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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 objective 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. 
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The Toddy Pond Association, founded in 1998 by long-time summer 

resident Bob Jones, has a 10-person Board, each of whom heads one of 

the associationôs ecological projects, and about 120 members who help 

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 over the past hundred years that I 

had previously published in our newsletters and histories that members 

wrote about their own camps. Unfortunately, owing to printing costs, I 

have been unable to include all the photographs members supplied. 

  
Of the many who helped me with the history, I 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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I  

 

TODDY POND PAST & PRESENT 
 

 
                                                                                                                     photo: Bonnie Dean 

 

In 1763 when the first Yankee farmers settled in Surry ï which at that time was part of a 

much larger area known as the Eastern River Plantation that included Blue Hill, 

Penobscot and Orland ï Toddy Pond did not exist. The shallow marshy valley which 

today is filled by an eight mile-long lake was intersected by a stream called Puzzle Brook 

that flowed in a north-westerly direction from Blue Hill Township into Orland 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 providing water 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).  
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According to property deeds dating from the period, the name of the pond area changed 

from ñEastern Riverò early in the nineteenth century to ñChain of Pondsò (connected by 

Puzzle Brook) around 1840, and finally to Toddy Pond after a larger dam was 

constructed at East Orland, thereby flooding the valley so 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, 

 

ñWhy is it called Toddy Pond? According to tradition, many years ago, 

two men ï one called Ames and the other called Burns ï were 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 bottle of molasses.  

Ames offered Burns a drink of rum. He tasted it and said, óItôs too 

strong. Let us fix it.ô So they cut a hole in the ice about ten inches wide 

and four inches deep. They scooped out the ice chips, poured the rum, 

chips and molasses into the hole, stirred it up, drank some of it, and called 

it ótoddyô. 

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 got ready to go. The moon was 

shining brightly and joyfully they sang, 

     

 óWe men of Surry have found 

            Good cheer begins below. 

Refreshing drinks from Toddy Pond 

Abundantly do flow.ô 

 

Dr. Grindle would have us believe that it was on this drunken evening that Toddy Pond 

received its name.  

 

Wilbur Saunders, whose family has lived around Upper Toddy for close to two hundred 

years, offers a couple of less colorful suggestions: The name could have come from a 

spot in East Orland known as ñWhiskey Springò; or it might just be a mispronunciation 

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 Orland-Surry Road, Back Ridge Road, and Dog Town Road 

formed small tight-knit communities bound by common interests, marriages, friendships 

and religious affiliation. Hard-scrabble farmers, they supplemented their living by 

hunting, fishing, logging, and stone-cutting. They worshipped in neighborhood churches, 

buried their dead in neighborhood graveyards and, when primary education became 

compulsory in Maine in 1875, rather than sending their children to ñtownò schools, had 

them learn to read, write and figure in one-room schoolhouses in their own 

neighborhoods.  
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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 their struggles with poor soil 

and the short (100-day) 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 couple of great wooden chicken 

barns on Back Ridge Road in Penobscot are reminders of short-lived poultry businesses. 

But the poultry industry moved south years ago. Today, aside from commercial blueberry 

barrens, there is little open land near the pond; and aside from 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 and left for 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 Toddy. Their descendents still 

live on the Ridge; and many Carters, Grindles, Lords, and Conarys are still in the 

neighborhood as well. 

 

In July 1908, an Ellsworth newspaper columnist who went by the penname ñGossiperò 

wrote about a trip to Toddy Pond that heôd recently enjoyed. ñ[I] was drawn there 

because of the stories of its beauty which have reached far beyond its boundaries. [I] was 

not disappointedéIt is a beautiful sheet of water, some eight miles long, and averaging 

less than a mile in width, with two ñnarrowsò which might easily be bridged. It is dotted 

with small islands, and there are many beaches of beautiful white sand on its shores.ò  

 

By the time Gossiper visited Toddy Pond, it had already been ñdiscoveredò by people 

from ñawayò. In fact to begin with most visitors came from no further away than 

Bucksport. They would make the seven-mile trip to East Orland and after a picnic and 

row on First Toddy (ñFirstò because it was the part of the pond nearest to Bucksport; thus 

Middle Toddy was designated ñSecondò Toddy, and Upper Toddy, being furthest from 

Bucksport, was ñThirdò Toddy), head for home. But some might spend a night or two in 

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 generation 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 Colorado. Some, deciding they wanted their own places on Toddy, bought an 

acre or two -- or perhaps just a one hundred-foot square lot ï on the eastern shore and 

built cabins (one room plus screened porch and galley kitchen) facing west and the 

sunset. They called their places ñcampsò, and camp they did -- for decades -- without 

electricity or running water. 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 Pond summer people grew cucumbers, carrots and tomatoes; and 

they didnôt have clubs. Their entertainments were the simplest: swimming, fishing, 

messing about in canoes and rowboats, picnicking with family and friends.  
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Camps passed from parents to children to grandchildren who lived as far away as 

California, Florida and Texas. Scattered family members organized their vacations so 

they could see one another ñon the pondò for a few days every summer ï or every other 

summer, at least. 

 

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

their childhoods, it didnôt. The Bucksport paper mill purchased the right to control water 

levels in the 1930s; and since for its purposes water had to be high, by and by the 

ñbeautiful white sand beachesò that Gossiper had admired mostly disappeared. On the 

Penobscot side pasture returned to forest, attracting black bear and moose. Nowadays 

wild turkeys, once thought to be extinct in northern New England, peck and scratch in the 

blueberry barrens; coyotes 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 canoes, sailing dinghies, and chug-chug motor boats of yesteryear, the pond boasts 

speed boats, pontoon boats filled with family parties, high-tech kayaks, wind-surfers, jet-

skis. And the handful of camps of Gossiperôs era has ballooned in number. Close to 350 

dwellings -- ranging from modest cabins to architectural wonders ï now ring the pond.  

With the exception of one long stretch of marshy land at the Blue Hill end, the twenty-

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

on or near the shore may be expanded up to thirty per cent; since the 1970s, zoning 

regulations have required new construction to be a specified distance behind the high 

water mark. This varies from town to town. In Penobscot, for example, it is seventy-five 

feet and in Surry it is one hundred) In the recent past the pond would be pretty much 

deserted, come September. But these days more and more people are digging basements, 

putting in septic systems, building two-car garages, and -- even though thereôs still no 

high speed Internet access --  living in their camps year-round. We used to live on ñfire 

roadsò but now we live on ñlanesò, ñwaysò, and ñcirclesò. And a few years ago we were 

all assigned streets numbers -- real addresses. 

 

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

summer, especially in fall and even in winter, itôs still paradise. We ñawayò people are 

truly blessed.  

 

 

 

 

************  
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II  

 

LOWER (FIRST) TODDY 
 

 

 
 

 

MARION DUNBAR GRINDLE: 

 

EAST ORLAND EARLY IN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY 
 

Sarah LeVine, 1999 

 

Marion Dunbar Grindle, who was born in 1909 and spent the first thirteen years of her 

life in East Orland, remembers the community as an exceptionately stable place. ñI donôt 

recall anyone moving in or anyone leaving either,ò she says. ñMoat families had been 

living there for generations.ò She herself had many aunts, uncles and cousins in the 

village ï ñplenty of houses to visit over-nightò. Though some families were better off 

than others, there were no large 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 

ñmixedò farming and a few small saw mills, the main agricultural ñindustryò was rabbit-

trapping. As a child, Mrs. Grindle had her own trap, and she would keep the rabbits she 

caught in her familyôs barn until the ñmiddle-manò came by to collect them and ship 

them ï live ï down to Massachusetts where they were sold to butchers, Blueberries, 

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

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

quart she picked. The only employers in the village were the Federal Government fish 

hatchery, where Mrs. Grindleôs father was a fish culturist; a small woolen mill; and the 
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Central Maine Power Company, which began producing electricity on Alamoosook Lake 

about the time of World War One. 

