond, thereds only I
Robert Wiswell living there fult i me . 0

*kkkkkkkkk

THE LONG POINT WILDLIFE PRESERVE

Josef Lemmen, 2005
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In the earlyl970s when | bought property on Short Point and Long Point, the deed
included all the islands between the two points. For many years | was concerned about
the future of the cove and the islands. | did not want development or construction or any
mantmade ativity to destroy this environmentally sensitive area which is a haven for
many kinds of birds and fish and a host of other wildlife that are important to the ecology
of Toddy Pond.

Il n 2003, in order to preservengtointWildlifeart of
Preserveo and donated all the islands in th:
western shore to the ALong Point Homes As s
specifies that the property and islands remain forever wild, waethcanstruction or

development of any kind; that no portion of the donated land ever be sold to private

i ndividual s; and that the area be called the

kkkkkkkhkkhk
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MIDDLE (SECOND) TODDY

i
e

THE WEBSTERS: SUMMER IN THE 1940s
Sarah LeVine, 2000

Nick, who isthe oldest of the four Webster children, first came to Toddy Roh938 when
his parents brought him as a bab@rms to spend the summer vacation with his maternal
grandfather, Edwin Van Berghen Knickerbocker.

In the early years of the twentieth century Mr. & Mrs. Knickerbocker had escaped the

summer heat of Nework City in a hotel on Alamoosook Lake. Captivated by the area,

they began looking for land in the vicinity and one day, while rowing up Toddy Pond from

East Orland, saw an enormous boulder on the east shore of Middle Toddy and decided that

was the spothiey wanted. In 1909, after protracted negotiations, they bought land from the
Saunders family in West Surry and a few years later built a cottage there which they named
"Bearsé6 Den". The original Sstructurand consi s
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wide porches around three sides of the house, perched on a dramagicelbdverlooking
the lake, was built by Robert Carlisle whose, $twbert Jr.and wife Janetwere the camp's
caretakers for many years. The Knickerbockers' friends, the Aveedsa canp a little
further up the pond

As chairman of the English department of George Washington High School in New York
City, Edwin Knickerbocker known as Van had the whole summer off. He and his wife,
Kate, and daughter, Janet, would takeearsier up to Boston and a train to Ellsworth and
thence go down to Toddy Pond by car. To provide Janet with company over the long
summer vacation, Van ran a girls' camp, maximum capacity(Aéhoughthe camp had

long since closedhen Nick and his siste were childreythe latrines three in a row were

still in use and had to be cleaned out befteparture in the FalfDigging out the pit and
dumpng the box was a big deaNick remembers.)

When Janet Knickerbocker married Albert Webster in 1888 brought him up to the pond

too; but unlike VanAlbert, an attorney in New YorlCity, only got a few weeks' vacation.

By the 1940s, which is as far back as Nick can remember, steamer and train had long been
replaced by the family station wagon. As s@s school got out, Van, by now a widower,
would pack his steamer trunk and send it by railroad freight to Ellsworth andAtbert

would drive Van, Jangthe four children, the current golden retriever, and a great pile of
luggage on the tailgate andketroof rack. Having settled them in Bears' Den, he would go
back toRidgewood,New Jersey. When he could work it in, he would come for a mid
summer visit, a happy occasion, and at summer's end he would return to Toddy Pond to
fetch the family back down fahe winter.

"Fifty-odd years ago the landscape around here was much more open than it is today," Nick
recall s. "For instance, now there;bstindense f ¢
those days there was only grass and wild flowers. Back tierwater a ways there were a

good many farm houses but on Middle Toddy itself there weren't more than ten houses,

most of them summer cam@@®@ne of the camps up the pond frarm belonged to Emlen

Jones, Bob Jones's father. That family came year afteligkears.

"As we got older, we each were allowed to invite a friend up so we could 'occupy ourselves'.
What | liked doing best was rowing on the pond. We had a boat which held up to ten people
- it had been built for us on Patten Cove in Surapd mostays we'd go out in it, rowing

from beach to beachthe paper mill kept the water a good deal lower then than now and
there were many more stretches of pebbly sand than you see today. We'd row ashore, swim,
picnic...

"Life was decidedly primitive. No ettricity, only kerosene lamps, and no phone either
(ours was installed in the early 1980s). So if you wanted to contact someone, youdniked
rowed - over to see them. After each meal the dirty dishes kept on piling up outside the
kitchen. We had to watill morning to wash them because in the evening the light wasn't
good enough...the dishes wouldn't have gotten clean enough for Mom... | guess | was almost
grown up when | realized how hard Mom worked all summer loogoking, cleaning,
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doing the launy by hand in water she heated on the wood stove, shopping at Merrill &
Hinckley in Blue Hill. She had a garden as well...

"While summer after summer Mom worked endless hours to keep us fed and in clean
clothes, my grandfather was editing school textlsaand seeing that weall four, six, eight

of us- were having the time of our lives. wonder, are there any women these days who'd
be willing to work as hard as Mom did just so her kids could have a good time? | somehow
doubt it!"

*kkkkkkkkk

ALBERT LORD, HUNTER
Sarah LeVine, 2004

Albert Lord, who will turn 79 in November, has lived on Toddy Pond for almost 25

year s. He grew up in Bucksport, to which hi
trappers in the seventmdyeimtherearly eighteeth bundredsy hi s f
to work as stone masons on the construction of Fort Knox. He spent his boyhood
summers on Jacob Bucks Pond and only started coming to Toddy Pond after he began

courting his wifeDor a . Dorabds f at howmed a ldrgedamacn D&yi c ker i r
Town Road and a swathe of woodland on the Penobscot side of the pond. Of his father

inl aw, Al bert recall s, AHe would buy woodl an
paying taxes, give it back to the town. To his way of tingkeven shorine property

wasnobét a good investmenteéein fact hbothj ust ab

Long and Short Point (Short Point was known as Narrow Point in those days) for $400!

By and by that area became Lakewood Developmeftd Long Point alone was
subdivided into 25 | ot s éeedhattcould be pwedandb nl y i n
sold to the Paper Mill, and once hedd stripp

Albert was drafted out of Bucksport High School at agen1B43, in time to take part in

theDDay | andings in June 1944, Al was a gunne
made more than one hundred landings on five Normandy beaches. One time we were
making a drop on Omaha Beach and that beach was notltiegsiea of tin helmeisthe

Germans had wiped out a whole division. But my crew was lucky. We were 127 men (4

of us from Maine) and we only took 5 casual't

When the war was over he came back to tough
mywifewh om | 6d nrdaythonteteava an@ y first winter home her father gave

me a jJjob driving a truck. | 6d work for whoev
cattle, whatever. Dora and | got married in 1947 and the next year, the same year our

daughte Diane was born, | bought a-2tre chicken farm on Back Ridge Road for $800.

But | couldndét make a |iving from it. For a
collecting milk allover Waldo County. Our son Richard was born in 1950. Soon after |

got hred for the 4midnight shift at the Paper Mill, cutting wood so | was working two

] obs, plus the far m, and getting only about
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in a beauty shop in Bucksport. o AfHser a coup
energies on his farm and by the time he sold it in 1970 he had 33,000 chickens. He

bought the land on which he lives ndwt borders preserday Lakewood Development

-from Dorads widowed mother. HAAftere we sol d
Ridge and | put in the road to this place my
and built this house, 68ft by 28 ft., on a rise above the pond. By that time Dora had her

own beauty shop in Castine, so, with the kids grown, | was alone dhamwgeek and

shedd join me on weekends. 0

Al bert and Dora shar ed-inlawpassagreabhuntérirancht i ng. 0
out of seasoné and he taught wus everythi g W
camp, which Albert and Dora eventuaiiyerited, on the West River near Cherryfield.

The bunk hobekemddhatdhbeen built in the 1940
decade later. During deer season in Novembleert would leave his chickens with the

hired help and set off forcampwitheem or ei ght clients (6sports
Massachusetts and New Jersey, a cook, guides, and a couple of men whose job was to

drive the deer out of the woods. At that time of year, the road into camp was so muddy,

they had to use a horse and caigebin; once in, Albert would use the horse to drive the

deer.

AWebd be up and out at daybreak and wedd st a
big boiled dinner. Shopping for supplies in Bangor forl®4people would take me two

fulldays. Wea r e al wel | | I can tell you. Veni son,
gambl er é After supper-uphsewetould ges dtartedd broarugh t h e
poker gameéAl so, his eyesight wasndét that go
werenodt toe@ercltédhaenddor sAftweek, thfeSdnde hboew j o n e
there was room in hiea nbdu nbkyh otuhsee ef nodr oefv etrwadb owd
most likely have shot between 30 and 40 deer. Then the clients would go home to

Massachusetts and New Jersayt; $everal would drive up on the remaining weekends of

November to hunt in the woods above Toddy Pond and eat huge meals and sleep nights

P
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in the Lords6é6 home. Once the season ended, t
year. Unlike his fathein-law, Tom Pickering, Albert never shot a deer out of season, and

he wouldndot all ow hi ssoneiwoukl gaback apavithdhimtoher . 1| n

the Cherryfield camp for fly fishing. He remembers one particular weekend when they

took close to 800 brooktout . fABut no | ongeréThose pestici
bl ueberry barrens |l eached into the river and

Today, Albert, a widower for more than 20 years, lives with his daughter Diane who is a

nurse. Though as recently as four winters agdhbéea bull moose that weighed 620 Ibs.,

heés just about given up hunting. But in sun
Blue Hill and for white perch and bass on Toddy Pond; and in winter, he fishes through

the ice off LedgeFobkandi keht ohebt pwneh But
|l i ke bass. They dondét think itds tasty. But
soaked in vinegar and salt pork cooked to a crisp, anditeafts a st y ! 0

(Albert Lord passed away in 2005.)
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MIDDLE TODDY CAMP HISTORIES

1. THE AVENT 1 RAUSCHER CAMP
Hedgehog Lane, Surry
Middle Toddy

Marcella Rauscherwrites this is a shared endeavor. My grandmother, Adelaide Mott
Avent wrote in her memoirs how she and her husband John McDonough Aventiocame
Toddy in 1912. They camped in a tent on Upper Toddy at Camp Nokomis which was
owned at that time by Miss Harriet Foster. | believe they continued to camp at Nokomis
for the next few summers. But by 1916 they were looking for a place to build a cdbin an
purchased land on Middle Toddy from Reuben and Lottie Leach. Over the years they
added to the property, which eventually consisted of more than 4 acres with 300 feet of
shoreline. | have heard it said that the Avent and Knickerboker camps were tteelfest

built on Middle Toddy.

My grandfatherdés death in December 1958 mea
return to Hedgehog RocKhe following summer, 1959, my husband amaiichased the

camp and owned it until 2004 when it was sold to Elizabethavid Parsons. All in all,

the property was in the family from 1916 until 2804 period of almost 90 years.

In 1917 ny grandmaber, Adelaide Mott Avent wrote: This [summensfas spent on
Middle Toddy in a cabin built by Granville Saunders and Vernan@igham, Verne
doing the brick work for the fireplace and chimneyirdsa small legacy, my husband
[had] arranged for a onmom log cabin with a tiny kitchen, and porches across the front
and end. This, with the simplest sort of furniture, would testtlogory that good food,
plenty of wholesome exercise, and family cooperation would be the most important
elements in our vacation. These, and the lessons learnedialsgite.

July came. It was long before the days of automobiles, and the tripbeasine in the

most economical way. Our sturdiest clothes were packed in bags, and off we went by

night boat[from New York]t o Bostoné then the Bangor boa-
beauti ful Penobscot River to Buckedpverrt. Ther
my husband and | on the seat, the bags with the children (Jack and Kathleen & probably

some cousins) sitting on them in the rear. Off we started for a twelve mile drive (3
hours)éThe minimum of furniture hbidihngbeen sh
t he Macyos i cebox that I remember ), and h u
bencheséThe builders of the cabin had made
some white pine boards for a dining table. It was indeed the simple life. We atefnd sle

outdoors, with all the wonderful Maine air to breathe, and Toddy Pond beckoning us for a

swim or a row.
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We bought chickens and eggs and butter and n
beginning of the season we deposited a sum of money at thé An&llsworth, and a

post card brought the staples to the RFD box the next morning. From the Fourth of July

to Labor Day we never saw a store.

1921: After three years there was another m
June, all plans had beerade for the trip to Mair@ father, mother, son, daughter, and

the (8month old) bab§ on the Bar Harbor Express. Imagine the consternation when a

telegram arrived saying the cabin had been burned to the ground. Another complication

was that our White PlaindlY home had been rented furnished for the summer.

Heartened by messages of help from all the folk along the road, up wé thent

children and dog and baby carriage, bicycles and trunk and bags. At the station we were

met with a Ford car and atruck ardk en t o a cottage it had bee
those days that cost $1 a day.

The men went to work, cutting down the trees and peeling them, then sawing them the

proper length. (They must be peeled, or the borers would get in under the bark and keep
usawake with the noise of their chewing.) Then came the serious work of cabin building.

Jack and his father and a friend (Ned Knic
Sometimes there were two men in each corner swinging their dblaloled axes and

notchmp t he | ogs. AJohn, where do you want the
and out would come the logs. What a shout went up when the walls were up high enough
for the roof! I n three and a half days it w

cabin in the woods.

And a few evenings after we moved in, they all came, some with goodwill offerings, one
with a banjo. We served them cake and punch, everybody danced, everybodly sang
everybody that is but the baby who slept peacefully in her carriage thié woods.
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The finewo cabin would come to include a con
with dressing rooms and enclosed kitchen. Before long Little Hedgehog was built as a
sleeping cabin, seldom empty of family and visitors, and Nedle (up in the woods a

bit) was yet another sleeping cabin. The well was a bé&astiynelinedd just a few steps

from the kitchen. An ice house was constructed and loaded with ice off the lake every

winter. As a child | remember how fascinating it was titofe grandpa to the inside of

that cool placé usually meant we were going to make ice cream. In the late 1970s
Harvey Saunders decided the fAhedgehogso (rea
time to take it down, a very sad event.

The cabin was lwvays very simple but roomy and comfortableil lamps, cots with
sometimes lumpy camp mattresses, unpainted furditbce all very functional. Water

was pumped up from the lake to a storage tank and gravity fed (eventually) to the
bathroom and kitchen. Eigicity arrived sometime around 1950. At one point they wrote

on the cupboard: AHere | ies Dani el Boone. 0

As their family grew to include my mother Kathleen and my Aunt Betsy, they spent
nearly every summer on Toddy. However, during the war years, itnebalways
possible to get up to Toddy, because of gas rationing. At some point they even built a
clay tennis court on a level spot near the lake.

Although | had visited Toddy as a newborn and then again at the age of 3 or 4 (1938 &
perhaps a year kat), | did not come again come until 1955, one year after marrying Dan
Rauscher. And it all seemed just as it had when | was little. With one exception: In the
years before the war, there had been a substantial beach all along the property. The level
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of the lake had risen and most of the old beach was under water; the opposite shoreline
was gone as well.

We came to know many of the people who had been friends with my grandparents:
Dewey Davis, Howard Carter, Leland Carter, Harvey and Gertrude Saunders, Do
Carpenter, Willard and Sarah Furth, Jim and Winifred Furth, and John Furth, who
married my Aunt Betsy (Avent), among others.