 

The Dunbar family ï after whom Dunbar Lane is named ï lived near the dam 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 recalls with affection the Innôs African-American cook who was very kind to 

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 up from the dam, where Duffyôs 

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 Marion Dunbarôs close friend.  

 

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 

were boysô camps, early examples of what would later become a widespread 

phenomenon, on Craigôs Pond and Alamoosook Lake. The campers were wealthy kids 

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 biggest summer event in the area was the Blue Hill Fair which took place at the end 

of August, just as it does today. In winter, life in East Orland involved a great deal of 

snow-shoveling. All the same, kids had a lot of fun. Young Marion Dunbar and her 

cousins would sometimes skate the whole length of Toddy Pond and back again ï a 16-

mile round-trip. 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 community was 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 one teacher. For 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 high school for 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 has lived every since. However, in 1945 she 

and her husband bought a camp on Lower Toddy and for decades went there as often as 

they could.  

 

Though these days she rarely goes to the pond, Mrs. Grindle still thinks of it with great 

affection. ñI had a wonderful childhood there, and after I grew up and married, many 

more happy times with my own family.ò 
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**********  
 

SAWYERôS MILL, EAST ORLAND 
 

Sarah LeVine, 2007 

 

George Sawyer, an Orland resident and local historian, recalls that the East Orland public 

boat landing is the site of a mill in which, in the late forties through the mid-fifties, his 

father Allie (Roy) Sawyer milled boards and manufactured barrelheads. Earlier in the 

century there had been a number of water-driven 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 Pond ï i.e. the right to control 

water levels -- those mills went out of business. Only Dunbarôs Mill, which operated on 

electricity and required much less maintenance than a water-operated mill (ñall you 

needed to do was push a switchò, George explains), continued in operation. Allie Sawyer 

purchased Henry Dunbarôs mill in 1946. Son George, who at the time was in high school, 

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 production process 

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 evergreens ï fir, hemlock and spruce -- 

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

Or else he would cut logs from other peopleôs woods, paying the owner per cord or by 

1000 board foot.  

 

George and his three siblings were born and brought up on Verona Island. ñIn 1946, 

when my dad bought Dunbarôs mill, he also bought all the land around Heart Pond and 

moved the family over there from Verona. ñAt that time there was only one house on the 

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

structure, which was on a knoll behind our cabin, belonged to someone else.ò After heôd 

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. 

 

Sawyerôs Mill manufactured only the tops and bottoms (ñheadsò) of barrels. Staves (the 

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 over the 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 to ï planks or barrelheads. After they were finished the barrelheads would be 

stacked to dry in six-foot tiers for about a month when they would ready to be ñbunchedò 

with bailing wire for shipping by boxcar to barrel factories, known as ñcoopersò. Most 
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coopers were in New England but George remembers his father also doing business with 

a barrel factory in Chicago, Illinois.  

 

When Allie Sawyer bought the mill in the mid-1940s, barrels were still being used to 

store a variety of different foods including apples, lobsters, potatoes 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 mid-nineteen fifties refrigerated 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 dance hall but 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 dadôs mill closed, George Sawyer worked in the woods for a while before going 

to the Bucksport paper mill. A descendent of a couple who arrived in Orland in the 

1820s, some years ago, after watching Ken Burnsô history of the Civil War on PBS, he 

became interested in the history of Orland and the surrounding towns. Since retiring from 

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 local history magazines. A 

widower, he lives in the yellow house he built for himself and his wife many years ago on 

Sawyer family property behind where Duffyôs Restaurant now stands. In 1960 or 

thereabouts, he brought it -- mounted on a large trailer that was pulled by a truck -- three 

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

 

**********  
 

PINKIE MIGGS: ORLAND ICEMAN  
 

Sarah LeVine, 2002 

 

When I spoke with him in August 2000, Pinkie Miggs, a tall, craggy, energetic man, 

looked at least ten years younger than his eighty-four years. That summer was his fifty-

third in his Craigôs Pond camp. 

 

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

qualified as an electrical engineer by correspondence course, got a job in the new paper 

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

to work for the paper mill as well. He cut timber on the islands in Penobscot Bay and 

brought the logs up river on schooners to Bucksport. He married during World War Two 

ï ñthe first time I was ever out of Maine was in the service,ò he says, and for a while at 

the end of the war he and his wife, ñwanting to see a bit more of the world,ò worked in 

California. But then they returned to Bucksport and not long afterwards he bought land 
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on Craigôs Pond. ñIn those days,ò he recalls, ñthere were very few camps on the pond and 

no road around it. We would take our building materials in over the ice in winter and 

after the ice melted, by rowboat. Sometimes weôd unload the boat and take our stuff up to 

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.ò Wanting to live nearer to his camp, Pinkie moved 

out to Orland in 1950 and has lived there ever since. In his view, Orland is an ideal 

community ï a beautiful location, friendly people, a good elementary school, and all the 

services you need. 

 

But although, he usually sleeps in Orland during the winter months, he spends a good 

deal of time on Craigôs Pond too. Weekends, and since he retired from the paper mill, 

week days also, heôs done a lot of ice-fishing; and until electricity came in in 1980, he cut 

ice into blocks to store for use the following summer.  ñEarly ice is best,ò he tells me, ñso 

as soon as the ice got to be fourteen inches thick, Iôd start cutting it into 14-by-14-inch 

blocks which Iôd haul into my ice house. I built the ice house with a wooden floor which 

Iôd cover with a layer of fluffy snow. Iôd pile the blocks on top of the snow and fill in the 

cracks with sawdust.ò  

 

Four tiers of blocks would last him through the end of summer. By then, the lowest tier of 

blocks would have melted down from fourteen inches thick to five. ñFor the past twenty 

summers, Iôve had an electric refrigerator. Plug it in, and there you go!ò But with a 

sheepish smile he admits that, come winter, he still cuts a few ice blocks. ñYea, my guest 

houseôs gone now but my ice house is there still ï and Iôm still storing ice in itéJust for 

the hell of it. I guess you can say, I like cutting ice. Why not?ò And yes, as soon as the 

ice is thick enough, heôs out there in his little hut, fishing. 

 

**********  
 

PAUL & ALICE FOWLER 
 

Sarah LeVine, 2005 

 

The Fowlers, whose camp is on Sweet Fern Lane on Lower Toddy in Orland, are both 

retired from teaching ï 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 

Midwest and came to Maine by chance, says Paul, who is 83. ñWe had no New England 

connections. I grew up in Nebraska, and Aliceôs from a farm in Indiana.ò 

  

ñForty years ago, when our three daughters were still pretty young,ò Alice, a sparkling 

woman of 80, continues, ñwe said to each other, óJust about all they know is Terre Haute. 