Il n the winter of 1980 the Anewod <cabin bur ne

purchased a property adjacent to the odabproperty, which we continued to own until
2004.

2. THE BRIGGS CAMP
Honey Point Lane, Surry
The Narrows

Joyce Briggswrites my husband, Robert Briggs, and | purchased our lot from Harley
and Elaine Colwell in 1979They, or their family, had auired the land from Earl
Banks. We took down the small bunkhouse and builtamp in 1980.It has one
bedroom and a sleeping lof®ur children were aged 9, 12, and 17 at the tiraduilt

it. They now have families of their own and spend vacatioa atthe family camp.

We each put in for the week or so we prefer, and so far there has been no cohéict.
in-laws kind of wait to see what is open and then we mention any available weeks to
friends of the family.Si nc e we 6 v €ockadette walls, isihkne af rustic and

we would not want to rent it out.

3. THE CAREY CAMP
AWoodpecker I nno, Fortune Circle, Surry
Middle Toddy

Joyce Careywrites my Mom and Dad, Lawrence Smith and Budford Lane Smith,
bought our camp from Ernest Young & and a woodstove in 1949.

My Dad and his brothers got permission from Acadia National Park to cut trees that had
been left standing after thgar Harbor fire of 194.7My brother Rodney Smithtold me

that they cut them where the Jackson Laboratory hasva parking lot. They took the
trees to Kingbés Mil/| and had them sawed
Creek on Rt. 3. Then they took the lumber to Toddy Pond and built a small cabin which

they named @A Woodpeck eckerdthmtwouldacdnte eéorour eedérs. t h e

Rodney also told me that the shingles that are on the outside of our camp came from an
old summer cottage in Seal Harbor that was being torn down. He said that when they

ntoc
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started taking shingles off the cottage theynfbut had been doubighingled, so the
shingles under the top layer were just like nreaxcept for the nail holes.

The cabin was intended for use as a hunting camp. It was a popular place in November
when the men of the family would hunt deer to h&edf our family of sevénmyself

being the baby. The camp was used for many family outings too. | have so many
wonderful memories! Ice fishing and tending our lines wearing skates, snowshoes or
creepers; skating by the light of huge bonfires; roasting maiéhws attached to sticks

we found in the woods; sliding on the ice in old cardboard boxes; tobogganing;
swimming; digging worms; boating or should | say rowing in our old row boat. My
most favorite pastime was catching lightening bugs in old jarsatbaook to our rooms

at bedtime.

| have a picture that the Bangor News took of me when | was ten or so. | had made a

fishing pole from a stick, tied on a string and a safety pin, put one of those big juicy

wor ms t hat | 6d dug o wodsizecd salkonaight off the endaai d caug
our dock.

After my Dad died my husband, Bill Carey, and | bought the camp from my Mom. Now

we are in the middle of renovating it. The boards have rotted from sitting in the mud for

SO0 many year s s diftedand moved bagkl22 fedt. dlowat aits pigh and

dryi we hopé on its new foundation and the old outhouse has been replaced by a septic
Ssystem. (1 donot miss going to the outhouse
wait there just forme)tlI6 s nice to come in the door and
take off the chill.

We hope to make it our yeaound home.

We have four children and eleven grandchildren. We still enjoy making memories and all
the same family activities. Only today wile in a motorized 2foot pontoon boat
pulling tubs full of kids, buy our worms at the grocery store, skate by flood light, and
tend our ice fishing lines riding on awheeler or snow mobile... My Mom and Dad must

be rolling over in their graves.

But there are some things that never change. | never tire of watching the sun go down,
taking pictures of the sunset, or listening to the call of the loons. If you listen quietly on a
Sunday night you may even hear me calling back to them.

We so love Toddy Pah our Woodpecker Inn, and making memories with our family and
friends.

What more could you want?

4. THE CLARK CAMP
Fortune Circle, Surry
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Middle Toddy

Phil and Ellen Clark write, we own a small red camp with grey and green trim located
approximaely in the center of the eastern shore of Middle Toddy. Some will recognize it
by the bust of Tennyson mounted on a large rock next to the camp. The camp was built in
the mid1950s by Harold and Herman Carter of Surry. Herman was the sole owner when
we first rented it for the month of August 1970 at a total cost (including boat and motor)
of $25 per week. Herman offered to sell us the camp in 1982 but fell ill and died before
the sale could be finalized. His sister, Nelly Kane, who, with her husbanthrdVil
operated Kane's General Store in Surry Village, inherited the camp and respected
Herman's wishes by completing the sale to us. We have spent summers at the camp
continuously since 1970. We've replaced some windows and the wood stove, put in a
propanefurnace, installed hot water (in 2002), and plan to close down the privy and
install a composting toilet next year. Since retiring, we spend July, August and part of
September at the cangnd therwe return to our other home in New Jersey.

P.S. Tennysonby the way, came from the estate of Philip Lord on Contention Cove
where Herman was caretaker and ships captain. Lord was a famous radio personality in
his day.

5. THE COGGINS/KING CAMP

Middle Toddy, Orland

Stephen Kingwrites, in 1954 my great aunt dy Coggins Sargent bought our camp and
Indian Island on Middle Toddy from Margaret V. Boober. In 1965 Basil Coggins (her
brother?) left it to my grandfather, Gerald E. Coggins. My mother, Madeline Coggins
King, has owned it since 1970.

My Coggins ancests came to Blue Hill from Beverley, MA in 1765.

6. THE DOYLE CAMP
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Lakeview Drive, Penobscot

Middle Toddy

Paul and Ginger Doyle write that their place in Penobscot on the western shore of
Toddy Pond is a new yeaound log home which at this poistill d o leagenadyt
history.

7. THE JONES CAMP
Jones Lane, Surry
Middle Toddy

Bob Joneswrites this isactuallythe dory of three camps which were either bought or
built by my family on Middle Toddy Pond.

CAMP #1

The first camp was bought in 1946 from the Snow family in Bucksport by my parents
Emlen and Lillye Jones. | was 6 years old and my sister Barbara was 12. The price was
$600 for a small weather beaten older dwelling and 200 feet of frontage oworttle p
(Actually my dad used to say it was free because earlier in the summer he had bought a
camp plus simple furniture onolwer Toddy for $600. Then he sold it for $1200.
Therefore, to his mind, the second camp was free.)

The camp was originally builtihhe 19206s and we were told i
camps on the pond after those built for the Knickerbockers (later, Websters) and Avents
(later, Rauschsy.

Before we bought it,ra85 year old surveyor told us that, around 138@y used to dig

clay for bricks here Remnants of the clay pit are still here along with the occasional
rough fired brick which surfaces along the shore. There was also a small shack on the
property marked by some old stones from the foundation. The cabin burned down years
before we arrived on the scene. Taavas also a horse cor@h the property in a field
beside the pond. The surveyor recalls leaving a horse there and rowing out on the pond.
Halfway across the pond, he realized the horse had broken loose and was swiftaning a
him!

The camp was quite run down when we bought it. Outside paint was peeling, the screens
were all rustyand the furniture was worthless and had to be thrown out. Fortunately, we
had the furniture from the first camp, mentioned above, which wagesable. It was

very primitive living-- just a step above camping. No electricity or running water and an
old smoky wood stove. Refrigeration was from an icebox. Once a week we would go up
to Harvey Saunders and buy a big chunk of ice which he had tutf abe pond the
previous winter. | have fond memories of doing this with my father. | would dig down
through the dry sawdust to reach the wet, cold sawdust which covered the ice.
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We hauled drinking water from a wasiusghbor 6s
for washing clothes and dishes and of course we all took baths in the pond. Eventually we
dug our own well which was a major cause for celebration.

My father painted the camp brown that first
so he puthe ladder on top of a picnic bench to reach the second story. Unfortunately, the

ladder fell off the bench along with my father and he broke his arm. Two days later, he

was outside in a sling and cast painting the house again with his good arm.

The camp was only ten feet from the edge of the pond which seemed too close. So my

father had Harvey Saunders slide the camp back about ten more feet one winter, although

| am not sure how he did it. The structure was supported by cedar posts. Every winter the
frostwoul d push the posts and camp up. In the
evenly so each summer it was a surprise to find the carapatv crazy angléne year

the front porch was separated from the main camp by 6 inches and the floor gendrally ha

a good slope from west to east. | recall a driving rainstorm from the northwest bringing

rain in around the windows, running down the wall, across the floor and out the other side

of the camp.

Another challenge was that the camp seemed to want to ietuts original location
nearer the pond and would slide downhill a few inches each year. This usually broke
septic and water lines. We finally decided to wire the camp to a big hemlock tree with a
heavy steel cable to get it to stay pudnd it did.

Like everyone else, we had an outhouse. My mother would take my sister and me out for
a visit before going to bed. One year we found some natural phosphorescent material in
an old rotten log. We lined the path to the outhouse with it and it lit our wag idatrk.

Entertainment was very simple with no TV or radio. Swimming was our major daily
activity,al ong with picking blueberries, having p
playing games at night. We only went to town once a week for groceriesrandsrMy

dad loved to clear the wods and plant evergreen trees. When | wd$ §ears old, &

and | planted smatreeswhich now soar into the sky and have trunks 3 feet in diameter.

I n the early 5006s, we put i nfepyearplaengot gas f o
electricity and a telephone. It was a big deal at the time for my dad to pay for the cost of

putting in poles to bring power down to the camp. Mom wanted a phone for emergencies

and d a;ko thHely comgrised by getting one and ipgtit in the closet. We were on

a party line for a few years so we had to listen for the muffled three rings, which was our

number, before answering.

CAMP #2

In 1971, Emlen Jones transferred half the land to Bob Jones who was then married to
Mary JonesThey had three sonslan, Sam and Peter. In 1972, they started construction

of a new camp. It was built in one summer by Ernest Conary and his son Allen who was
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16 at the time. In 1990, ownership of this camp went to Mary Jones after she and Bob
divorced.

CAMP#3

Bob Jones needed a camp and wanted to enlarge the old original camp but there were
limitations on increasing the size due to zoning rules; and carpenter ants were slowly
destroying it. So the sad decision was made to tear it down and buigher lwamp

further back from the pond. A man from Bucksport dismantled the old camp, numbered
all the timbers, cared it away and rebuilt locally.

I n the summer of 1992, my three sons, |l an, :
now his wife), Kely Jones, three local carpenters headed up by Allen Conary, and | built

the new camp. It was great fun to design and build our own camp. | have fond memories

of having huge communal lunches of the happy work crew on the front porch of the old

camp after aefreshing swim.

8. THE LeVINE CAMP
Darius Lane, Surry
Middle Toddy

Sarah LeVine writes we bought our place from Ruth and Ken Sergeson in 1996. We

had rented on MDI for several summers, but MDI pretty much closes up in winter and

when we began thinkingbout buying, we decided somewhere on the Blue Hill

Peninsular, which was less crowded in summer and had more life in winter, would suit us

better. Buying on a lake had never crossed out minds, but after looking at many houses

on the coast, we saw a praimg ad. for a house on Toddy Pond in Surry, and though

webd never heard of Surry | et alone Toddy P
sitting atop a charmingly landscaped slope to the water, we were ready to make an offer.

(We had to wait till thenext day to actually see idge the house because the Sergesons

had forgotten we were coming and had gone out.)

Buying and building in Surry had been Ruth .
acres from Perly Farrington on the eastern shore of Islifidddy. Next door were Albert

and Janet Knickerbocker Webster with whom Ruth, who had previously rented on the

pond, had become friends. The following year she hired a local builder, Ernie Conary,

who, along with his brothers Raymond and Kent, builtradn fully winterized housé

with a 2car garage up near Toddy Pond Road and a boat house by the water.

For the first several years Ruth, a high school teacher, and her husband, Ken, a banker,

used the house only in summer. But in 1980 they retiredechup from their home in

New Jersey, and for the next 16 years lived yeand on the pond. Ruth, a passionate
Obirder o, organized the July | oon count for
ALoon Ladyo. Ken, a s ki | laeddandsdapemtook caje ofme ¢ h a n i
the property. In summer, they grew vegetables in the field up near the road. But when

they reached their migeventies, they decided to pull up stakes and move to Boulder,
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Coloradoto benear their son antheysold their placeo us. Ruth had thought of pretty
much everything and the result works very well. Aside from adding some flowerbeds,
webve made few changes.

Il n 1998, we bought the next door camp from
town but had moved to lllinoiand was selling off his Surry property. Theddm cabin,

which a family named Parker had built in the 1940s and sold to Mr. Farrington in 1995,

had been unoccupied for several years and was surrounded by dense trees and
undergrowth. At first we thoughbaut pulling it down; but then our daughter persuaded

us to renovate. In the first phase we cut down many of the trees and cleared the
undergrowth, put on a new roof, took down all the interior walls andirezl. In the

second phase, we expanded the footghirty per cent, put in skylights, a new floor, a

sleeping loft, a kitchen, and rebuilt the scesrporch. As for the outhouse with its
glorious view of the pond, we fanc.iied it wup

9. THE MANFRED CAMP
Basswood Lane, Surry
Middle Toddy

Madge Manfred writes, our camp was built on the site of an earlier camp, owned by
Robert Carlisle, which burned down sometime prior to 1980. Carlisle was-dnilel,

so our camp lot was already supplied with a weellevel building spot, and electricity.
Moreover, a small beach and swimming area had been created in the days when
bulldozers could move rocks around on the shore front. The safe beach area was a prime
attraction for us because our daughter Leila wamgat the time.

Our camp is best described as a 1960s, h#hple, dual chicken shed design. It was first

drawn on a restaurant napkin and inspired by the circular staircase which we had bought

second hand in Blue Hill where we had been spending swrsimare 1972. My husband,

John, bought a book about house construction and drew a more complete set of plans,

which he then showed to some fellows who had taken a course at the Shelter Institute.

He and two fellows built the shell and closed it in the siemof 1980. The following

summer, we worked on the interior, while staying in a small camper. Amazingly, the

camp still stands. | did most of the electrical work after reading a $2.00 booklet from
Sears and | continue toneonbrvel that the | igh

Our granddaughter, Leilani, will be spending part of her second summer with us this year
-- another generation enjoying the delights of Toddy Pond.

10. THE NEILL CAMP
Fortune Circle, Surry
Middle Toddy
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Robert Neill writes as near as | cangfire,our camp was built in 1954.found the date
burned intahe shingles near the peak of the campelieve it was always owned by
Sheriff Arthur Chandler of Penobscot countyly wife Mary Lou and | bought it from

him in July of 1978. Since then weve added a deck, a building to house our grill and
other supplies,a septic systemmand a 2 car garage. We love the place and spend our
summers there till Labor Day, when we return to Orrington.

11. THE ROURKE CAMP
Penobscot
Middle Toddy

Janet Rourke writes after moving back to Maine from Washington, DC in 1956 and the
subsequent birth of our two children, the family, especially the children and myself,
became very interested in locating a summer cottage where we could swim, boat and
generally have place to relax. | was always interested in ocean frontage having spent
16 summers in Northeast Harbor; but my husband, Robert Rourke, from Massachusetts
with roots in Aroostook, was only interested in a clean lake with good fishing. After
we 0d | tmonle®us places for sale in Hancock County, | lost intebestour son,

aged 14, began scouring the newspapers for ads that looked attractive for our pocketbook.

One day in the summer of 1970 he said, "Mum, there's a lot on Toddy Pond with a camp
on it for $2,000." | phoned the number given and the owner said she had already received
12 calls to show the place. | asked her if any of those 12 had requested first refusal and
she said "No." So, | asked her if she would grant me first refusal, to wrecigseed. |

don't know whether she had shown it to any others or not, but we went down to look at it
within a day or so, and lo and behold, there it was, a little 18 x 1-Pomme cabin nestled

in the woods with a fairly decent shoreline. There wereriditees everywhere, and the

lot was filled with small fir and spruce trees. The cabin wasn't rmate and spiders,

but it didn't leak and was fairly tidy. | made the offer and she accepted it. We had no
attorneys except for hers, who drew up the aaty deed transferring it to my husband

and me. We agreed to meet at the Bangor Savings Bank where | handed her $2,000 and
she handed me the deed.

We had already planned a tour of the entire U.S. that summer commencing in early
August and the transfer th@lace on July 21. For the next three weekends we worked

like beavers clearing brush, had a local contractor bring in a load of gravel to improve the
driveway to it extend to the watemd moved our meager furnishings into the cabin so

that we could seip meager housekeeping. No plumbingt even a sink, just a little 4

foot wooden counter covered with linoleum and a curtain to cover the shelf underneath,
and it was to there that | hauled water from the lake and boiled it to wash dishes. We had
an ob refrigerator that wenoved in and a small apartmesite electric stove. Electricity

was the sole convenience, but a very important one. By the time we set out on our trip,
we had cleared the way to the water and had made the cabin as mouse anuicgidsr
possible. There was a small room attached to the back side that was just large enough to
hold two cots  a n d whierk &etpérked the children. (A cousin came to visit the
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following summer who was 6 foot 4 inches, and his feet came out the alpone the
main room!)

So that is how he came by our camp. Previous owners listed on our deed are Lloyd
Turner who conveyed it to Eugene L. Churchill on August 8, 1952. Churchill conveyed
it to Everett M. and Zelma C. Farnham. Everett died, and itAgama who sold it to us

as she could no longer maintain it. Thanks to her kindness in allowing us to have first
refusal we came by "our dream” place. We have a sand/gravel beach which nowadays is
mostly covered with water up to the rocky edge that$blatck the soil. We look out on

one of the islands on Middle Toddy and up towards the Surry side. Three generations of
our family have enjoyed it. Our son and daughter took their friends there when they were
in college. | had some Polish refugees thais assisting in the mid 1980's and they,
too, came up for a break. Our four grandchildren have grown up here and used it more
than the rest of us.

In 1972 we commenced to construct what is now the main ce#agmject that we all
learned how to das we went along, fixing the mistakes as they occurred. My daughter
and | cleared the entire lot. My husband sawed down the dead/dying trees and those that
had fallen. | mixed the concrete for the footings, painted the interior and exterior, laid the
flooring-still in good shape after all these years. The main room was covered with birch
paneling-the good kind available back then. | leveled the land where it was uneven, dug
out big rocks and terraced it by collecting rocks from all euprand downhe road and

out of the lake; | made an outdoor fireplace, and planted wildflower and fern gardens and
a cedar hedge around the front of the cabin. The cabin consisted of an L shaped room
with the L being the kitchen, housing the stove, refrigerator, $u& of counter space

and cupboards that my husband had built for the other cabin and moved over. The sink
had no running water, but had a drain, and we always had a large pot of hot water on the
stove nearby for washing. We had a bathroom with an dfetina wash basin, and one
bedroom. It had large windows overlooking the lake and we built a deck that surrounded
the entire front. In 1986 we added a second bedroom to accommodate our expanding
family. Then a portion of the deck was covered with & eyal screened in to make

living space outside more comfortableninus mosquitoes and other intruders.

Lastly, two years ago, we split the ownership into three parts so that all three families had
rights. Our son received coding permission to "expdhné‘old cabin that had been used
solely for storage for the past 30 years and was quite moldy, buggy, and mousey. He was
limited to a 30% expansion so to make it worthwhile he had to design the new place with
a second story. It has now been completed mxte finishing inside which should be
completed within the year.

It's a place that our family strives to get to whenever there is vacation time or a long
holiday, even when it meant coming from North Carolina andt times-- the West
Coast.
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SACCARAPPA LODGE
Camp Life on Upper Toddy a Century Ago

Lucy Leaf and George Mayer 2007

Lucy Leaf wr i t e s, George and Penny (Pendl eton)

Il ndi an word meanisingqgipluammeg ofayt thee t he ol des
Pond. It sits in a stand of trees a short distance back from the water and next door to the
stretch of beach which the Toddy Protective Association, organized by my late father,
Charley Leaf, purchasedoim Gertrude Saunders in 1990.

George Mayerwrites, The original Saccarappa appears to have been built in the mid
1880s on land leased from Alexander McCaslin who farmed much of the area which now
includes the camps on Nokomis Lane and on several snafles leading north along
Upper Toddy Pond. Mr. McCaslin and his wife, Susaarter, settled the land in the
1840s. They built and for many years lived in the white cape farmhouse which is now
owned by Greg and Courtney SNeoaweerro ¢ aKmpo wenf toe
member of the group of business and professional men charged with arranging
construction, for decades Saccarappa was used by hunters from Bucksport. Aside from
Richard B. Stover (b.1848), who owned a pharmacy, the group includedFOs$azllows
(b.1863), a lawyer, and Josiah H. Partridge (b.1842). These gentlemen, and probably
several others, liked to hunt the area in the late spring and early fall.

Beginning in 1898, a logbook documents the visits and activities of groups wied stay

ASaccarappa Lodgeo during the summer-s. An A
story structure draped with ivy reaching up to the eaves. Visitors called themselves
ALodgerso if they stayed several dsaths, or AC

log includes narratives, ditties, poems, newspaper clippings and many photographs. After
a few years, the hunting parties began adding entries also. The last entry is in 1924.

Census records suggest that the Stover, Fellows, and Partridgedasaith formed the

nucleus of a group of young friends and relatives from the Bucksport area and elsewhere
further afield. A party typically stayed one or two weeks once or twice in a summer. In

the early years, campers were conveyed to camp by-Hoase carriage over rough

roads and, once deposited, remained there until the carriage returned to take them back to
town. Most parties consisted of teenagers, young adults and their small children. Often

ol der family members came as fichaperones?o.



49

AFarkeweb Saccarappao

Supplies were obtained from Trundydés Store i
caught in the pond. Visitors who came for the day were mostly locals though, when
automobiles became common, people starting coming from the surrguodins.

Lucy Leaf writes, During my childhood in the 1950s and 1960s, Saccarappa was a
decrepit place in a thicket of trees and vines. Believing it was haunted, we kids would
occasionally peer through the windows for a glimpse of another world. Aeedndhe
logbook does provide a glimpse another world.

In 1898, only visitors with Maine addresses are listed: Nichols, Stover, and Ladd, all

school teachers from Bucksport; Webb from Bangor; a few from Ellsworth. But by 1900,

New York, Washington D.Cand even California addresses are appearing. In the August

1901 photograph, a wraground porch extends on two sides of the house. The porch

must have been heavily used as a 1902 photo shows nine young men and women arriving

in a buckboard wagon drawn bywo hor ses. An fAdoverthrow of t
requiring fAa daring rescue and skill ful rep
mentioned by name; the Buck girls, who required rescuing, are not.) Women visitors are
referred rcampassidtbe fhe mBmsksypoht adbbheol at e
Campers came in groups and stayed for a week or two until they packed up and were
replaced by a new group. Young men and women courted, got married, and by and by
returned to Saccarappatiwtheir children.

A 1911 poem begins:
ANeither north nor south
Nor anywhere
Are women more true
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Or men more squareo

Lodgersod6 activities are recorded in the 1 o0g
these may include struggling with the stowatching turtles and frogs, chasing or
shooting rabbits and squi rturegdkisg,playingboardvl i ng o |
and ball games, and visiting neighbors. One young woman notes gleefully that she has
gone Aunkempt all dayo.

Lodgers pooledt hei r resources to buy provisions
supplemented their purchases with fish they caught and berries they picked. Hair and
clothes were washed in them. A photo shows six youngomen in full length skirts

brushing teeth and waslgmup

AWe must be cleano
A birthday party for Athe Two Queens of Sacc

the following:

AThe morning of August 6 dawned gray
but even the occasional drops that fell upon the earth

beneath at v#ous times did not dampen the ardor of the

inmates of Saccarappa; for on that day the great event of

the season was to occur, the birthday party of Gracie and

Kathie. M. Stover, of course, was the Officer of the day.

And soon after breakfast Privates Nath and Buckley

were detailed to special duty at various points away from

the cottage while Lieutenant Godfrey and Sergeants Stover

& Read were given the command: ARun d
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large amount of time however was spent choosing the rare
and extraordiary gifts from the large and varied
assortment offered by Mrs. Trundy. But at last we were
able to decide upon pepsin gum, peanut sticks iand
husbands as the gifts most suitable and long desired by the

birthday girls.
The living room and dining room we elaborately

decorated, the color scheme being gree
Promptly at six o0clock the guest

escorted to their respected places with much ceremony, and
while Officer Stover recited the following poem, the guests
were crownédth@uebdangs. o

The two queens of Saccarappa
We crown with joy and pride.
May they never be much happier
Than while they with us abide.

An elaborate dinner was then served, menu being as
follows:
Perch chowder Crackers Pickles
Cucumber Salad
Green Peas Bread
Chocolate Pudding Whipped Cream
Birthday Cake Candy Coffee

At intervals during the dinner the numerous presents were
opened and ediently gave the recipients much amusement.

One of the most exciting event of course was the cutting of
the Birthday Cake, a marvelous creation bearing the initials
AGo and AKO; and an Ode was also read:

Two old maids from school are they

Butforasummé&rs hol i day
They run, they jump, they scratch where they may
Just to prove, AYoung maids are we?o

But alas and alack, the years with pass
Despite the efforts of every lass...

Then glasses were raised to the birthday girls:

And so herebs to Grace and dAdKo,
The girls from Bucksport town.
May they neder r

egr e i s
And each become he n

t thi day
r husba 0s

d cCrown
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In 1909 an Aautomobile partyo arrives from
After that, Afauto rideso to Surry Bay (for
regular appearances; and nrbtat rides are taken down the pond to East Orland. But
horsedrawn vehicles have not yet been abandoned entirely: in 1910, a visitor writes
about fAa Il ong and tiring ride from Bar Harb
Ellsworth he/she continudtie journey to Saccarappa. The following summer, a carriage

ride to the East Orland Fish Hatchery is mentioned.

An important annual event is the Cruise of the Saccarappa Yacht Club; overseen by a
ACommodoreo, the fleet #Wededkst s of model yac

The Saccarappa Yacht Club

Swi mming or fAbathingo, f o ftengtv pantaldon suisme N wor e
frequently noted. The beach, which was far wider and longer than it is today, reached

right toup to Saccarappa. Many references e made t o fithe Lonesome
on the point jutting out from fiSaccarappa
occurs, followed by an unsuccessful search. An overturned boat and ensuing rescue party

are notedFishing was a favorite pase. Recorded is the numbef fish caught, not the

bi ggest . A Aremarkable perch catcho is 90
100 perch and two eel so. AThe sal mon fi shi
he (or she)rwokt ésoaltsagof nb

Blueberry and raspberry picking are frequent activities, along with slaughtering chickens,
fir cone gathering, and helping first Alexander McCaslin, and after his death, the new
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farmer, CaptairGeorgeGray (who formerly ha worked for McCalin), load hay. One

entry reads: APicked peashiandvadugupbdbetattog ok
Gray andhis wife were highly regarded by the denizens of SaccaraRpgmond

Fellows wrote a poem about him in the log book in October 1914. Téesdhe

concluding three stanzas:

A rumor we hear

And it fills us with fear

That the AGrayso may not be
there

To greet us next year.

For truly the place

Would lose much of its charm
If we found when we came
there

No Grays at the farm.

We hope you Wistay

Dear friends on the Hill

A large place in our hearts
We find that you fill.

Though Adrinkingo is rarely mentioned, s mo k
(aloudi presumably), and ply i ng a g a mEa nIanddysfehturéd €oacerts
from a sixman band making music with a dishpan, a pail, a foghorn, and three horns

brought from Bucksport. |l ce cream i s made
topped by a lighthouse. Huge bonfires are regularly built on the beach. On os®mcca
Aurora Borealis |lights up the horizon. Not e

story-telling, and Indian War Dances. In 1908, black embers drift across the lake from a

forest fire which consumes 100 acres. Visits by bear, snakes and lzebhmeare noted,

as well as the call of loons and an eagle sighting. Swatting mosquitoes often comes up.

Pl ays are performed by fAia dramatic company?o
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ATaking it Easyo

Fal | hunt ers al so r etddge, Wwoodtoeks and dusks,:playtbhlle y s h o
and goexploring. A 1910 entry mentions shooting a lonely sandpiper and taking aim at

|l oons and other birds for fAamusemento. On
with a club.

The first mention of Camp dkomis, which was built next door in 1908 by Misarkiet

Fosterof New Yor k, is a 1912 pChaartpo Nod&kboeri esdd . i F ol snt
we read of a masquerade party, that includes a candy pull and a watermelon feast, at
Nokomis. Costume judges ar@fm Saccar appa. A 1914 poem con
Camp near, the horn calls every morno.

George Mayer writes, Capt. Gray, the farmer who first worked for and eventually
succeeded Alexander McCaslin, built cabins for former Saccarappa lodgers wied want

their own summer pl aces. One of NanbyeP. f i r st
Nichols Pageand he husband Dr. Henry F. Page, Sr. In 1913 they bought several
McCaslin lakefront acresvhich included theSaccarappa site and the following year

Capt. Gaybui I't their | og calhien,daWalmgnakoin (tfhpee orpi
SaccarappaCapt. Gray was very short andnsequenthall the Wabanaki doorways are

very low! Three generations of descendents have since summered at that camp.

The final enty in the log records that on September 14, 1924 Saccarappa lodgers
attended a Carter family reunion at nearby Gold Stream Farm. After 1924, the principal
campers grew older and scattered fafiell and Saccarappa had fewer visitors.
Ownership of the cabi(but not the land) had devolved into sixteen shares by the time

Nancy Nichols Page attempted to consolidate ownership of the structure. She bought or
received quitclaims for al | but one share.
children to sleepn, parties, and storage. With the onset of World War |l, Saccarrappa
became virtually derelict.
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Family tradition relates that Saccarrappa was abandoned because the Page family never
secured the 16th share. Supposedly this last share was owned bynRdy@iows who
adamantly refused to part with it and specified that this share be divided among the heirs
in his will, so that the Pages could never get clear title. The true basis for this obduracy
has been lost, but it most likely related to resentntattthey could no longer have free
access to something the Fellows were instrumental in starting. Both Raymond and his
brother, Frank, became very prominent in the State of Maine. Raymond became Chief
Justice of the Maine Supreme Court. Frank was ai+teufh U.S. Representative.

By 1982, when my wife Penny and | bought t he
Page Jr., Saccarrappa had been deemed worthless and deleted from the Town of Surry tax

rolls. The porches had rotted away, rain was pouhngugh the roof , and the cabin was

on the verge of collapse. Penny and | rebuilt it and today, though it has many modern
conveniences, from the outside it looks much as it did one hundred years ago.