Shouldnôt we show them some other part of the country?ô In those days we subscribed to 

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 the lake ï a typical Maine cabin 

with additions tacked on here and there. And we loved it. It was just right for us.ò But 

unfortunately after some years the owners pulled it down and built a modern cabin. By 

that time, with their daughters in college,  Paul and Alice thought theyôd try something 
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different and so they rented a cottage right on the ocean at Jonesport for a couple of 

weeks. ñThe first week the weather was gorgeous,ò Alice recalls, ñbut the second week 

we were fogged in and we thought, in foggy weather this would be an extremely 

dangerous place for small children -- they could fall off the dune right into the wateré 

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 when it came to buying a place 

of their own with a small inheritance from Aliceôs father, they decided to head back to 

Orland. ñWe said to each other, weôve lived frugally in order to send our girls to college 

and now itôs time to please ourselves!ò 

 

They came out from 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 theyôd enjoyed so much on Alamoosook. ñIt just 

happened that Ellenôs husband George Jewett had recently received a lot on Lower 

Toddy in payment of a debt,ò says Paul. ñIt was marshy but George, whoôd grown up on 

Toddy Pond, knew how to go about filling in the marsh. A farmer on Back Ridge Road 

had a right-of-way across the property so he could bring his cows to drink in the pond; 

but he was a nice man. So we went ahead and bought.ò   

 

The chalet-type house they built in 1975 on Sweet Fern Way is open-plan: One large 

room with a staircase to a sleeping loft, and a bathroom. ñThe only privacy you can have 

in this place is in the bathroom,ò says Alice with a grin. ñWe wanted to catch the 

breezeéin real hot weather interior walls would have blocked it and made the place 

unbearable.ò They brought a few things from Indiana, Paul made all the bookshelves and 

chests, and whatever else they needed they bought in yard sales. ñWe had the best time 

going around, looking for stuff.ò  A few years later they added a screened porch and 

above it, another sleeping loft for visiting family. ñBut they all live far away and get just 

2 weeks vacation a year so they canôt come that often.ò 

 

Until Paul retired from the university in 1987, they would drive out from Indiana around 

July 4
th
 (ñafter the black flies were gone and when the worst of the mosquito season was 

overò) and stay about six weeks at which point theyôd have to go back for the start of the 

academic year. But since Paulôs retirement theyôve extended their stay ï provided the 

weatherôs good ï to catch the fall colors in October. Their only source of heat when the 

weather turns cool is a wood stove. ñWe do have a radio for the news but we donôt listen 

much because these days the news is so discouraging. And we take the Bangor Daily 

News and the Boston Globe on Sundays.ò Though they donôt actually go swimming any 

more, they like to sit with their feet in the water, and they still have a few boats, most 

particularly a paddle boat they bought in Orono. They are avid óbirdersô and amateur 

naturalists, and they attend lectures on a wide range of 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 off -- till next July 4th. ñWe live very simply, 

which is what we like,ò says Paul. ñThereôs nothing of value here for anyone to steal, and 

cabinôs very well-built. We donôt employ a caretaker because we donôt really need one.ò 
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                                        BASS TOURNAMENTS  

       

                                               Sarah LeVine 2009 

 

                                            

 

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

knew a bass fishing tournament had to be in progress but I had no idea who the 

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

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

competing in the final tournament of the season on Toddy Pond. I happened to be in 

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

that Iôd be at the East Orland boat landing by 7 am. on Sunday October 18. 

  

When I drove in that chilly overcast morning I found two boats had 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 on the roadway. 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 more weekends further south, todayôs 

was the final competition in this area.  

 

Over the next forty-five minutes several more trailers drove in, most pulling sleek ñhigh 

performance bassò boats capable of zipping over the water at 70 mph. I was assured that, 

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 thirty-five and seventy. (This sport requires resources.) When I 

asked one pair what the women in their lives thought about them spending most of every 

weekend fishing, the older man said his wife didnôt miss him since she spent her 

weekends at horse shows and the younger man said if he stayed home his girlfriend 

would think there was something wrong with him. ñItôs competition we come out for,ò he 

said with a shrug. ñYou can never get enough of it.ò His partner, a retired building 

contractor, added that this season heôd competed in twenty-odd tournaments. In addition, 

prior to some tournaments, heôd spent whole days scouting out the best fishing spots in 

lakes he didnôt already know well. 

 

I gathered that a state-wide organization determines rules, schedules and fees. While 

tournaments take place on scores of lakes throughout 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 Milfoil, continues 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 Sundayôs tournament on Toddy and each competing pair of 
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fishermen had put $25 in the kitty, money, 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 end of the 

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

lake. ñPeople say, So you spend $26,000 on a boat to catch fish you throw back in the 

water?ò one fisherman said to me. ñYou have to be crazy! But we say, Weôre not crazy. 

This way we get to catch them another time!ò 

 

By the time the tournament director arrived that morning everyone had checked out his 

equipment ï electric trolling engine, holding locker, half a dozen rods, portable heater ï 

and was set to go. The director wrote 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 boats off at 20-second 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 until he could find ñsome other poor sucker willing to 

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 weights which the director noted down in a black book: the heaviest 

bass was 2.12 lbs and the heaviest group of five was just over ten pounds. A 
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disappointing haul. ñUsually we get totals of seventeen/eighteen pounds,ò the director old 

me.  

 

As soon as theyôd been weighed, the fish were slipped back into the pond and swam 

happily away. ñI donôt eat anything I catch during the season,ò one fisherman confided, 

ñnot even trout or salmon. I throw everything back.ò Then he added, ñBut winter 

fishingôs something else again. Bass caught out on the ice make real good eating.ò   

 

**********  

 

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) for some work heôd done for a customer. (That lot is worth quite a bit 

more today!) Three years later, he built the road into the lot and cleared it. One of his 

customers had a one-room house which he wanted to have moved ï so that became our 

camp. We partitioned-off one side as a bedroom and were thrilled to have it like that for a 

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

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

and  

were all 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 built 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 

ñCharlotteôs Webò 

Violette Way, Orland 

Lower Toddy 
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Gilbert and Charlotte Betts write, Charlotteôs Web, as our rustic camp located on 

Violette Way on the west side of Toddy is called, has had several interesting lives.   

 

Over the years we learned that Charlotteôs Web did not start out as a camp.  Leland Betts 

purchased the land from George White, a local farmer, in January of 1933.  Then needing 

a building for the lot, he purchased a 15ô x 30ô structure which sat near the Toddy dam in 

East Orland and moved it over the ice later that winter to its present location. It must have 

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

building gliding over the ice. 

 

We were told by Phil Whitney that it may once have been the Whitmore Store and post 

office.  We have heard the post office story several times over the years and believe this 

to be true.  

 

After weôd spent many wonderful 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 relation), offered 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 Charlotteôs Web. 

 

It was a humble camp, two large rooms and a porch, when we bought it; and 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 stewardship, from 

Memorial Day to Labor Day family birthdays, holidays, baby showers, and wedding 

announcements have all been celebrated at Toddy Pond.  It has witnessed card parties, 

game nights, late night bon fires, and even ñoldiesô dayò.  Our children, grandchildren 

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

 

There is nothing better than waking up before 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; unless itôs watching the sunset, the moon rise, and listening to the loons call to one 

another at the end of the day. 