*kkkkkkkkk

HARVEY AND GERTRUDE SAUNDERS
Sarah LeVine, 2001

Harvey Saunders, who died in 1990, aged 92, and his wife Gertrude Leach Saunders, who

died 1991, also aged 92, lived in the white clapboard farm house on the Toddy Pond

Road high above the pond and across from Gold Stream Marsh in West/AAuireir

death their property was inherited by their friend Charles Leaf, and when Charles died in

1995 his wife Betty became the owner. (She recently sold the farm house to Greg and
Courtney Weaver.) Harvey and Gamohgrthed e 6s di &
possessions, provide a vivid picture of life in this part of rural Maine in the middle years

of the last century. The diaries begin in 1935, shortly after the Saunders bought the house,

and continue until the 1980s. For the first twenty yearso Harvey was the diary

keeper; but in the 1950s Gertrude took over. In thesg B inch volumes the two noted

many details of their work, family and social lives as well as many technological
innovations and environmental changes: the paving ofStiney Road (only as far as the

Orland line) in 1946; the arrival of electricity in 1950; installing their bathroom and water
heater i n 1952; going over to watch a neig
following year, 1954, they bought their own T¥nd also a washg machine which
Gertrudeused on alternate Tuesdays). Their meticulous recordings of morning and
evening temperatures over fifty years indicate that Global Warming is a reality: in the

1940s and 1950s the lake was almost always frozenbyvenidDecember and the ice

rarely melted before miépril. Though there has been some variation, in recent years ice

has tended to come later and leave earlier than fifty years ago.
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Each spring they noted with delight the first time they heard a loon.

Betty Leaf, who first met Harvey and Gertrude when she came to Toddy Pond as a bride

in the 1940s, remembers them with great affection and admiration for their self
sufficiency, generosity and inveterate chee
who began coming to summer on Toddy Pond early in the twentieth century were headed

by educators from New Jersey who took advantage of the long school vacation to head

north to the pristine woods of Maine. Among them were the Avents, the Furths, the

Leafs, ad the Knickerbockers. These families, who were friends back home, followed

one another up to Toddy Pond, bought land on the eastern shore of the lake and built
cabins. Several employed Harvey as carpenter, caretaker, and general handyman. Betty

Leaf recdl that Harvey, who belonged to the Saunders clan, West Surry residents since
themidei ght een hundreds, |ived off the | and. A
physically able, he spent as much time as he could in them. That was the life he wanted

and he never wished for any other. But woodsman though he was, he was also one of the

mo s t gregarious people |1 6ve =ever known. At
socializing between |l ocals and outsiders, he

Harvey, who left school after the eighth grade, found employment in the warmer weather

with the forest service, in boat yards around the Blue Hill Peninsular, and with summer
people constructing and maintaining.Int heir ca
winter he worked in the woods cutting timber and on Toddy Pond cutting ice which he

stored in his ice house on the Surry Road and shipped out to Ellsworth in the spring and
summer.

=
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Harvey Saunders and friends cutting ice
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Gertrude, who grew um Blue Hill and graduated from high school there, taught school

for two years before she and Harvey got married in 1921. Sadly, they were unable to have
children but after a few years they took in a foster child, Henry Davis, then aged three,

whose parets in Brooklin had a large family and were unable to care for him. As was
common practice in those days, Henryods mot
thereafter, although Henry would return to his family during school holidays, most of the

year he lied with the Saunders who treated him as their own son. While serving in

World War Two, he contracted rheumatic fever of which he died in the VA hospital in
Bangor in the | ate 1940s. After Henryods dea
relationshipswith relatives and friends.

Betty Leaf remembers being awed by the range of skills the two had between them.
Harvey could fix fAanythingo mechanical, whil
career when she married and, apart from cleaning campélydhiose in Nokomis which

Frank (Bud) and Eddie Rioux and Andy Levesque built on the next door property, never
worked outside her home again, had masteredthall proficiencies that country
housewifeneeded When the Saunders first moved in, their lughich had been built

in 1848, had neither electricity nor plumbing. Water was pumped from the well and the
outhouse was next to the pig sty and the hen house. Out back, Gertrude had a large
garden in which she grew vegetables for canning and potatoesyst carrots and
parsnips that she stored in her root cellar under the house. Beyond the garden was the
field where she kept her cow. She sewed their clothes, knitted their sweaters, quilted and
upholstered while Harvey did the carpentry, painting aad-papering; he made much

of their furniture and over the years many home improvements including-@woin
bathroom and a broad screened porch, thus slowly converting theinimeigenth
century farmhouse into a modern home.

His diary entries are laoic. He notes few public occasions: Christmas and
Thanksgiving, and the inaugurations of presidents of the United Stabeg not the
Fourth of Jul y. Ent husiasm is reserved for
| obster supper é madematkeand baand add clbcojate Gake. and Boy,

was it good! o

The Saunders were a frugal couple, in part out of necessity, in part because they valued
frugality. Although they frequently went shopping to Ellswaoitikarvey seems always

to have had a veHice o f some kind which, with his A
managed to keep runnifigat any one time they only bought basic necessities and those

in small quantities. At no point in his life did Harvey have yeamd employment. After

World War Two hewvorked for the forest service as a fire warden which, between March

and October, required him to spend his days in the lookout tower on the top of Blue Hill.

In April and early May, the peak time for brush fires, he would note with a mixture of
excitement di smay and sat i-svd diret ono the Blue THild a y fif
Peninsul ar é&ti xd ayi,r efsoritnycl udi ng barns and gar
travel about Hancock County, dressed in his Smokey Bear costume, to give talks on fire
prevention toschool groups. But in the late Fall, having closed up his tower, he would

return to his own woods to cut and stack logs, make planks in his small saw mill, work on
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his house and those of his friends, fish in the lake amdhether or not it was the legal
seasori hunt deer, duck, pigeon, rabbits on his property. After snowstorms, in order to
pay his property tax, he worked for the tqwlowing and sanding the roads.

Entertainment consisted of going to the movies in Ellsworth, dances in, @adythe

Blue Hill Fair. Beforethe introduction, in the 1950s, of TWand the rapid erosion of
community life that it heralded the locals would regularly meet up with relatives and
neighbors at town meetings, at church, school, and grange suppers, and at family
reunions for which the Saunders clan had built a hall on the Surry Road. (It long ago
burned down.) Harvey and Gertrude were not chygadrsi they seem only to have
gone to church in order to attend funeiialsut they participated in many town activities

both formal and informal, and Gertrude regularly contributed to potluck suppers. Though
Harvey drove allover Hancock and Washington counties on forest service business, and
sometimes Gertrude would catch a ride with him in order to do serious shopping in
Bangor, the only vacation trip they ever took was to New Hampshire for three days.
Harvey did all the driving until, in his mideventies, he went blind whereupon Gertrude,

aged seventy i v e, got her driverds | i ce nbefere She «cc
her death in 1991 at age 92.

The focus of their soci al l i fe was fAhappy ho
Gertrude would put on the table at surisethenever that occurredpeople would drop

by the house with their own liquor, potlmemselves a shot which they would drink along

with Harvey. Anyone who happened to be in the neighborhepéople from away as

wellas localswas wel come. After an houroés exchange

drive - or walki off to dinner in their wn homes.

kkkkkkkhkkik

CAMP NOKOMIS
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Sarah LeVine, 2007

Camp Nokomis was opened in 1908 by Miss Harriet Foster, a maiden school teacher
from New York, on a strip of land beside the lake that she had purchased from Alexander
McCaslin, the farmer what the time was living in the white clapboard house facing the
Gold Marsh on Toddy Pond Road. The guests who came to the handful of simple cabins
Miss Foster constructedto each she gave an American Indian name taken from Henry
Wadswort h LSug gf Hiawatha wé&resmostly educators, their families, and
friends from New York and the midtlantic states who, like herself, had the long
summer off. They came to the lodge on the rise beside the lake for meals, theatritals
other entertainmentghey played tennis on the clay court; and regularly set off in canoes
to entertain the denizens of other camps up and down the lake. As the years went by,
some bought plots from Captain Grey, Al exan
own cabins. Byorld War Il, Miss Foster was up in years and Camp Nokomis was in
decline. It closed in the fall of 1941 and the following summer, the first of the war, did
not reopen.

Tennis at Nokomis

After he returned to Massachusetts from World War Il, Franldf{BRioux went to work

in a shipyard where he met Andrew Levesque. Both avid hunters and fly fishermen, Bud

and Andy persuaded Budds brother Eddi e, wh o
looking up in Maine for a camp to buy. In 1946 they purchased Qéokomisi 10

cabins, sever al tent pl atfor ms, one bigger
front -- from Miss Foster for $3,700.

AfBud was still i n his early twenties, o Bill
AfHe was anhadhleldardnodt marry til/] he was 41.
down, he was free to travel between Surry and North Attleboro, Massachusetts, where,
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after quitting the shipyard, he Towwiphdelpe d a bar
from Harvey @unders- renovated Camp Nokomis and built 3 additional cabins. In the

summer of 1946 the place was open for business: cabins were rented out by the week to
vacationers in summer and to hunters in the fall; and meals were provided in the lodge.

Ed Riouxpulled out in 1948 and during the 1950s, Bud and Andy sold off two of the
cabins to the Snow and Gerstein fagsli

Bi | | continues. Aln 1965, Andy died and thet
50-50, six acres each. Bud took four cabins andyA6ds wi d o w, Esther, too
and the |l odge. o In 1970, Bud sold his businc
family 7 by now there were five childrenupto Surry year o u n d . ADad bought

for a housing devel opmant siin iBasgdt sSartegdo bB
the family over there. But c¢ o mtéNokBnesxighe mber , i
throughtheBl | . Boy, was it cold in those unheat e

Bill, who was born in 1960, and has spent every summer ¢ifdnisn the pond, has seen

a |l ot of changes. AYou donét see polliwogs e
|l evel 6s much higher so the beaches are narrtr
Harvey and Gertrude Saunders, the focal coupleafthe ghbor hood, Bi |l | re
when | was a kid, they already seemed very old. My Dad wanted a vegetable garden but
down near the shore where we are the soil 6s
him part of his yard and we were up there quiteitaGertrude always seemed to be

cooking and Harvey always seemed to be working. The neighborhood changed a lot
when they went. o

Anot her change Bill sees is at Saccarappa. I
and covered with creepers. The Pages| v bought and rebuilt it a
beauti ful .o But from his perspective the big

In 2001, the Levesque family was approached by Taylor, Bean & Whittaker, a Florida
wholesale mortgage company whosenevs were thinking about establishing a retreat

center for their employees. When their CFO, who happened to come from Bucksport,
suggested they look at properties on the Blue Hill Peninsular, they did so and decided the
Levesque property was ideal forthei pur poses. ABy then Esther
and her kids had no interest in the place, so they sold. The new owners proceeded to turn
what had been a simple family campsBillor al mo
with awe AOkay,c,i tbug rmUldtit he same, for Toddy F
After several years of construction, the new Camp Nokomis, which includes a
magnificent gym/boathouse, four apartments, an expanded lodge, and two renovated pre

war log cabins, opened in 2006. @drically the two owners, with or without personal
trainer s, arrive by sea plane which they | a
renovation myself and saw it coming to pass
Bill.
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Bud Rioux died in 1984nd the Levesque family is gone now; but on beyond splendid

new Camp Nokomis each of Budds five childre
Mi ke has fADahindao (bull frog); sister Jane
has @AdAShawunidradg)i ;0 Kreatsherw Bi | | has fAWawanasi
Margaret has fAShawgasheeo (Blueberry). ATh
septic systems and indoor pl umbing, 0 says |
comes up foramonthfromCnnecti cut; Jane also lives in C
summer weekends. Doug |lives in EIlIIl sworth anct

more often. My family and | live on the pond most of the time between May and
November-- | built my cabin mysk so its larger the otheiisless like a camp and more

|l i ke a home. And my sister Margaret has her
cabins we rent themé Wedbre pretty much on t
us because wWeedrree glulstf asnoi Ilyuckyéo
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JIM FURTH: TODDY POND IS THE PLACE FOR ME
Sarah LeVine 2003

Jim Furth first came to Upper Toddy in 1924 at age twonaie parents, Willard and
Alice Furth, rented a cabin at Camp Nokomis. The Furths, who caomeNew Jersey
where Willard was superintendent of schools in Highland Park, were close friends with
the Aventsthe Smithsand the Knickerbockers from New Yoakd New Jersey. In 1931

the Furths bought land onetshore from Harvey Saunders and had Habweld them a
camp where, from theon, they spent 10 weeks every summer. Whehawli Furth
retired he and Alidhad the camp winterized and came up from New Jersey, intending to
live there. However, thefound that life on the pond when the thermomeipped
below 25 degrees was simply too cold for them; so for the winter months they would
move to a house up on the road.

In the prewar years Camp Nokomis was frequented mostly by high school teachers, like

Ji mbés father, and c o |lbére tye in partcdlae sPsofesse . Jim
Lockwood of Haverford, and Professor Galbraith of Williams. They were basisiclsts

and sometimesduring meals would converse in Latilfihree doctors were also regular

visitors: Dr. Page and his son, from Philadelpraad Dr. Newt Richards of Hahneman

Hospital at the University of Pennsylvani a.
|l ooking for medical care, o0 Jim recalls. 0We
in those days, where would we have gone@r&twas no hospital in Ellsworth yaind

our team was a whole | ot better than the BI u

There were plenty of other children for Jim and his younger brother, John, to play with.

AWe kids called Miss Fost €efrt,aitntbe oprJa por ireetcaoarl
was partly because ONokomisdé was a Native A
rules and made sure they were kept. One rule was that the lagits included several
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of her maiden schoolteacher friends from New York, ad aglthe professors, the
doctors, and t heltodka ftest afteriudck and WERE p@Tr TO BE s

DI STURBED before 3 pm.! i WhMssFostgr wduld @adh er anoc
to us and the other kidBut as we got ol deutonthe podd attea ke t he
l unch and stay out wuntil it was okay to come

Tres Smithodés grandparents al
and Jimés fatbeg bestamériene
brother Joh grew up he married Betsy Avent.

SO0 g@graaather t heir
S There were a

Before World War Two there were a good many more people living in West Surry than
there are now. There used to be so many cottages along the road, most of which have

long since fallen down; even their foundations hava gisp e ar e d . AWhen | w a
Jim recall s, faside from one or two men wh
nobody out here had a regular job. Harvey Saunders, who built most of the camps on this

side of Upper Toddy, would get together a crew fromnrdu about . Youdd se
walking the five miles out from Surry and back home in the eveniis days out of

seven, and the pay was only $5 a week! 0

Jim remembers Harvey and his wife Gertrude
Gertrude my second mothiershe was the one who took splinters out of my feet and my

fingers, and she was the best cook in the county. She could make a feast for ten

people out of just about nothing. The house | live in now stands on land that used to

bel ong t o tthhiemké df stthdmh a | ot . o

Sixty years or so ago Toddy Pond was pretty guiedb motorboats or speed boats, let

alone the jet skis whichsometimes disturb the peacefulness of the place today. The

bi ggest summer excitement wadwnbepmerowhocued by t
timber on the Penobscot side and fimbthe logs down the pond to the saw mill on

Lower Toddy.

Aside from the war years, when he was in the Marines, Jim has spent part or all of every
summer on the pond. When he got married in 1946 dweght up his wife Winifred and,

as they came along, dbur of his children. lé was living in Westfield, New dsey but

because his work as a chemical engineer for Allied Chemicals took him to Presque Isle,

he would frequently come to Toddy Pond in winte visit his parents, who, after his

father retired from the Highland Park school district, moved up to Surryryeau n d . Al 6d
go ice fishing with Charley Leaf, whose family had started coming to the pond in the

1930s. Charley and Betty moved here foogb when he retired from th
sit in a little hut and drink and talk and ¢
to check our |l ineseéo

Willard and AliceFurth died within a few months of each other in 1968. Fifteen years
later, wha Jim himself retired, he and Winifred moved up from New Jersey and, like his
parents before them, they spent summers in the camp and winters on the road. Though he
was widowed in 1996, Jim remains convinced that Toddy Pond is still the place for him.
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Aletrired here because | had so many friends,
away | still have good friends all sorts of people, and every morning, whatever the
weat her, 1 6m up and out of the housee by six

breakf ast with a bunch of t hem. 0O

(Jim Furth died in 2003
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HARVEY6S OLD LOGGI NG TRUCK
(Written by Charley Leaf in 1974 and submitted by Betty Leaf in 200y

It was a sad day for me when Harvey Saunders decided hi€haddrolet truck was

beyond repair. It was parkeda bit rusty, the tires needed airon the ridge by the elm

tree. On that very day we towed it down the hitlut of sight, but not forgotten!

| know of no other truck, car, or machine of any sort fnehich 1 during the 26odd

years of its working life-s o0 much pl easure was derived by

l ogging trucko but It never really had a na
miles over rough roads carrying logs to the sawritilglso hauled hay to the barn and

lumber, rocks and posts for constructing our camps; it brought ice from the frozen pond

to ice houses in winter and delivered ice and stove wood in summer. And now and then,

when Gertrudeds pi g uekdocchapestdgwn.Har vey wused hi s

The old |l ogging truck had <character and st
coming from a mile away, and then youb6d spo
dust. Its arrival brought great glee and exuberance to the ehildno knew, no matter

the hour or its destination, they were in for an exciting ride.

The engine was started by a clever twist of the hand dramk on cold mornings, by

coasting a few rods down a hill. The iron springs gave passengers a strong ibaunce

real challenge to those riding fishotguno in
the radiator boiled over; but i f it did, Wi
quick swim while it cooled down. Maybe something or somednégs, bolders, a

| ady 6 seededapulling out of a ditch. But most often a tire would blow out. Then the
passengers would rush to help jack up the truck, remove the wheel, patch the tube, pump

up the tire, replace the wheel, and stow the tbaisd everythingvould be accomplished

at a hectic speed, as if we were in a racing derby.

On hot August days during haymaking season, many of us would take pitchforks and
help | oad the hay. Webd compete to see who
the truck bunped back across rolling fields to the barn.

Come rain or shine, if you were looking for action, all you needed to do was catch a ride
on Harveyds truck!
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It was a sad day for me when Harvey decided his old Chevrolet truck was beyond repair.
It was parked- a bit rusty, the tires needed airon the ridge by the elm tree. On that
very day we towed it down the hillout of sight, but not forgotten!

kkkkkkkkkk

LOG CABIN LIFE IN MAINE

Edith Abercrombie Snow
The Igloo, Nokomis Lane, Upper Toddy

(Writte n during world War Il and s ubmitted by Reade and Pam Nimickin 2007)

[Reade Nimik writes, Edith Snow was a most interesting ladyelegant, highly
intelligent, eccentrie- about whom many tales were told. She would entertain her friends
fromtheart, mei ¢ and | iterary world at dinner part
services of a local woman to cook and serve the food. She would write down the menus
from soup to nuts, including cigars to be offered to the gentlemen after the meal. (Some
of these instructions have since been found in her cookbo&Kse) would also entertain

the children with stories after her early morning swinmwhen, according to some
accounts, more of Edith would be on display than might have seemed appropriate. On
occasionshe would go to theotige at Camp Nokomis for dinner, look over the guests in
residence, and invite some over to her camp for one of her "Readings". Frequently
children were brought along by their parents their dismay. And nowvonder, as what

child wants to listen to some lady give a reading when the great outdoors bedkuans.
Furth, who was the youngest '"victim", rdeal, "I hated those soirees!"

Edith, ajournalistt was much i n demand as a | ecturer on
1930s and 140s. As a child she had lived in Germany where her father had been sent by

the US government to make a survey of secondary education. After graduation from
Vassar, she studied at the Sorbonne in Paris. She spoke several languages, traveled
widely, and leatred on a wide variety of topics. Her specialty, according to the

prospectus she mailed to potentially intere
Vi ewpoi nt of events and situations. o Given
commonplaceand he unusual 0, her talks were never t
|l ectures she offered included ABeing Fit at
Marriage Marathon: a striking new approach to the subject, with a set of commandments
notedfot heir easy application. 0]

Edith Snow wrote, It was the automobile which forced my husband (Benjamin Bigelow
Snow), and me to "Take to the Wood®ur place, Bayberry Knollat Plymouth, Mass.

was too easily accessible, and | found that | was runnimayaide inn. But what really

drove us to seek a less formal life much further north was the fact that we wanted to take
our children away before they approached the age when the numerous night clubs of
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Cape Cod and "all alorghore" would make undesidakinroads on the rest and healthful
recreation of their vacations and our owWe could not picture ourselves lying awake
until all hours of the night wondering on what treacherous curve their car had come to
grief, or at what witching hour we shouldanet creep up the home drivewa$o before
they had a chance to acquire a taste for such summer excitements we fled (in the late
1930s) to the isolated, primitive life on a wild lake in Maine situated on the back road
(and when | say back roadnhean jt that- watch your automobile springs going over
the culverts!) between Bucksport and Ellsworth.

A friend, who was a descendant of the seafaring Bucks of Bucksport, discovered the spot,
and she and my sister were among the first of a very few Hatting and hardy souls to

build simple log cabins along the wooded shores of this [&ke.lake is nine miles long,

but is known as Toddy Pond, and to make it perfect it is fed by Whiskey Springs.

Our cabins were built by our friends Ed Lufkin adddrvey Saunders who live on the
aforementioned back roadhe logs were cut by them and hauled out of the woods in the
winter, and allowed to season until Spring, when building could be statitadey

finally put up a small sawmill across the road frbism farmhouse which stands at the
entrance to the field through which we drive for a half mile to reach thestake where

our cabins lie.

We spent much time in locating the site for our cabin, which was to be built in a beautiful
grove of firs, spuces, Norway pines and balsanWe had to plan it so that as few trees

as possible would be sacrificed, and so that we would have also plenty of sunlight and
views of the water and of exquisite Blue Hill, which rises from the head of the \Alee.

are st five miles from the ocean at Blue Hill and at Contention Cove on Surry Bay.
Across the CaliTown Ridge on the opposite shore of Toddy Pond, lies the Penobscot
River and the Eggamoggin Reach, so we have just enough shteseas when the wind

is right, and just enough lovely mist and fog in the early August mornings when we swim
out into the lake before breakfast and see the white veils slowly winding upwards from
Blue Hill's gentle slopesgreen at some times, and at others as blue as Maine
blueberies.

All the ground that surrounds our cabin has a velvetyaoistred carpet of fragrant pine
needles that have been accumulating for lifetinfesssmooth coolness is so grateful to

feet burned from rayon stockings and hot, city pavememtsetrees are full of birds,

and in early August the hermit thrush, king of the world's song birds, is still swaying on
the tips of tall fir trees, intoxicating himself and the listener with pure music that rises
from his swelling heart, filling the perfumed aith showers of flutdike notes. One

hears the hermit thrush, to be sure, on our street where we live in Worcester, but it does
not have the wild ecstasy of the thrush in the Maine woddswvake in the night and

hear from a distance one frowsy sdram a whitethroated sparrow as it sleepily and
happily settles itself in its nest!

We located our cabin with the east porch flush with the brownrpeeelle carpet.
Because the land slopes to the shore, the west porch is elevated four or fraarfebe
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ground. This makes a dry storage place for our white birch logs for the fireplace, and for
the small gasoline engine which we finally installed so that we could have running water
in the cabin an effete luxury which we were rather shamefaagalit succumbing to.

But it has made life much easier.

We started with very simple ideas and built only two rooorse a higkraftered living

room about twenty feet square with a fireplace built by Bill Leach, the stone mason from
Blue Hillwhowa s al so Har v edn-lay;daeinad gray@rsl rujgaed ak the
stone he handles so skillfullyThe smaller room adjoining this was know for some time
as the "Bar Room"put its usefulness has greatly broadened since the early tlégs.

also buit on the west side facing the lake a large, high, screened sleeping and living
porch. This porch, except for the screens, is open from the rafters to the floor, so when
we lie in bed there we are really right out in the teeth of the roaring Y&emight as

well be out on the ground, except that we have a roof ovéMeshave some awning
canvas on pulleys, which in case of a driving thunderstorm we can rig up to protect the
three open sides of the porcldsually the rain consideratelgours downmn a beeline, so
we do not have to hoist the canvas very oft@eing in this completely open porch is

like driving in a car with the top dowapne sees twice as muctevery shimmer of
moonlight caught by the waves, every reflectioraddtar, all theuivering in the
surrounding pines and spruces where the mytiayg warblers delicately flutter, upside
down, catching invisible gnats, can all be enjoyed while lying in bEde loveliest

warbler is the Myrtle Warbler who seems to sing, "pines, pmesmuring pines!”

The lake is only two jumps from this porch, and in the morning it lies there smooth and
unruffled as a pool of glasd.listen until | hear an ever so tiny lisp from the water and
feel a wisp of air blowing against my cheek.

Thenl know that the nine o'clock (or sometimes earlier) breeze is springing up, bringing
a lot of high waves.So | leap from my bed, and in two shakes of a lamb's tail  am in
that velvety water swimming out of the shade of our shore into the sunlight hdsare

get a view of Blue Hill in all its early morning light.always say Good Morning to it.
Sometimes one swims in a milky, opalescent mist that hovers over the water, and again
we dash down in a pouring rain and throw ourselves into the lake winbgeesis

speckled and pitted with the raindrophis is the most fun of all] think. It is so

wonderful not to care if one is wet or naip here in these woods one does not mind
weather because one can dress forStickers, rubber boots and &bk rubber hat like a
fireman's make it possible to go anywhere no matter how it raiie.just let it rain, like

the man whose friend asked him if he allowed his wife to have her own Waas",

replied the husband, "And when it rains | let it raiRdr years | have wished it were
possible- in other words fashionable to dress in the city properly for stormy weather.

| always swear that | will be a pioneer and do so, but when | get back to the horrid
conventionalities my courage fails.

Bill Leach is also the one who built our outdoor fireplace where we do as much cooking
as possible We located it in a sheltered spathere there is not too much wind, and
where the view is perfectand the sunsets can be sednhis near the cabin, tooWhen
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the evenings grow chilly in August (it was 46 degrees last night) we sit on the ground
where the fire keeps us warm, and the wind doesn't reach issmuch simpler to eat

out of doors. | don't know why, but there are never as many disk@sgers were made
before forks anyway, weren't they®sually in eating we follow the sun aroundVe eat
wherever it is warm and where the view is best at the momierthe city | miss these
movable feasts.l get awfully bored with my one dining roo

Another beautiful job that Bill Leach did for us was to build our "Seawadl'winter the

ice does lots of tricks, and it tears at the shore line, gradually washing away the earth,
baring the roots of the fine trees so that they slowly toppietie water. Our water

front was suffering from these inroads, so we engaged Bill to build us a strong protecting
wall, and at the same time my husband, Ben, had the inspiration to have a stone point
(hardly a pier) built out into the water from the ¢fpwhich he could, sitting at ease in the
sunset and twilight hours with two rods in the wateatch all the fresh perch we need

for our breakfasts.Well, we managed to pry Bill away from his temporaygcupation
which was "lining wild bees" on thgreen slopes of Blue Hill.He tells me that not
everyone can eat wild hondyhas the effect on some unfortunate people that Grant had
going through Richmond.

The building of the seawall and the stone point was more or less of a neighborhood
project. Everyone had a hand in it, if only to kibitz from the side linBsl is one who
talks to himself audibly all the time he is workingfe talks to the mortar and rocks and
ropes and tackle.The big rocks were hauled out of the lake along tloeestvith a block
and tackle pulled by a good stout hordétook a lot of rocks to build so many rods of
seawall, and to construct the point, but most of them we hauled out of theSakee
were fetched from neighboring pastures, and kind friendsgiitcstones whenever they
saw good onesDuring the construction liquid refreshments were served at not too
infrequent intervalswhich made the work go merrily, and | think expeditiously.

There was one big Norway pine which was canting ovelatteeat a perilous angleAt

the rate at which it was slipping its roots would have been undernvinadother year or
so. The horse and block and tackle were hitched to its heavily padded trunk, and with
shouts of advice and encouragement the greatwas slowly righted, its roots-re
enforced with earth and buttressed with concratg] its life saved.

The locating of water and the digging of our well was another momentous occasion.
Someone knew of a local man, George Grindle, who wagssaiel a "diviner". He was
called off from his haying, and with great mystery and importance he wandered all over
our property, followed by a hushed and eager group who awaited the miracle of the
bending, straining, forked apple twig.We were not disgminted, either.In a

convenient spot underneath a tree jasew feet from the cabin the twig bent forcibly
downward, pointing unmistakably to the groundhe "diviner" enjoyed his triumph

amid our sighs of relief and admiration, then drove ofirisi his haying. My husband

and Dr. Page, a neighbor, started at once to dig, believers and unbelievers clustering
round. They had dug only a few feet when water began seeping into the cavity and they
had to put on their hip boots and clamber dowa the deepening holeFinally the



68

water came in so fast that it got ahead of them and they had to send for Harvey Saunders
up at the farmhouseThey had some tile piping ready, and they lowered that down into

the cavity, section by sectionThe wellwas soon aait accompli, and with its neat

platform and green pump has served us faithfully for years.

In building our log cabin we decided that since we are five miles from the convenient but
accursed telephone, and from electric power and gasiowlel at least allow ourselves

the luxury of hardwood floors, which Harvey and Edd beautifully. We have, of

course, only kerosene oil lamps, but we found that these were to be had with Welsbach
burners both in table lamps andaalled bridge lampsWe have gradually collected

really lovely lamps in glass which my husband takes great pleasure in keeping
sparklingly polished.In an old ship chandler's shop at Stonington on the back side of
Deer Isle | found large, bulging lamp chimneys with owlsped on branches etched on
their surfacesln the loft of a Bucksport ship chandler's | found a lot of "sticking Toms",
used in the fodbdcast lothstimberstoshald cendléBgeyaeni ps t o s
made of metal and can be stuck in eithetzomtally or vertically, according to lich

way the ship is pitchinglhese look well stuck into the logs of the cabin with orange
colored candles in therhmade out of the bottoms of used Lily cups, holders femthto

catch the candle drif-or evenig story telling or conversation around the fire the cabin
looks lovely with just the fire and candle light.