 

 

3. THE GRINDLE -CARVILLE CAMP  

Violette Way, Orland 

Lower Toddy 

 

Jean Carville writes, 2005 is my sixtieth year on Toddy Pond. I am 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. Tysonôs letter to my father:  

 

459 Broad Street 

Windsor, CT 

April 25 1945 

 

Dear Mr. Grindle, 

 

Thanks for your letter of April 23
rd

 offering $650 for our place on Toddy. I would accept 

the offer except for the fact that I have over seven hundred cash tied up in this property 

and cannot afford to let it go for less. 

If I 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 I would not want anyone not 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 neighbors. 

  

I will, in your case only, with the understanding that if not accepted by you, you will not 

divulge the offer to anyone else, take the $700 in cash. I will pay the 1945 taxes due 

around June 1
st
. and turn over to you the fire insurance policy, good until September 17, 

1946, without adjustment; the buildings are insured for $650.00 This price includes 

everything on the premises. 

 

If you accept, please mail me a cashierôs or certified check for $50.00 to bind the bargain 

within ten days from the date of this letter, and I 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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Frankly, Mr.Grindle, I donôt think you can possibly go wrong at $700.00. Before the war, 

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 

I wrote Mrs. Grindle, you could not buy a place at any price if Windsor were 200 miles 

closer 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 of the lake. Deeds have been 

traced to 1892 when the property was owned by Elijah J. White.  When my husband, 

Woody Carville, and I purchased the property from my father in 1981, we retained 

Herrick and Salisbury, land surveyors, to identify our property lines. They 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 side of the lake have been 

measured from that fence (or should have been!) 

  

At the time that Dad purchased the camp, it consisted of a one-room building with two 

ñbedroomsò created by dividers that were only partial walls. A large screened porch 

surrounded two sides 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 sister and I have many, many good memories of adventures at the camp 

with family and friends. Brother Bob and I 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 moonlight. 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 introduce 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, however, it became apparent that the remaining main building was sinking into 

oblivion! My husband and I were now living back in Maine and close enough to be of 

some help in maintaining the property. At Woodyôs suggestion, Dad had Urban Coombs 

of Bucksport put up a 22ô by 24ô rectangular building with a bathroom on an adjoining lot 

which he owned beside the original camp. But now the ñnewò camp and the old ñnewò 

kitchen were on opposite sides of a stream and about 20 yards apart! No problem ï 

Woody and Chet Turner, the local gravedigger, had the tools and expertise to roll the 

kitchen ï intact ï across the stream and attach it to the new building. Perfect! We jacked 
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up the abandoned camp, replaced the sills, and gave it a new identity ï as a tool 

shed/boathouse/catch-all 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, boats, shovels, saws, and inner tubes now had 

a home in a real garage and the ñoldò camp became a charming bunk house. We painted 

the inside walls white and decorated them with mementos and souvenirs from trips weôd 

taken over the years. Beds were set up to handle the overflow of guests ï what a luxury! 

   

But still we werenôt done. In 1994, we figured we needed a fancier bathroom than the 

utilitarian set-up weôd endured for so many ears. So we decided to ñbump-outò a small 

section at the back of the camp to accommodate 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 enlarged the ñbump-outò to include the whole length of the camp (within legal 

limitations, of course). So thatôs what we did, thatôs where were are now, and hereôs 

where weôll be for another 60 years ï we hope!  

 

 

4. THE FIELD CAMP  

Loon Way, Orland 

Lower Toddy 

 

Bob Field writes,  we bought the camp in 1967 while I was still in the service. The owner 

at that time was Edgar Billie, 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. I was 

stationed in Maryland at the time so was able to get home for a visit each summer. When 

I retired in 1971 we moved 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 up with 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 on the lot. Now two of our 

other boys want to build a bunk house. Theyôre getting too old to sleep on the ground, 

they say.  

              

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

last of July/first of August.  

 

 

5. THE GATES CAMP 
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Whispering Pines, East Orland 

Lower Toddy 

 

Dwight and Sandy Gates write, our home was built in 1899 for a doctor from New York 

named Dr. Abrams -- or Abraham  -- as a summer home; it was a shingle-style cottage, 

similar to homes built on Mt. Desert 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 wrap-around porch and stately columns. 

 

We believe that the property was sold in the early 1900s 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 corn for S.S. Pierce. (Canned goods were 

not sold under the Webb name.) They had one son, Horace F. H., who died in 1988, and 

four daughters. The Webbs named the property ñTreelawneyò. 

 

We believe that in the 1920s and 1930s it was converted to a lodge and the upstairs 

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 in CT. He was a ñYankee traderò of the old school  -- trading 

and bargaining were his delight and joy. He would trade automobiles while in Maine; and 

he loved going to auctions. As a result, the house soon accumulated a vast number of 

moose heads, deer heads, stuffed 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 the highway in a rocking chair with his pipe and straw hat, and to beckon 

passersby into the lodge. 

 

In the 1950s another ï unrelated ï family named Bell owned the property and continued 

renting out the cabins. There was a boathouse, stables, and a tennis court. At that time it 

was called ñBellsô Lakeshore Courtò. Later on it was renamed ñToddy Lodge Cabinsò.  It 

became ñWhispering Pinesò only in the mid-sixties when Harry and Marlene Leach had 

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 family-oriented 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 loons, and 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 
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Pine Shore Cottages, East Orland 

Lower Toddy 

 

Sandy Gondusky writes, 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 to run the 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 and with one  another. 

 

And so we rented the same cottage for our one or two-week vacation for eight summers 

running! 

 

Having fallen in love with the Pond, the coastal area, and 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 house/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 19
th
 summer season running our cottages 

in 2006; meanwhile, Janice and Phil have continued to run the motel and four cottages. 

 

We are proud to be the fourth owners of a seventy year old camp. We try not to change it 

very much. We want it to continue to be a low-cost rustic vacation place for families 

during the summer 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 occupied 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 Gross, his cousins Kenneth, Basil, Virginia and Rebecca Gross, and 

many other relatives. 

 

Soon after World War II, Basil Gross sold the lot on Toddy Pond to my husband Jim; and 

we, our son Steve and his family, and Jim and my brothersô and sistersô families have 

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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All indications are that our camp ñHadôs Hutò (Jimôs Dad and Louisa Grayôs son, James 

Harrison Gray, was nicknamed ñHadò) will continue for many years to come to refresh 

our descendents when they visit Godôs country ï and especially our log cabin on Toddy 

Pond. 

 

 

8. THE HOWARD CAMP  

Pond Shore Way, Orland 

Lower Toddy 

 

Gloria Howard writes, my camp 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 spent weekends 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. I would visit them 

often on my days off and in winter I occasionally went ice fishing with them. The warmth 

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

 

When my Dad passed away in 1994, I took over ownership of the camp. Since then I 

have spent a part of each summer enjoying the wildlife and the natural beauty of Toddy 

Pond and the surrounding area. 

 

 

9. THE KING CAMP  

Violette Way, Orland 

Lower Toddy 

 

Wesley and Donna King write, we bought our camp in 1987 from Ted and Evelyn 

Bennett. They told us that theyôd bought it some time before 1980 and at that point it was 

up on posts. The Bennetts moved it to one side and had a cellar poured with a walk-out 

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 the cellar, 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 I had both retired by then, we moved down full-time. The 

following summer, 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 summer and for Thanksgiving and 

Christmas. 
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The property has a free-standing 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 put four  4-by-12 timbers under it. As the building is 

only 8 feet deep, we ended up with an outhouse with a four-foot deck in front of it. Quite 

a conversation piece! 

 

 

10. THE JEWETT-LORD CAMP  

Violette Way, Orland 

Lower Toddy 

 

Nancy Lord writes, in 1948 G. Herbert 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 wife, Frances, three of his children, Ralph, Lloyd 

and Nancy, and a lot of second-hand 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 wherever. Twelve-year-old Nancy helped her father by passing 

rocks to be placed just so. A deer head that heôd shot still hangs high on the stone 

chimney. 

 

In the high school industrial woodworking shop, Herbert made an 8ô by 8ô window using 

2 by 4ôs for the living room overlooking the lake, Pine grooved boards were installed on 

the walls. 

 

My husband George and I 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 had died 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 on our 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 contractor at that 

time said we should take a picture of the rock fireplace and then tear it down! I 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 home in Bucksport 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 doing! In May, with the 

construction completed, we moved to the lake. That fall we started construction once 
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again! A garage with bedrooms upstairs for the children was added so that we can all 

gather at ñCamp Toddyò, as my grandson Ben calls it.  

 

 

11. THE LEWIS CAMP 

Orland  

Lower Toddy 

 

Helen Lewis writes, my  camp was owned by Bernard Delano, a former taxi-driver from 

Bucksport. The first record of it dates from 1912 in a ledger now owned by Delanoôs 

daughter who lives in Missouri. The camp was originally known as ñCamp Contentò.  

 

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 

havenôt been able to spend as much time at our camp as weôd have liked, unfortunately.  

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 I purchased our camp in 1986 from Jack 

Edgehill. He told us that he bought it from an artist, whoôd told him that the wood to 

build the camp ï 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 grandchildren also 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 he started building it then.  Heôd bought the land on the  

sheltered side of the ñpointò in the lake, from Everett Boober who had a house on the 

Surry Road overlooking the lake.  The camp is still in my family as my cousin, Edward 

Mullins, is the proud owner now. 

.  

Starting out back then there was a lot of brush that had to be cleared, so before the camp 

was built, my dad built a platform and my mother sewed a canvas tent for it; and for 

several summers we stayed in the tent, cooked outdoors, and slept on the two beds in the 

tent.  We had a kerosene lantern for light as there was no electricity and no phone service, 

and we had to haul water from the lake to wash the dishes!!   I was twelve years old then 

and that was quite an adventure for me.   



                                                                        

                                                                    

25 

 

 

                                                                         

 

 

  

Since my dad wanted a log cabin, he had to find a source of logs.  A friend who owned a 

wooded lot that he wanted cleared, let him cut down some trees to build the camp. But 

after the trees were cut, the bark had to be peeled, and that is where the kids in the family 

got to help.   The original section of the camp was all built by hand, using those logs.  At 

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 go 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 would 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 there loved 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 guitars and banjoôs.   It was a wonderful community.  

 

 

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 and his  associate Phil (who lived at 

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

 

I have a number of early postcards of Pine Shore Camps. I think Harvey Snow started it 

after he came home from serving in WW1. I  also have early post cards of the old Bell 

cottage that is on the hillside across Route 1 and overlooks the lake.  The Bells were a 

family from Portland, Connecticut with local connections. 

            

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

NY who summered in East Orland and was a great chum of Charles Atkins who 

established the Fish Hatchery.  In 1905, I think, my grandmotherôs cousins, the Horace 

Webb family of Portland, bought the Bell cottage, then called "Treelawny" (now 

Whispering Pines) from Dr. Abrams.  I have some photographs of it then. The Webbs 

owned it from 1905 to about 1940. It had a large collection of structures -- a number of 

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

house for their daughters and son, are now gone.  

 

Other cousins of my grandmother's, the  Pages, 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. I learned from a neighbor, Marion Harriman, that the oldest 

camp on Toddy Pond was established as a hunting and fishing camp at ñWhiskey Springò 

by some folks from Bucksport. 

 

14. THE JEFFERSON SMITH CAMP 

ñCampocelloò, Sunrise Way, Orland 

Lower Toddy 

 

Jeff Smith writes, around 1984, I purchased the last two lots sold by Linwood Upton off 

Back Ridge Road on what is now Starlight Way - formerly 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.  I do not live here year round, but if I made a few additions I 

could do so. 

 

There used to be a septic sludge depository on Starlight, but it was closed down by the 

EPA about seven years ago - thank God. 

 

I have been the sole owner and if my heirs ever decide to sell the lots separately, they will 

have to cut the camp in half.  I LOVE the privacy. 

 

15. THE SPRATT CAMP 

Pojananchuck Way, Orland 

Lower Toddy 

 

Polly Spratt writes, my husband, James S. Spratt, and I bought our land from the 

Eldridge family of Orland. We built our red camp (#28) on the 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. 

 

**********  
     

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 are very unusual indeed. Composed 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 for fish, they are much frequented by 

fishermen. According to Millard Taylor, who lives on the Castine Road in Orland and 

over 50-odd years has done a lot of hunting and surveyed a lot of property around the 

pond, there are eight of them. Raymond Conary, who lives on the Orland side of the 

Narrows, reports that one in particular ï the largest ï quite often floats away. 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 over from 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 floated away 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. The first was one small and it floated 

away when the wind changed direction; but the other, which showed up sometime in the 

1950s was much bigger.  

 

ñWe arrived one summer to find this large island blocking our access to the pond. 

Evidently a strong northwest wind 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 support a small stand of evergreens 10-15' 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 hornets. He 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 didnôt work and he burned out his motor. So we gave up. It was possible to walk 

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 discovered that fish loved 

the sunken island and then loons came after the fish. So for fifty years weôve continued to 

add branches to this underwater site ï and the fish and loons have kept coming!ò 

  

Nick Webster and his sister, Lyn Kelley, whose camp is a few hundred yards 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 below the Great Rock at Bearôs Den. ñI was the first to see it heading 

straight for our beach,ò Nick writes. He yelled to his dad, who grabbed a rope, and the 

two of them jumped in their big old rowboat with its 5HP motor and went after it. There 

were at least a dozen stubby trees growing on it, and one dead pine about 10 feet tall.  ñI 

boarded it (a very squishy experience),ò Nick writes, ñand I tied the rope to the pine. 

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 from the shore and my three sisters just yelling.ò  

 

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 to the Penobscot side and landing over there. 

After 45 years, whoôs to know exactly where it went. But in the Webster family album 

there are half a dozen photos to prove that, from the perspective of Middle Toddy 

denizens, something very unusual happened that long ago summer morning.  

 

**********  
 

 

KENT CONARY: SUCH A GREAT PLACE TO GROW UP! 

 

Sarah LeVine, 2005 
 

The Conary family are long-time residents of Orland. ñMy dadôs family came from 

Massachusetts to Deer Isle and moved on up to Orland around 1860,ò says Kent Conary. 