The many windows of the cabin are made to lift up and fasten to long hooks suspended
from the walls or raftersThe doors are all Dutch dolebdoors, so that either the top or
battom section may be left opefhe benches, tables and low stools for the porches were
all made by our son, and have been allowed to weather instead of being painted, so they
sink right intothe background of the cabifhe logs of which the cabin is built are peeled
and the interstices between their rounded surfaces are chinked with sphagesOn

the lake side, where the wind blows more often, #ireychinked hard with oakurfhis

gives a delicious fragrance, cfeand wholesome, which mingles well with the scent of
fir-balsam and hot, sun baked pine needles.

The interior of the cabin lends itself well teetfolk craft of any countnAll the rugs are
hooked or braided by friends who live up and down our.rééd have collected them
gradually, ad each one means much to Adew | brought from Cheticamp in Cape
Breton where they are famous for the originality godlity of their hooked rug3.he
furniture is old and sturdy, and we found it in lofts overrtoustores or in the cottages

of local acquaintances withd not mind parting with itWe have names for some of the
pieces.For instance, three husky chairs are called Meshack, Shadrack and Nebednego.
One ladder backed chair which we salvaged fronshiaek of an ancient bearded couple
we call prettily, "Butt End", because when we saw it standing out in the weather beside
their tumbled down hut and explained to them that we wanted it for our log cabin, they
said pityingly and condescendingly, "TakeWe don't blame yer fer wanting somethin’

to put yer butend on.”

The only pieces of furniture which are not strictly early, rustic New England are a few
pieces of weathered oak which looks well in a log cabin, and my writing tiask, and
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china cupboards (mouse proof) whidarvey or Ed built in for méWhen | explained to

Ed that | wouldlike a sort of dressing table, to hold my washbowl, pitcher and so forth,
in the early days, he looked pued| but finally light dawned'Oh, | see what yanean.
Sure, I'll build ya a sink.Ed gave me a dresser (though he wouldn't have called it that)
for my kitchen, which laer evolved from the Bar Roortt.is a hand made, weather
beaten affair which he found in a desetedse and chipmunked for nighe verb "to
chipmuwk" is one we coined up hedémeans the appropriation of any useful object not
nailed down, and which does not belong to any visible person, or has been discarded.

The nucleus of people who gradually gathered here, as theyheiiltabins, gave them
Indian names reminiscent of the Abenaki and Penobscot Indian tribes who used to live
and fish and hunn these beautiful regiong/hen we were seeking for a name for our
cabin Ihit upon an appropriate Eskinhadian name, and we k& "The Igloo" (the snow
hut). We carried out the Eskimliadian idea in other details, such as the door knocker
which is a jointegolar bear carved from wooll.shoots out its legs, and red tongue
when its string is pulledThe weather vain was ca for us by Jim Lewis of Worcester,
and it is a small kayak with two little figures sitting in ithey are pursuing a black
whale. One is hurling a spear into the whale, and the other is wielding a double paddle.
We had a canoe built for us by tRenobscot Indians at Old Town, ahd we christened
The Kayak.n the cabin we have as many objectpassible made by the Indias pair

of handsome deer skin shoes covered solidly with blue and white wastaodon the
fireplace mantleA big pack lasket is used to hold canes dhne huge plaid Irish
umbrella.The wastebaskets and sewing baskets fas@et grass and birch baf@ur

bed blankets, woven in Old Town, have a border copied from the pattern of a very old
basket made of dyed porcupineltui The basket belonged to the grandmother of our
Penobscot Indian friend, Florence Nicola Shenose father was chieftain of the tribe
during his life time. The blanket borders are of brown, moss green, yellow white and
blue in stripes of varying Mth copied exactly from this basket.found a beautiful box

in Eastport, Maine on a trip to Grand Manan Islaftds all made of white porcupine
quills with decorations in green, and a beaver worked into the cover, all in porcupine
quills on a birchhark foundation.

For top covers on the beds | use the pure wool hand woven blankets from Mexico and
Guatemala, for these are wind and rain pradfe covers for the old chests of drawers

are hand woven, bright orange and red textiles from Guatemndlthe lovely old blue

and white woven fabrics from Assisi in Ital@range colored "Jug Town" pottery from
Carolina looks cheerful on a shelf in the living room, and the kitchen is hung with copper
plates, casseroles and kettles from Rome and from Swabehad a crane built into the
fireplace so we can hang a kettle there and hear it Sligere is a hob too, on which sets

a copper kettle and a trivet with a shield for keeping food hot.

One of the places we like best for eating is on the oddl walnut table in the living room

on a stormy night with a good fire of white birch logs blazing, and the food ranged in
pots on the hearth to keep hatay the table with my old red damask cloth and napkins,
though usually when we eat out of doorsdea't bother with table clothaNith the oil

lamp shining in the center of the table and a brown pot of Lil Lufkin's baked beans and a



7C

steaming loaf of her brown bread,bowl of sweet, heaveblue berries as big as hazel
nuts and a pitcher of cream noMrs. Carter's farm across the swamp, a plate of her good
butter and a pot of unrationed coffee, who could wish for mdre@ard a girl in

Ellsworth Saturday shout to a friend, "I'll be seein’ ya about bean time".

Of course you might prefer a bidast eaten in your bathing suit in the bright morning
sun. | could cook you some perch, caught the evening before, dipped in Indian meal and
fried in an iron spider in scraps of native salt pork, with some toasted imawhe bread,
jam made from raspbees picked in Frank Whitney's garden the day before, and some
poached or coddled duck edgsm Lil Lufkin's duck yard.The duck eggs are hard to
come by, Lil says, because "they just drop 'em anywhere, and hathéhgou never can
find 'em". Oh, | forgot to menibn Myra Whitney's doughnut3hey are fried in real lard
made from their own pig, and until you have tasted Myra's dougkautain't eaten
nothin' yet.Two or three of these with a hunk or so of Vermontnah cheese eaten just
before retimng to the sleeping porch at night assures a good night's slHggre is no
"planned starvation" in Mainenot yet.

As time went on it became necessary to add other appendages to thekoawim,

hereinafter as the Iglo&®Ve went in for luxury ira big way by putting in a white sink in

the kitcherbar room, and then we finally got terribly effete andextia bathroom of all
things! The tub is exceedingly useful, not for coal, but to hold Frank Whitney's succulent
vegetables until such time asdtgaround to put them in the pressure cooker and serve
them forth on the red damask cloth or elsewhdtas also indispensable for floating live
lobsters overnight when brought back kicking from the icy waters of Frenchman's Bay.
Not brought back bys this summer, | hasten to add, but by the itinerant fisherntzor.
bathing purposes the tub is simply unnecessary, because we do all that twice a day or
more in the waters of Toddy Pond.

We have two fully equipped guest tents with mouse andtameiproof wardrobes, make
by the sail maker of Sargentville, opposite Deer Isle.

Before we went citified and put in the Sears Roebuck bathroom we had greatly enjoyed
our own outdoor "Susie"which we placed with care where it commanded a superb view
of the lake, but was invisible from that body of water, in case the infrequent traffic of a
canoe or Toddy Pond's grsailboat happened to pa$sis neat little Chick Sales job

had been handsomely camouflaged by a young man who is now a lieutehantit

Navy, but was then one of the architects who designed the new wing for the Philadelphia
Academy of Fine Arts. | mention this only to give the reader an idea of the masterly work
donein camouflaging our "SusieThe paint has stood up well, and fhiee and fir trees

in varying shades of green, the giant mushrooms, ferns rocks and brown earth with which
he decorated her sides are still of finis and deceiving freshneS§hen the Sears

Roebuck innovation was being contemplated | overheard my hadisiopdering Harvey
Saunders to raze "Susie" to the grouhi# says | came in with a wild look in my eye and
countermanded the order, remarking, "There are some people, Harvey, who prefer
"Susies".
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Another startling innovation was the replacement efttireeburnerwith-portableoven

oil stove by a handsome little white enamel gas range and a good, bright gaslight
overhead, all attached to a cylinder of Philgas statiameler a metal hood outsideéhis

is the quickest, hottest flame | ever cooked waihd it makes the electric range seem like
an old plough horse in comparisohe wonder is that we were not bright enough to put
in a gas icebox at the same time, but no oneséwehe food shortage and gaseli

famine. Our ice is cut from Toddy Porahd stored by Harvey during the winter, in the
interim when the neighboring families are not racing their automobiles up and down the
smooth, frozen surface on the lake.

The last room to be added on the southwest end of the Igloo was my studyHaherg

built my desk in front of a spacious window looking over the lak&e end window

looks through a long stretch of tall pine trees where the sunshine makes shimmering
patterrs on the rust colored carp&he third gives ona smaller grove with earpet of

scarlet bunch berries with their glossy green leaves, waxy white Indian pipe, and trails of
Princess pine.Brown longeared rabbits lope through there often, to nibble toothsome
tit-bits. It is difficult to work in a room with such views, bwho could work anywhere

in a place of such distracting beauty!

Toward the first of September when we are preparing our minds for the cityward flight,
the foliage is beginning to be touched by thenson lifeblood of the FallOur pet mink

runs at ight along the top of the sea wall, probably to inspecbtietraps At night we

often hear from the wild shore across the lake the sharp frosty bark of foxes, the
booming, rhythmic staccato of the great owls, and sometimes the call of a cow moose.
The game wardenwho comes slipping silent as an Indian down the lake to pay us a call
once a season and tell us tales of the winter, knows every hesmbsé and deer in the
county.He tells us how fast they are diminisgidespite his watchful carde is

responsible too for keeping the salmon poachers away frerstiteams in the off

seasonA year or so ago he told us that there were only fifteen moose and two hundred
deer accounted for by him in Hancock County that seaSometimes a sick cow moose
will wander right into a friendly doeyard and lie down there to be cared for or to die,
just as they say a whale which is about to give birth to its baby will come alongside a ship
for comfort or to give it courage.

The loons, who are the only othiehabitants of the lake, begin to try their heavpgd

in flight about this timeTheir eerie calls and laughter echo across the water especially at
night when the moon is shiningThey sail and dive close inshore, curving their white
ringed necks andipping their glossy black head&.loon is an enormous bird, weighing
around fifteen poundsas big as a turkey.

One of the charms of being in such a remote spot is the pleasure of becoming acquainted
with the people who live along the road, andnmé®y something of their ways of living

and thirking. But a story abouthem would be another talés we leave camp after

Labor Day they are all sad to see us go, for the road is sparsely settled and thesdistance
rather long between hous&it the duckseason soon begins, and then comes the deer
season, and after that the fun of putting up warm little tents on the frozen surface of Surry
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Bay and fishing for smelt through holes in the ice.

The character of winter life up here has greatly chartgedhorarily, due to the war.

From almost every house one or two men have gone into the armed forces, and the rest
are working n the shipyards at Ellswortfihere is such a shortage of labor that it is
difficult for people to get their winter's supplywbod cut and hauled, or to get their ice
cut for sunmer, or their meadows mowedany families from our road have moved into
the county seat for the winteo as to be near their workhe country side this winter

will be given over to the squirrels, chmpnks, hedgehogs, and raccoonise wild duck

and the deer will wonder what has become of their eneriliéggows the wind that

profits nobody'The field mice and rabbits will scamper unmolested in the woods about
the Igloo, while in our beds in the ciye will dream of the sound of rain and pine
needles pattering on the roof of our lmahin in the heart of Main@he squirrels who
today scold us do so roundly from the limbs of nearby trees (because are we not
trespassing on their domain?) will work leavin the warm, dry interior of the Igloo the
minute our departing foot stefeave them in possessioRut if some summer we should
fail to return (which God forbid) | am sure they would gather, and chatteringly (sic)
inquire, "Where are the Snows of {&year?"
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TODDY POND PASTIMES
(or why wedve never needed a countr

Sarah LeVing, 2009

One frigid day in early March, | talked with Betty and Lucy Leaf about how Toddy Pond
denizens had entertained themselves before anyone had heabdeoTV or the Web.

Let 6s swintarpdstimes, Itsdid. On a day like todagixteen degrees, two
foot of snow on the ground, cloudy. How would you have fun?

il ce f iBehtitnyg!roepl i ed. Al n winter it was th
Though you still see fishermen on the pond t
more.Anyone could do it so long as they had a license (the warden kept a clossitook
for violators) an droniproperty they codld askieéndwhoa ve shor e
did, to give them access. 0

Bettyds | ate husband, Charl ey Leaf (he di
Furth, (he died in 2004) were both avid fishermen. At the beginning of the Season
which was whenever t he ugchefachvaoslddigfadirgpped t o be
five holes with an Aauger o, a po-waded dril |l ; i
wooden traps and then theydd pull out their
shore, and position them near their trapséJsn hut was Asort of round,
wi ndowl es s, never quite finished and al ways
46 frame covered by a blue tarp, windows, a
were on runners and quite easy tovenaround.
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Charl ey Leafdés ice fishing housce
AAfter lunch Charl ey wiosud nde gfoi sdho whne 6tdo btreinndg h
and the rest hedd throwheytdtdf al wtalyes daeglgeoan.e.
read, have a smoke, and get on his ATV to visit other fishermen and discuss the pros and

cons of different baits (an endlessly intere
the ice so early but 4 pm. would always seenfmn 0 u t t here because that
Winifred, and | joined him and Charl ey for h

better equiipipte dh adc afno wri ntdhsai r s, a propane he
a shel f wh é SeauthenlCenfodtihandooor indbmugs were stored h at 6 s
where we had owendezvous

!"

Jim Furth and his catch
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AfSeven after noons-thee huwseakd chacaddithe@ 6idn g ot wWo me
for supper. o

Betty chuckled. dAlt wadceaymaz igm g wino ugpe & otgh
the pond; then theydédd gone off to work at th
retired, with grown kids of their ows- chasing one anothercrass the ice in VW bugs
and ATVs, spinningaroundact i ng | i ke teenagers! Really,

Skatingwas another winter pastime. You needed the ice not only thick enough but
smooth enough. Before the first snowfall was best. But ybugwt perfect skating

condi t year s. AThi s
perfec kated right
Ice hockey anyone?
Insummefiof cour s e swiemiagl owasyasi chaBletty, who spent
on the pond as a new bride in 1946.
AnAs kids, we had to pass a series of test

further and futer until the final test, which was right across the lake to the Penobscot

shore and back with someone along side in a rowboat. Only when you passed that had

you earned the right to call yourself a 6swi
i Ev er y o caroeohteval- taglay you seenore kayaks which are so much

|l ighter and faster, o Lucy C 0 nspeedboatadd. A Wh e n

waterskiingbut after the energy crunch in the late 1938tng came into vogue.

Suddenly we wer e seei naglond8nesail iasehterboard,al | over

rudder and a shallow well to put your feet in. They were great boats for teaching children

how to sail and once they knew how, they could go out on their own in life jacket and

swim suit-- both were essentialas Sunese t ur n over easilyé You WwWEe

into the water and having to right the boat
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Betty recalled fAiFamily Jewel 6, the Sunfis
telling anyone. Al 6d inherit eddpieeshkney ewel ry
|l 6d never wear. So | sold them and bought a
Then Jim Furth taught me how to sail her and
over. By the late 1980s, windsurfers were also being seen on theBdritey take
much more skill than Sunfishes and they aren

wind on Toddy can be pretty strong. o
Campingwas something else that people did a lot of. Often you just camped
somewhere on your own propeityut up aent, cooked over an open fire, played
Indians for a day or two. But the more adventurous got in boats and made for one of the
islands. The first expedition Lucy went on with her two younger brothers was to Twin
Island. They went to Boy Scout Island andibn Island too and several times all the way
down the | ake to Saundersodo | sl and. Saunder so
per mi ssion she was careful to obtain in adva
other islands so she just she took Hernces and luckily no one complained.
Lucy lovedhiking round the pond. Mostly she would go from camp road to
|l ogging road down to the southern end and th
Puzzle Brook. From there, using the beaver dam as a briigeyaild cross into Blue
Hill. Once she hiked the whole way roundrom Surry to Blue Hill, to Penobscot into
Orland and back into Surry, camping along the way. It took her three days to complete
the circuit.