ñMy dad was born on Conary Way off the Toddy Pond Road and my mother, whose 

maiden name was Dunham, came from Bucksport.ò  

 

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

across from the Katchall at the turn-off 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 cousins living right nearby, he didnôt lack for 
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playmates. He remembers his parents going to potluck suppers in the Grange in Surry and 

other community events but he and his siblings didnôt go  with them. They got their 

entertainment at home. The lake was always a great place for a kid to spend time on ï 

there was swimming in summer and ice fishing in winter. ñAnd in 1962 I bought 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 

inéYou can use ATVS all seasons of the year, and anyway, what with Global Warming, 

we donôt get nearly as much snow nowadays as we once did.ò  

 

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 Toddy and then, when the ice 

melted, floating the logs down the lake and through the narrows to the mill near the dam, 

where the boat landing is now. ñBut the mill burned down in the 1950s and was never 

rebuilt.ò 

 

Kentôs father, Wyman Conary, worked for Van Knickerbocker at Bearôs Den ñVan ran a 

small childrenôs camp to provide his daughter, Janet, with company and my father built a 

clay tennis court right beside the lake for the kids to use. Years later, Janet and her 

husband, Albert Webster, decided to upgrade that court, and I helped put a hard top on 

it.ò That hardtop lasted until 2006 when, after many decades, the court was once again 

rebuilt. 

 

The Conarys didnôt have a camp on the water till the 1960s when several of the brothers 

got together and built a place. 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 theyôd move out to the pond and the men would commute to work. ñGas was cheap 

in those days,ò Kent points out. He and his wife Donna, who grew up in Orrington and 

today works at the Orland town hall, built their own camp in 1989. ñRather, we took a 

one-room house which was out back of our house on Route One  -- in fact my dad and 

mom had lived in that little house 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 donôt move down full -time till June. And even then, since thereôs no 

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 year round on our side of the narrows. So far as I know, 

besides my brother Raymond, thereôs only Ingrid Perkins, Hayward Gray, Ed Davis, 

Robert Wiswell living there full-time.ò  

 

**********  
 

 

THE LONG POINT WILDLIFE PRESERVE 

 

Josef Lemmen, 2005 
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In the early 1970s when I bought property on Short Point and Long Point, the deed 

included all the islands between the two points. For many years I was concerned about 

the future of the cove and the islands. I did not want development or construction or any 

man-made activity 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. 

 

In 2003, in order to preserve this part of Toddy Pond, I created the ñLong Point Wildlife 

Preserveò and donated all the islands in the cove and a substantial strip along the coveôs 

western shore to the ñLong Point Homes Associationò. The Homes Association deed 

specifies that the property and islands remain forever wild, with no construction or 

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

individuals; and that the area be called the ñLong Point Wildlife Preserveò.  

  

 

 

**********  
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MIDDLE (SECOND) TODDY 
 

 

 
 

 

THE WEBSTERS: SUMMER IN THE 1940s 
 

                                                         Sarah LeVine, 2000 

 

Nick, who is the oldest of the four Webster children, first came to Toddy Pond in 1938 when 

his parents brought him as a babe-in-arms 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 New York 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 spot they 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 

"Bearsô Den". The original structure, consisting of a bedroom, living room and kitchen and 



                                                                        

                                                                    

32 

 

 

                                                                         

 

 

wide porches around three sides of the house, perched on a dramatic rock-shelf overlooking 

the lake, was built by Robert Carlisle whose son, Robert Jr., and wife, Janet, were the camp's 

caretakers for many years. The Knickerbockers' friends, the Avents, had a camp 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 take a steamer 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, ten. (Although the camp had 

long since closed when Nick and his sisters were children, the latrines - three in a row - were 

still in use and had to be cleaned out before departure in the Fall. "Digging out the pit and 

dumping the box was a big deal," Nick remembers.) 

 

When Janet Knickerbocker married Albert Webster in 1935, she brought him up to the pond 

too; but unlike Van, Albert, an attorney in New York City, 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 soon as school got out, Van, by now a widower, 

would pack his steamer trunk and send it by railroad freight to Ellsworth and then Albert 

would drive Van, Janet, the four children, the current golden retriever, and a great pile of 

luggage on the tailgate and the roof rack. Having settled them in Bears' Den, he would go 

back to Ridgewood, 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 for the winter.  

 

"Fifty-odd years ago the landscape around here was much more open than it is today," Nick 

recalls. "For instance, now there's dense forest between Bearsô Den and our dock; but in 

those days there was only grass and wild flowers. Back from the water 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 camps. One of the camps up the pond from us belonged to Emlen 

Jones, Bob Jones's father. That family came year after year, like us. 

 

"As we got older, we each were allowed to invite a friend up so we could 'occupy ourselves'. 

What I 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 Surry - and most days we'd go out in it, rowing 

from beach to beach - the 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 electricity, only kerosene lamps, and no phone either 

(ours was installed in the early 1980s). So if you wanted to contact someone, you hiked - or 

rowed - over to see them. After each meal the dirty dishes kept on piling up outside the 

kitchen. We had to wait till morning to wash them because in the evening the light wasn't 

good enough...the dishes wouldn't have gotten clean enough for Mom... I guess I was almost 

grown up when I realized how hard Mom worked all summer long - cooking, cleaning, 
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doing the laundry 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 textbooks and seeing that we - all four, six, eight 

of us - were having the time of our lives... I 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? I somehow 

doubt it!" 

 

**********  
 

ALBERT  LORD, HUNTER  

 

Sarah LeVine, 2004 

 

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

years. He grew up in Bucksport, to which his motherôs family, the Sopers, had come as 

trappers in the seventeen hundreds and his fatherôs family, in the early eighteen hundreds, 

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 wife, Dora. Doraôs father, Thomas Pickering, owned a large farm on Dog 

Town Road and a swathe of woodland on the Penobscot side of the pond. Of his father-

in-law, Albert recalls, ñHe would buy woodland, cut out the timber and, so as to avoid 

paying taxes, give it back to the town. To his way of thinking, even shore-line property 

wasnôt a good investmentéin fact he just about gave it away. For example, he sold both 

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

By and by, that area became Lakewood Development. And Long Point alone was 

subdivided into 25 lotsé But he was only interested in trees that could be pulped and 

sold to the Paper Mill, and once heôd stripped the land he didnôt think it had any value.ò 

 

Albert was drafted out of Bucksport High School at age 18 in 1943, in time to take part in 

the D-Day landings in June 1944. ñI was a gunner on an amphibious landing craft which 

made more than one hundred landings on five Normandy beaches. One time we were 

making a drop on Omaha Beach and that beach was nothing but a sea of tin helmets ï the 

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 casualties.ò 

 

When the war was over he came back to tough times in Maine. ñI was already courting 

my wife whom Iôd met on a 30-day home leave and my first winter home her father gave 

me a job driving a truck. Iôd work for whoever would hire me, driving trucks, raising 

cattle, whatever.  Dora and I got married in 1947 and the next year, the same year our 

daughter Diane was born, I bought a 21-acre chicken farm on Back Ridge Road for $800. 

But I couldnôt make a living from it. For a while I drove for the Bucksport Creamery, 

collecting milk allover Waldo County. Our son Richard was born in 1950. Soon after I 

got hired for the 4-midnight shift at the Paper Mill, cutting wood so I was working two 

jobs, plus the farm, and getting only about 2 hoursô sleep a night. And Dora was working 
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in a beauty shop in Bucksport.ò After a couple of years he quit the mill and focused his 

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 now ï it borders present-day Lakewood Development -

- from Doraôs widowed mother. ñAfter we sold the farm we lived in a trailer up on the 

Ridge and I put in the road to this place myself,ò Albert recalls, ñand then we cut the logs 

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, I was alone during the week and 

sheôd join me on weekends.ò 

 

Albert and Dora shared a passion: Hunting. ñMy father-in-law was a great hunter ï in and 

out of seasoné and he taught us everything we knew about it.ò The Pickerings owned a 

camp, which Albert and Dora eventually inherited, on the West River near Cherryfield. 

The bunk house and óthree-holerô had been built in the 1940s, and the cookhouse a 

decade later. During deer season in November, Albert would leave his chickens with the 

hired help and set off for camp with seven or eight clients (ósportsô he calls them) from 

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 cart to get in; once in, Albert would use the horse to drive the 

deer.  

 

ñWeôd be up and out at daybreak and weôd stay out all day, returning after sunset for a 

big boiled dinner. Shopping for supplies in Bangor for 14-15 people would take me two 

full days. We ate real well, I can tell you. Venison, rabbit stewéThe cook was a big 

gambleré After supper heôd rush through the clean-up so we could get started on our 

poker gameéAlso, his eyesight wasnôt that good anymore so sometimes the dishes 

werenôt too cleanéò  After the first week, theyôd be joined by their wives ðñSomehow 

there was room in the bunkhouse for everybodyò ï and by the end of two weeks theyôd 

most likely have shot between 30 and 40 deer. Then the clients would go home to 

Massachusetts and New Jersey; but several would drive up on the remaining weekends of 

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

in the Lordsô home. Once the season ended, that was that for deer hunting till the next 

year. Unlike his father-in-law, Tom Pickering, Albert never shot a deer out of season, and 

he wouldnôt allow his clients to either. In summer, some would go back up with him to 

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

took close to 800 brook trout. ñBut no longeréThose pesticides they use on the 

blueberry barrens leached into the river and killed the troutéò 

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

nurse. Though as recently as four winters ago he shot a bull moose that weighed 620 lbs., 

heôs just about given up hunting. But in summer he still fishes for mackerel off South 

Blue Hill and for white perch and bass on Toddy Pond; and in winter, he fishes through 

the ice off Ledge Island, which he owns. ñFolks like to eat perch but mostly they donôt 

like bass. They donôt think itôs tasty. But the other day I ate a 4 lb. bass with onions 

soaked in vinegar and salt pork cooked to a crisp, and it was real tasty!ò   

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

 

 

1. THE AVENTïRAUSCHER CAMP 

Hedgehog Lane, Surry 

Middle Toddy 

 

Marcella Rauscher writes, this is a shared endeavor. My grandmother, Adelaide Mott 

Avent wrote in her memoirs how she and her husband John McDonough Avent came to 

Toddy in 1912. They camped in a tent on Upper Toddy at Camp Nokomis which was 

owned at that time by Miss Harriet Foster.  I believe they continued to camp at Nokomis 

for the next few summers. But by 1916 they were looking for a place to build a cabin and 

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. I have heard it said that the Avent and Knickerboker camps were the first to be 

built on Middle Toddy. 

 

My grandfatherôs death in December 1958 meant that my grandmother would no longer 

return to Hedgehog Rock. The following summer, 1959, my husband and I purchased the 

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

the property was in the family from 1916 until 2004ða period of almost 90 years.  

  

In 1917 my grandmother, Adelaide Mott Avent wrote: This [summer] was spent on 

Middle Toddy in a cabin built by Granville Saunders and Verne Cunningham, Verne 

doing the brick work for the fireplace and chimney. Using a small legacy, my husband 

[had] arranged for a one-room log cabin with a tiny kitchen, and porches across the front 

and end. This, with the simplest sort of furniture, would test our theory that good food, 

plenty of wholesome exercise, and family cooperation would be the most important 

elements in our vacation. These, and the lessons learned in self-reliance.  

 

July came. It was long before the days of automobiles, and the trip must be done in the 

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

night boat [from New York] to Bostoné then the Bangor boat up the coast and the 

beautiful Penobscot River to Bucksport. There we all piled on a buckboardé. The driver, 

my husband and I 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 had been shipped from Macyôs (probably including 

the Macyôs icebox that I remember), and husband and son gradually made tables, 

bencheséThe builders of the cabin had made us a handsome gift by putting together 

some white pine boards for a dining table. It was indeed the simple life. We ate and slept 

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 milk and vegetableséalong the road. At the 

beginning of the season we deposited a sum of money at the A & P in Ellsworth, 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 member of the familyéBy the third week of 

June, all plans had been made for the trip to Maineðfather, mother, son, daughter, and 

the (8-month old) babyðon 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 Plains, NY home had been rented furnished for the summer. 

 

Heartened by messages of help from all the folk along the road, up we wentðthe 

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

met with a Ford car and a truck and taken to a cottage it had been possible to rentéin 

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 

us awake with the noise of their chewing.) Then came the serious work of cabin building. 

Jack and his father and a friend (Ned Knickerbocker)éworked with the other men. 

Sometimes there were two men in each corner swinging their double-bladed axes and 

notching the logs. ñJohn, where do you want the window? Where do you want the door?ò 

and out would come the logs. What a shout went up when the walls were up high enough 

for the roof! In three and a half days it was finished enough foréus to live in our little 

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, everybody sangð

everybody that is but the baby who slept peacefully in her carriage off in the woods. 
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The ñnewò cabin would come to include a completely enclosed porch on all four sides 

with dressing rooms and enclosed kitchen. Before long Little Hedgehog was built as a 

sleeping cabin, seldom empty of family and visitors, and North Pole (up in the woods a 

bit) was yet another sleeping cabin. The well was a beautyðstone-linedðjust a few steps 

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

winter. As a child I remember how fascinating it was to follow grandpa to the inside of 

that cool placeðusually meant we were going to make ice cream. In the late 1970s 

Harvey Saunders decided the ñhedgehogsò (read: porcupines) had had their fill and it was 

time to take it down, a very sad event. 

 

The cabin was always very simple but roomy and comfortableðoil lamps, cots with 

sometimes lumpy camp mattresses, unpainted furnitureðbut all very functional. Water 

was pumped up from the lake to a storage tank and gravity fed (eventually) to the 

bathroom and kitchen. Electricity arrived sometime around 1950. At one point they wrote 

on the cupboard: ñHere lies Daniel Boone.ò 

 

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, it was not always 

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 I had visited Toddy as a newborn and then again at the age of 3 or 4 (1938 & 

perhaps a year later), I did not come again come until 1955, one year after marrying Dan 

Rauscher. And it all seemed just as it had when I 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, Doc 

Carpenter, Willard and Sarah Furth, Jim and Winifred Furth, and John Furth, who 

married my Aunt Betsy (Avent), among others.  

 

In the winter of 1980 the ñnewò cabin burned to the ground. Rather than rebuild, we 

purchased a property adjacent to the original property, which we continued to own until 

2004.  

 

 

2. THE BRIGGS CAMP  

Honey Point Lane, Surry 

The Narrows  

   

Joyce Briggs writes, my husband, Robert Briggs, and I purchased our lot from Harley 

and Elaine Colwell in 1979.  They, or their family, had acquired the land from Earl 

Banks.  We took down the small bunkhouse and built our camp in 1980.  It has one 

bedroom and a sleeping loft.  Our children were aged 9, 12, and 17 at the time we built 

it.  They now have families of their own and spend vacation time at the family camp.  