Gardening Betty insisted, was the mostcommo s u mmer pastime. Al n t he
yearrounders and those who came up for the whole summer had a garden. Even | did,

and believe me, | was no green thumb. But in those ceuaulerre days, | thought |

oughtt o grow my own Vv e gredée Sabndezsswho wasthelqedn a s k Ger
gardener in the neighborhood (she and her husband, Harvey, lived in the cottage where

Greg and Courtney Weaver | ive now), for advi
After a good many years | calculated that thgetables | grew were costing me more

than i f I 6d bought them at the store. Al so,
were out of school or home from college, | was spending the whole of August canning!

So | quit. Not t bathers,bu tthey shautdtgo intooit withitre c o ur a g
understanding that a garden is a | ot of workKk
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RUTH BROWN OF HIAMOV | (AHIi gh Chi ef 0)

Sarah LeVine, 2005

Ruth Cushing Brown is a long time summer resident of Toddy Pond. Heriditsiov
Surry was in the summer of 1930. Eighteen years old at the time and newly graduated
from High School, she took the overnight train from her home in Springfield, NJ to
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Boston and thence a boat to Buckspbld) where
Brown. Bill had first came to Toddy Pond at age 11. After lodging for several summers

with Harvey and Gertrude Saunders, he and his widowed mother Lillian bought land

from them on Upper Toddy and had Harvey Saunders and his brother Oscar build a cabin

a stoneds throw from his f-asiskewascdlddassar F. S mi
girl and is still by her intimatesspent a week in the new twoom camp which, like

many camps of that era, boasted aohandsome f
Rut hie says, fiyou could see clear to Bl ue Hi
west . But trees | ong ago bl ocked those views

After she and Bill got married on September 1, 1936, they started a family and Ruthie

would come up inJunewithhe chi |l dren Bucky, Bruce and Bar
school athletic director so he got summers off. With the exception of World War I, we

came every summer. But we could never stay through Labor Day because Bill had to get

back to New Jersey for footthal pr act i ce. 0

Through the | ate 194006s they had a kerosene
the kitchen. They had an ice box filled with ice that Harvey Saunders cut from Toddy

Pond during the winter and stored in his ice house. Bucky remembarswith Harvey

on his truck delivering ice blocks to other camps. They only got a propane gas stove and

gas lights around 1950; electricity came almost a decade later; they bought their first TV

in 1967-- and by then the children were grown.

But who neded TV? Bruce, who winters in Delaware City and summers on the pond

says, fAWe made our own program. We | earned t
messed around in our row boat though we were€
swim to Hen Rock which was all of 100 yards from our beadnd back. We also had a

16f oot mot or boat and we werenod6t all owed to |

Toddy Pond from our beach to Wescottds Point
Twin Island, back whethere were two islands. Only one island exists today.

AEvery summer we climbed Bl ue Hil/ Mount ai no
the first fire warden and we always thought it was great to visit him in his tower on Blue
Hi Il o.

The Browns putup&tnt pl atform for their three childr
Bucky with a grin, Abut plenty of mosquitoes
vicious. We stild/l call the mosquito the Main
AAIl I t he Br-amgtllaneaxtr evmeley fond of fishingodo sa

grandsons and even my great grandsons love to fish. Through about 1970, white perch

were what they went for. If you wanted bass you had to go to Branch Lake or Graham

Lake as there were none in Toddy Pond. But tieess were illegally dumped in the pond

and they proliferated so fast that today you hardly see white perch, which is unfortunate
because they are really good to eat whereas
remembers packing lunches for thosedaly family fishing excursions that Bill loved to
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make several times a week to area ponds.

AGenerally, we knew our neighbors whose ki ds
sane campstodaywe di dndét get t o whkondivedfarthevsawaywany peopl
Travel on the pond was much sloweenhmostly canoes and row boats thosgtall

motor boatstarted comingn the 1950%

In 1990, ten property owners in the immediate neighborhood got together to form the

Toddy Protective Associatiofrom Gertrude Sanders, who had been recently widowed,

they bought the remaining-2 acres of open land along the shore to prevent any further

devel opment. AThe | andds under covenant. The
says Ruthie. Association families* have@ygd lots of pies, muffins and jams made with

blueberries picked on the property. Barbara Brown Stoyell remembers her grandmother,

Lillian, teaching her to make blueberry jam 45 yemgs. She still usdser grandmothér s

kettle to make jam.

Over the yess, Ruthie gradually increased tBeown property to five acres. The original

two room cabin that she first visited in 1930 has been expanded in several directions to
what is now nine rooms and 2 baths plus a bunk house. Come summer, the camp is
bustling wth activity as her sons, daughter, grandkids and great grandkids return to enjoy
Toddy and swap tales of summers past. In 2000, Ruthie handed the property over to her
children who owntijointly.

Of his young granddaught e spraty mushiikeenme Bucky E
was only with kayaking added...When | was a kid it was the best place in the world to be

in summer, and it stildl i s. 0

* In addifon to the Brown/Stoyells at Hiao v i (AHIi gh Chiefd) and Mah
TPA member families are:th@R t er sons at Adjidaumo (ARed Sq
(ABlue Herono) and Gitche Manito (AGreat Spi
Maskwamozi (AWhite Bircheso); the Gerstein/Fh
Waves on the Shoreappal A Thhwa My etr IstheaRi Siamcg a%un
Fielding/ Pages at Wabanaki (AP oPatei @ o)X het IL
Earls at Sheldonds folly, Lee Farkas and Cod
Wenonah and andmot her o ToddyPendWRoadhtlzed ) ; Ti m F

gr
Lincolns at 38
10

Nokomis Lane; the Smiths at Y
AThe Capeo, 0

5 Toddy Pond Road.
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THE BAYER-LALLY CAMP
Trundy Lane

Sarah LeVine, 2006
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Millard Eldridge, father of Pauline (Polly) Lallgnd grandfather of Jeff drMark Bayer,

was a pulp dealer. r@@inally from the Island Falls in the northern past of the state, he
soldtimberto the Bucksport paper mill. He had a connection with Surry through his wife.
A Saunders fsm Sedgwick, she had any cousinsin the town, includingHarvey
Saunders. As a girl, she had visited Toddy Pond frequently. During one of her visits
(c.1910), a group of neighbors was returning by boat from picking blueberries off Dog
Town Road in Penobscot, when their boatstegd and several people drowned. Polly
recalls that her mother was ever after terrified of the water. Mrs. Eldridge died aged 90 on
her sixtyfifth wedding anniversary in 1990; her husband died aged 95 in 1995.

Millard Eldridge owned 100 acreson Uppeaw@ddy whi ch he had fnselect
(i .e. as an early ecologist, he didndt ncl eas
back from the shore). In the early 1950s, he sold sixtee#y-Q@0 foot shordront lots

at $5 per foot to friendsom Bucksport, keeping the seventeenth lot, plus 72 acres in the

rear for his own use.

Polly Eldridge Lally was an only child. She grew up in Bucksport and went to college in
Portland. After college she worked at the Bucksport Mill and it was there) slifeewas

22, that she met her future husband, Tuck Bayer, a chemical engineering student at UMO
from Great Neck, Long Island. She worked for five years as secretary to the office
manager and then she and Tuck married. After a few years in Buckspormaoiey

with their two young sons to Wisconsin and thence to upper New York State, eventually
returning to Bucksport where Tuck became manager of the mill.

Polly would take her boys to her parentso
summer. Later, shedn Tuck built their own camp next d
(now Jeffdos camp) . Originally just one roor

expanded to include two bedrooms, a sleeping loft, a screened porch, living room,

kitchen and bathroom. Imose early days everyone on the road was from Bucksport and

many were close friends. Each property owner paid $35 annually for road maintenance.
(Jeff Bayer is currently the fAroad commi ssi O

In 1981, soon after Polgnd Tuck Bayerr éd@amo bluoldse tihei Bu @l
Tuck passed away. Polly remained in Bucksport, however, where she served two terms

on the town council and, as conservation commissioner for 14 years, was centrally
involved in establishing the wexfront park. She remarried and was again widowed.

Jeff recalls that by the early 1980s their Fire Road #2 (now Trundy Lane) community
seemed to be dying. Everyone was for fAme, r
improved a lot. Not only has the camnity come back to lifé residents take more care

of the pond, there are fewer motor boats and more canoes, sailing boats and kayaks

the pond itself is regenerating. For example, there are more turtles now than there were in

years past, and wherepgso u used to see many deformed fr o
now. Thereds a | ot more wild |Iife around as
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Of the 17 Trundy Lane camps, only thigemes, Smith and Bayer are in the hands of
the original familis. However, most of the newcomers, like the original owners, are from

Bucksport. AThereds a cl ose, qgui et , warm f e
She continues, ifReal estate people are al wa
acreageinba of wus, but they donét intend to deve
grandfather. Theyol | keep the place as i1t 1is

kkkkkkkkkk

DOG-SLEDDING ON TODDY POND

Lucy Leaf, 2009

During the 1980s, Sam Woodward andd dilot of dogsledding At one time we had as

many as 22 sled dogs which we would run through the neighborhood in preparation for
long-distance races and the recreational trips we took up in northern Maine and Canada.
Beginning in September, passérswould see our teams pulling carts along Rt. 176;

theydd be heading for the network of 1 oggin
Gold Stream Marsh farmhouséou can still see a 6Caution, s
Woodward's driveway.

When enogh snow had fallen for us to brake the sleds and have good control of them we
would run the dogs down unplowed camp roads to the Blue Hill end of the lake from
which we had access to many miles of logging roads; and just to vary running conditions,
we woul return on the frozen lake. In early winter our dogs would be afraid of the
groaning and rumbling of the ice as it reacted to changes in temperature and pressure.
But it was good training, especially for the leaders who needed to learn to forge ahead in
driving snow and wind, to follow the commands of "gee" and "haw" without a clearly
marked trail to guide them, and then to find their way home in the diatke early

1990's, these dogs took us on major expeditions in Labrador through a vast wilderness
and across many miles of sea ice.
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Lucy and her team on the pond

Often, when we were training, Sam or | would run our teams at night after we got in from

work, and since oneorotheéfo us was wusually running (O6mushi
Betty and Charley Leaf, who lived down the hill from us, would watch out for our

headlamp lights crossing the field in front of their holiseur team came ambling in

without a light behind themmyat her woul d go out | cdwdki ng for
|l ong after our team had returned, hedd find
Since the tak®ff from our house was a downhill stretch, followed by a tight turn through

a gap in a rock wall, sever@mily members and friends, who also tried running our

teams, can confirm just how difficult it is to stay with a fresh team. My brother, Chip,

still chuckles at his flying exit just before the rock wall. As for my sister, Barbara, she

recalls parting copany from the team in the first hundred yards down from our house.

Sometimes | didn6ét do any better myself. | r
demonstration to my young nhephews who happen
that restrainedhie dogs broke and the team took off . There they were, heading full bore

down Rt. 176, with me racing after them. As he watched me, five year old Alec said to

his Mother, "When Lucy grows up, will she be able to hang on to the string (the

6draggi hgd rope)?

At the time | was 42 years old!

One day when we were out on the lake, my team ran out of my control and headed
straight for an ice fishing hutn a second, the leaders had gobbled up the catch of the
day which the fisherman had just laid outtbe ice in a neat rovdf course this set the
rest of the dogs fighting amongst themselves.

| | earned a good S

| e experience
where your brake can

on from
t a

s
0 get
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After they moved down with thedogs from Caribou in the late 1990s, my sister and her
husband, Nancy and Dick Salminen, would also run a team through our neighborhood.
For well over a decade, people living around our place would hear the whole kennel
howling every morning and eveningdoccasionally in between. The howling would

rise to a crescendo and then fall and fade avammetimes coyotes on the far side of the
swamp would howl in response.

But for all the noise our sled dogs made, we never received any comp&ame ofour
neighbors confessed they enjoyed listening to that ethereally soulful howl from the wilds.
When, after many years, the last dog died and the howling stopped, they may even have
missed it.

k*khkkkkkkkkkhkhkhkhkhkkkkkk

UPPER TODDY CAMP HISTORIES

1. THE AMES CAMP

Trundy Lane, Surry
Upper Toddy

Tim Ames writes, our camp was built in about 1955when | was 4 years old by my

late father, Fred Ames, with help from my uncle, Chester Smith, both of Bucksport. | can

just barely remember whenitwasend constructi on. My father6
purchased the lot to the south of us at about the same time, and built his camp there. At

the time, most of the camps on this road were owned by Bucksport folks.
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There used to be a narrow swamp betweeera/bur camp is now and the beach, which
was filled in with many loads of loam, back in the days when you could do such things so
close to the lake without a permit. Before it was filled, | remember a ladder was laid flat
across the swamp, soonecouldiget t he beach without getting
of things you can't do nowadays, | remember that the camp road used to have a
"community dump”, right off the camp road, opposite the driveway where the Tibaldi
camp is nwv. This dump was closed abot@ years ago, and is now grown up with trees,

but there is probably still lots for an archeologist of the future to discover in the woods.
There was also a dilapidated farm house at thefttipe camp road, occupied by people
named A sstldngiagdallen down&@nd been overrun with bamboo. | believe my
mother mentioned once that this farmhouse (and the land down towards the lake) was
once owned by a family named Trundy, hence the fa@mendy Lan® o fcanpu r

road.

Every summer, as far back as ha@member, my family moved out éur camp from
Bucksport, as soon as school was done, and my father commuted to work at what was
then the "St. Regis" millMy wife and | now spend most of the year in sunny San Diego,
but vacation at the camgis long as @ssible every yearand we plan on spending all
summer there, once we are retired.

2. THE DEAN CAMP

Gus Moore Road, Penobscot

Upper Toddy
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Tom Deanwrites, in the year 2000, my wife Bonnie and | were new arrivals to the area,
coming from New York State byay of the western mountains of Maine where we lived
for 25 years.We moved to Blue Hill for the culture and wide variety of recreational
opportunities.We didn't think it was possible to find a secluded camp on fresh water so
close to the busy coast amére so surprised when we (Bonnie) discovered and bought a
camp owned by Harlan Billings of Billings Marine in Stoningtdrhe camp was built in
1969. It had no water, a failed septic, and was too close to the water to make any
improvements.We built acottage behind and tore down the cariipen things really
started to happenrhe old camp next door became availabitas on a point across from
Boy Scout Island (so it's called on "Google Earth™) at the northern end of Upper Toddy.
The earliest datwe have for it is 1944Around that time, the original part of the camp
was built by William Wescott: two additions and porch were built in later ydavgas

sold to Samuel gray and Henry Dunbar in 1969 who sold it to Archie McEachern in
1985. Whenwe bought the camp in 2004, it had been boarded up for ten years.

Besides the two camps on the shore we also succeeded in purchasing a large parcel
across the road from them that brought our total acreage to about 20Laferes the

pond was too aapelling and we have since become "year roundéf&.added on to

the cottage on the Billings Lot and even brought Bonnie's horse Stridakathe old

camp on the point is a weekly rental that Bonnie handles along with a log cabin we built
on the lot aarss the roadBonnie's renters love the old camp on "Osprey Point", as it has
an authentic charm that cannot be recreated in a newer buiMiag.an easily see it

from the main house (known as "Toad Hall") and so it has become a regular subject in
our photography.lt is pictured at the beginning and end of this publication.

We are still surprised at the minimum of activity on the pond, even during the busiest
part of the summerWe often go for long walks on Gus Moore Road without ever seeing
a cargo by. The winter can sometimes compete with the busiest days of summer when
ice fishing season start®Ve are regularly entertained by the activity right out our
windows. The Stanley Shorey Camp next door is often frequented by any number of
relationsand we admire the family flavor of their outings accompanied by the sounds of
children’s laughterAs we paddle around the pond in the summer and witness similar
gatherings we feel so lucky to have found this bit of paradise.

3. THE DUFFY CAMP

Penobscot
Upper Toddy

Lorraine Duffy writes my camp was built in the 1940s by Robert Grindle of Blue Hill.
| bought the camp from him in 1983 or, smd | remodeled it in 2004.

Several winters ago | was headed to the British Virgin Islands on a boat trip.tdé had
gather bathing suits etc. for the trip and so scurried off to the camp to collect such gear.
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When | got there | found numerous cars in the drive and | had to park out on the road. As
| was walking down the drive, strangers came and asked me whatdoasthere. |
said | owned the place and had come to pick up some gear. When | asked them how long

theydd been coming, they said, inOh, we CO0me
day. 0 They had -upson thesplage @nd prgbatdyridgsplepverg having

a wonderful ti me. |l shook the hand of the he
and use the camp whenever. o They still cC ome,

A great way to make friends.

4. THE GELINAS CAMP
Toddy Pond Road, Surry
Upper Toddy

Judy Gelinaswrites, in 1992, my husband Ernie and | purchased our home, Blueberry
Ridge Farm, which was built in 1840, from Dina Cassidy of Bangor. She had owned the
property for 5 years but seldom spent much time here. We moved up peignéoemt
Massachusetts in September 1, 2005.

West Surry was once a quite busy community. The sawmill which in the late 1800s stood

on Gold Stream Road, employed many of the neighborhood men, and a one room
schoolhouse, with 2 privies in the rear, on tise to our left towards Surry educated the
neighborhood children. It was called th Bistrict School. One student who studied

there was Lorado Carter who grew up at Gold Stream Farm and whose widow and
daughter and seim-law still live there. Church seices were sometimes held there also.

Around the turn of the nineteenth century, our house was owned by a school teacher

named Evelyn Hatch who probably taught &tstrict Schoolt hough | dondt kn.
sure.

As our town grew, the need arose fdager, more centralized school. The students left

for Surry, the school house fell i nto di suse,
Poto Webster moved i n. These two rather ecc
for several years. Alvah is reportéal have been extremely fond of books and to have

owned more than a thousand, al | of which he

theydd eat off every dish and only when evel
wash them. T h e yselvdsi tab roffepeithev.aNeighbots heenember seeing

them in April, after the ice melted, going down to the pond to take their spring bath.
Eventually the school house burned dowrthe foundation is still visible on the hill.

After the fire, a neighbordiped Alvah build a small camp near the schoolhouse which is

known now as fiTomdés Pl aceo. He |l ived there,
Bean Pot build a similar dwelling to the immediate right of AtvahThe area is now

quite overgrown with tush and trees.

After Evelyn Hatch, our house was owned by Leland Carter, a bachelor, and his mother,
Eva. They lived here together for many years and Leland continued living here after his
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mother passed away. He was a dedicated farmer and some ofighbyong remember
buying fruits and vegetables from him. The entire field across the street from our house
was covered with strawberries. Customers even came by boat to purchase his produce.
When cleaning out the attic, we found meticulously kept sale®ds indicating produce

sold and its price. On an exceptionally good day, Leland earned; $8i0thany days

the receipts showed that he took in as little as 57cents. The bill of sale to Ms. Cassidy
stipulates that he be allowed to continue pickirgyldueberries. Unfortunately, he never

did return to pick thenbecause before the next season he had passed away in a local
nursing home.

He was buried, just up the rqgad the West Surry Cemetery.

Farming didndét retur n nmoemonpyr he began seflimg,off as L el
camp lots on Toddy Pond. Eventually, he sold 6 or 7 lots on what is how known as

Carter Cove Road which left him and now my husband and m&vith about 2,000 feet

of water frontage on what is basically a nature colée cove has an abundance of

water f o wl , beaver s, otters, osprey, eagl es, I
place for kayaking and canoeing.

In the fall of 2006, just a year after moving up here for good, my husband and | started a

major reonstruction project. Our home had never had central heat or any closets. We
demolished the L wing and the attached woodshed. In their place we now have a living
room, bedr oom, pantry, bath mud roomé and c

plants, wa done to complete the project.

Restoring thiswonderful old house has been a labor of Idvat one which we have
thoroughly enjoyed. Hopefully, Blueberry Ridge Farm will be our home for many years
to come.

5. THE HATHAWAY CAMP

Toddy Pond Road, BlueHill
Upper Toddy

Lynn Hathaway writes, | purchased my winterized cottage on Toddy Pond in Blue Hill
from Bill and Joan Pettengill in Jan. 2001.
6. THE JOHNSON CAMP

Tadpole Lane, Surry
Upper Toddy

Sandy Johnsonwrites, many years before | was born, thevas a sawmill on the spot
where | spend summers, a log cabin in the pines (behind where my garage stands now),
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and a camp which was used by the men who worked in the mill out on the point. The log
cabin is long gone but there are still granite piecas fthe foundation lying about on the
shore and the old camp on the point is still there. In the late 1930s, my uncle, Ernest
Johnson, bought land on the point. He sold his camp to George Bemis who in turn sold it
to Guilford Willey in the mid 1950s. It weénhrough other hands until it was bought by

the Wien family in the 1980s. Meanwhile my father, Earl Johnson, acquired his own
piece of land nearby and this is where I live now.

I donodt remember my first visit afteolwd8oddy Po
born in August 1941. While my father was building our camp, we lived in the log cabin
in the pines.

As | grew older, | got to know every inch of the lake and in those days there were no

camps on the western shore or in the Narrows. | alstodmow everyone who lived on

the lake, especially on Upper Toddgith my mother, | would visit Mrs. Lufkin who

l'ived in the ATayl orodo house up on bakedke hi |l | f
beans, make brown bread in a can, blueberrygadpesi all on a wood stove.

We also visited the two Mrs. Carters (Loradrc
Carter graduated from college, he went to work at the St. Regis Mill, where my father

also worked. One summer, with the help of Leland Cartdgstdious gardener, my

father took up organic gardening, and so our garden was born. We would walk up to the

Cunninghamsdé pl ace, which now belongs to t
Bar bar a, Mar shal l (APi nocchi aths)nd tha hudhs Ma ur i c ¢
on Sheldonds Folly, and the Browns and Dr.

knew Harvey Saunders. With his help, we cut ice on the lake which we stored in an ice
house between our boat house and our camp. We helped him cut tde tawn ice
house as well.

Mrs. Lufkin & her dog Topsy
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As far as entertainment went, Charley Leaf (he and Betty bought the Galbraith property

and had Harvey Saunders built their cabin), was in the air force and at one point, when he

was stationect Dow air Force Base, he would buzz their cdbthere was no phone in

those days- and Betty would jump in the car and drive to Bangor to pick him up at his
base. And of course we had the | ake. We had
on hada % horsepower motor. We also had a sgback canoe with a five horse

Johnson. We visited neighbors, and as we got older, we met up with other kids for ball
games, picnics on Twin Island, frogging and fishing. The Taylors moved into Mrs.

Luf ki n dsdmly bother end their son became good friends. We would meet on the
road and Phi l Cunningham would pick us up a
rake.

Throughout my childhood we would come over to our camp from Bucksport (where we
lived)onsp i ng, fall and winter weekends; and on
out and stay at the lake all summer through Labor Day. When | was twelve | started
working summers at Camp Nokomis for Bud & Sylvia Rouix and Andy & Esther
Levesque. My job was to ringe wakeup bell, serve megland clean cabins.

When | graduated from nursing school, | joined the army to see the world, which I did;
but | was always thrilled to get back to Toddy Pond. In 1984, after my father had passed
away in his garden in 1980 amay two oldest children had gone off to the Navy and
college, my husband and | sold our house in Brewer and built the log home we live in
now by the lake. In the early 1990s, | would go up to the Saunders place to visit with
Gertrude and help her take cafdHarvey.

My children grew up on the lakanuch like my brother and | did; and now my
grandchildren are doing the same. Several families have been coming here for three and
four generations and living in camps that are now sixty and seventy yea#srold. we 6 r e
all hoping to keep the tradition going for generations to come.

7. THE LANDRY CAMP

A UNeedA-Rest 0, Butler Lane, Surry
Upper Toddy

Esther Landry writes Camp UNeedA-Rest, was built in 1903 for Dr. William E. and
Lucy Jane Curtis Emery @&urry, ME. It was his retreat where he could rest from his
very busy medical practice. It was utilized also for family picnics and small parties.

The camp began as a small gnem cabin. Nearby a ledn provided shelter for his
horse, General. The amite hitching post where he was tied still stands near the door.
Imagine traveling out to Toddy from Surry in a horse and buggy after having made his
medical rounds! As he wished, the camp has remained in the family up to the present.
Over the years faily members have made significant changes and improvements
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beginning with the addition of a sleeping loft and porch. My mother tells of visiting her
grandmother and sleeping in that loft on beds made of corn husks.

Later a large kitchen, separate beminoand fireplace were added. A baibuse,
plumbing and electricity were next. Most recently, a major renovation was begun with
replacement of the hand hewn carrying timbers, restructuring of the roof line and
installation of sliding glass doors in p&aof the screens and bulky storm shutters. The
fireplaces were removed for safety as a result of deterioration over the years. The family
plans to complete the renovations within the next several years and to paint the camp the
same blue green it was ially. We do have many pictures of the camp and Toddy Pond
from back then but they are in albums and in storage for safekeeping. There are also
camp logbooks dating back to 1903 which unfortunately were written in pencil and have
faded but some entriese still legible.

8. THE LEAF CAMP

Leaf Lane, Surry
Upper Toddy

Betty Leaf recallsthat she first came to Surry as a young married woman shortly after

World War 1l. As a child, her husband, Charley Leaf, had come to stay at Camp Nokomis

with his parats. As a teenagr hedd workedmpummeras fagtofteh &
always loved the place so that when he heard that the Camp had come up for sale, he
wanted to buy it. But realizing that it would require a major renovation which, as a
recently marred mn whose wife was expecting their f
gave up the idea and Frank (Bud) and Eddie Rioux and Andy Levesque bought the
property. However, in 1947 his parents bought land nearby and asked their son to design

a cabin which Harvegaunders built.(For a number of years after the death of the elder

Leafs, Charley and Betty rented the property to the Wien family who eventually bought it

and to whom it still belongs.)

AWe spent every summer vacat i @armgoodwhilet he pon
Charley, who was in the US Air Force, was stationed in Europe (in France, Germany and

Spain) and so Toddy Pond, to which we would return each year, was what we came to

cal l Ohomedé. 060 One summer in the 1wWefkOs, Ch a
vacationing as wusual at the el der Leafsd wh
lived next door, put his camp up for sale for $9000. Charley Leaf told the professor that

he would like to buy the property, which consisted of two camps on 18;amb he

didnét have $9000. The professor asked him |
said he thought he could raise $5000, the professor accepted his offer.

AFrom then on, the two boys and I woul d st
built in 1914 on a rise above the lake; and our three daughters, who were a good deal
older than the boys, would stay in 0Sister I

was Prof essor GE&Hateywould jbinrdus whiereeerche soulds tradm,r
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when he was stationed Stat#de at Loring Air Force Base near Caribou, most weekends

heéd fly down to Dow Air Force Base in Bang¢
Surry. What | remember most clearly about those years was being in our kitcladn whi
Charl ey had renovated for me. Wi th five kid
an awful | ot of cooking!o

After Charley retired in 1971, he and Betty built the y@amd house in which their
daughter Nancy Salminen,and her husbandick, boh r et i red teachers, I
lived in that house for 25 years and raised our ,sGhi and Billt her e, 6 Betty s
Both boys attended the Surry School (Betty was on the school board), and George
Stevens Academy i n Bl uedfiehdwas Lor&dG Gaater wWeoy 6 s c | «
lived in the farm house on the far side of
friends and in retirement Charley saw a gr ea

When her husband passed away in 1995, Betty moved away to an apartmenspoBuck
and daughter Nancy and her husband Dick mo\

come to the pond in June and I|live in O6Siste
AAnd in the fall, when the camp gwasmy oo col d
schedule for eight years until my daughter Nancy built a new Houd®t she jokingly

calls the ifdorweme® dmouslkee hill . l 6m thrill ed
Pond. o

Four of the five Leaf children have or have had places of theiriowhe compound.

Bil |, the youngest sibling, who |ives in G|
spends a lot of time in Surry. Nancy has the house that Charlie and Betty built for their
retirement and O0Sister Mar ybtledearcdmMvermont) Bar bar ¢
has the 0Gal br aiepittéavelerpwh likes gorlivce sinpiyleetiveen
adventureshas a oneoom log cabin near the shore. For several years, Chip had the

white clapboard house up on the road that Charles and Bettylharited from Harvey

and Gertrude Saunders, with whom they had been close friends for more than four
decades and for whom Betty had helped care in their last years. But when Chip, who like

his father, was in the military, retired from the service a {@@rs ago and settled

permanently in Colorado, he sold his house to the Smith family, neighbors and long time
summer residents of Surry. Today Tres and
husband Greg Weaver and three small sons in the old Saundsesdmthe west side of

Rt. 176. On the east side of the road lie several acres, the headwaters of Gold Stream

Marsh which, together with the old farm house, the Leafs inherited from Harvey and

Gertrude Saunders and later donated to the Blue Hill Heritagse. T

9. THE LOFTUS-SOCKBESON CAMP

300, Penobscot
Upper Toddy
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John Loftus writes, during the late 1940s my aunt and uncle rented cottages on Toddy
Pond and my sister and | would make the trip down from Bangor to visit them.

We purchased ouot in September 1965, located on the western shore of Upper Toddy
Pond in Penobscot. The only way to the property was on an old tote road and soon an
improved road was built and later named the Gus Moore Road.

In July 1992 we developed our lot and bultyearround home. Although many
members of the family assisted in building théeRiroom cape, the primary builders
were Thomas and Albert Sockbeson. It was completed in July of 1993 and soon became
a yeafround magnet for our 9 children, -2fandchilden, one great grand chjldnd a

wide circle of friends.

Having spent nearly 44ears in the newspaper business we searched for a newspaper
connection to name our new home. Since this is our retirement home we decRi&.on

't (A300) wadodfnews digpatcads sent vyetelegraph back in the 1800s. In
this way, SO some people say, A300 became
telegraphed news story and later was used on local copy as well. Even today it is
occasionally used at the both of press releases sent to news associations by fax
machines and Internet around the world.