 

We each put in for the week or so we prefer, and so far there has been no conflict.  The 

in-laws kind of wait to see what is open and then we mention any available weeks to 

friends of the family.  Since weôve never sheet-rocked the walls, it is kind of rustic and 

we would not want to rent it out.   

 

 

3. THE CAREY CAMP  

ñWoodpecker Innò, Fortune Circle, Surry 

Middle Toddy 

 

Joyce Carey writes, my Mom and Dad, Lawrence Smith and Budford Lane Smith, 

bought our camp from Ernest Young for $1 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 the Bar Harbor fire of 1947. My brother, Rodney Smith, told me 

that they cut them where the Jackson Laboratory now has a parking lot. They took the 

trees to Kingôs Mill and had them sawed into lumber. The mill was located beside Kingôs 

Creek on Rt. 3. Then they took the lumber to Toddy Pond and built a small cabin which 

they named ñWoodpecker Innò after all the woodpeckers that would come to our feeders. 

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 
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started taking shingles off the cottage they found it had been double-shingled, so the 

shingles under the top layer were just like new -- except 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 help feed our family of sevenðmyself 

being the baby. The camp was used for many family outings too. I have so many 

wonderful memories! Ice fishing and tending our lines wearing skates, snowshoes or 

creepers; skating by the light of huge bonfires; roasting marshmallows attached to sticks 

we found in the woods; sliding on the ice in old cardboard boxes; tobogganing; 

swimming; digging worms; boating -- or should I say rowing in our old row boat. My 

most favorite pastime was catching lightening bugs in old jars that we took to our rooms 

at bedtime. 

 

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

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

worms that Iôd dug out back on it, and caught a good-sized salmon right off the end of 

our dock.  

 

After my Dad died my husband, Bill Carey, and I 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 

so many years so weôve had the camp lifted and moved back 22 feet. Now it sits high and 

dry ï we hope ï on its new foundation and the old outhouse has been replaced by a septic 

system. (I donôt miss going to the outhouse in the dark, or the huge spiders that would 

wait there just for me). Itôs nice to come in the door and switch the gas fireplace on to 

take off the chill.  

 

We hope to make it our year-round home. 

 

We have four children and eleven grandchildren. We still enjoy making memories and all 

the same family activities. Only today we ride in a motorized 25-foot 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 a 4-wheeler or snow mobile... My Mom and Dad must 

be rolling over in their graves. 

 

But there are some things that never change. I 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 Pond, 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 

approximately 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 mid-1950s 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 husband, Willard, 

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 

propane furnace, 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 camp, and then we return to our other home in New Jersey. 

 

P.S. Tennyson, by 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 King writes, in 1954 my great aunt Mary 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 ancestors 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 year-round log home which at this point still doesnôt have any 

history.  

 

7. THE JONES CAMP 

Jones Lane, Surry 

Middle Toddy 

                                            

Bob Jones writes, this is actually the story 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. I 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 on the pond. 

(Actually my dad used to say it was free because earlier in the summer he had bought a 

camp plus simple furniture on Lower Toddy for $600. Then he sold it for $1200. 

Therefore, to his mind, the second camp was free.) 

 

The camp was originally built in the 1920ôs and we were told it was one of the oldest 

camps on the pond after those built for the Knickerbockers (later, Websters) and Avents 

(later, Rauschers). 

 

Before we bought it, an 85 year old surveyor told us that, around 1900, they 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. There was also a horse corral on 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 swimming after 

him! 

 

The camp was quite run down when we bought it. Outside paint was peeling, the screens 

were all rusty, and the furniture was worthless and had to be thrown out. Fortunately, we 

had the furniture from the first camp, mentioned above, which was serviceable. 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 cut out of the pond the 

previous winter. I have fond memories of doing this with my father. I 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 neighborôs well 200 yards away. Pond water was used 

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 summer. The old ladder wasnôt high enough 

so he put the 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 

I am not sure how he did it. The structure was supported by cedar posts. Every winter the 

frost would push the posts and camp up. In the spring thaw, the posts didnôt go down 

evenly; so each summer it was a surprise to find the camp at a new crazy angle. One year 

the front porch was separated from the main camp by 6 inches and the floor generally had 

a good slope from west to east. I 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 return to its 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 put -- and 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 way in the dark. 

 

Entertainment was very simple with no TV or radio. Swimming was our major daily 

activity, along with picking blueberries, having picnic lunches out on Docôs island, and 

playing games at night. We only went to town once a week for groceries and errands. My 

dad loved to clear the woods and plant evergreen trees. When I was 8-10 years old, he 

and I planted small trees which now soar into the sky and have trunks 3 feet in diameter. 

 

In the early 50ôs, we put in propane gas for a stove and lights and a few years later got 

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 dad didnôt; so they comprised by getting one and putting it 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 Jones. They had three sons -- Ian, 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 build a bigger camp 

further back from the pond. A man from Bucksport dismantled the old camp, numbered 

all the timbers, carried it away and rebuilt it locally.  

 

In the summer of 1992, my three sons, Ian, Sam and Peter, Sarah Brown (Samôs fianc®e, 

now his wife), Kelly Jones, three local carpenters headed up by Allen Conary, and I built 

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

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

camp after a refreshing 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 thinking about 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 promising ad. for a house on Toddy Pond in Surry, and though 

weôd never heard of Surry let alone Toddy Pond, within 2 minutes of  seeing the place 

sitting atop a charmingly landscaped slope to the water, we were ready to make an offer. 

(We had to wait till the next day to actually see inside the house because the Sergesons 

had forgotten we were coming and had gone out.) 

 

Buying and building in Surry had been Ruth Sergesonôs project. In 1973, she bought 2.8 

acres from Perly Farrington on the eastern shore of Middle Toddy. 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, built a 6-room fully winterized house ï 

with a 2-car 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 retired, moved up from their home in 

New Jersey, and for the next 16 years lived year-round on the pond. Ruth, a passionate 

óbirderô, organized the July loon count for Hancock County and became known as the 

ñLoon Ladyò. Ken, a skilled plumber, mechanic, electrician and landscaper, took care of 

the property. In summer, they grew vegetables in the field up near the road. But when 

they reached their mid-seventies, they decided to pull up stakes and move to Boulder, 
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Colorado to be near their son and they sold their place to us. Ruth had thought of pretty 

much everything and the result works very well. Aside from adding some flowerbeds, 

weôve made few changes. 

  

In 1998, we bought the next door camp from Perly Farrington whoôd grown up in the 

town but had moved to Illinois and was selling off his Surry property. The 3-room 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 thought about 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 and re-wired. In the 

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

sleeping loft, a kitchen, and rebuilt the screened porch. As for the outhouse with its 

glorious view of the pond, we fancied it up just a little bit, and itôs once again in use.  

 

 

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 a well-driller, 

so our camp lot was already supplied with a well, a level 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 was young at the time. 

 

Our camp is best described as a 1960s, hippy-style, 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 summers since 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 summer of 1980.  The following 

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

camp still stands. I did most of the electrical work after reading a $2.00 booklet from 

Sears and I continue to marvel that the lights havenôt gone out. 

 

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 I can figure, our camp was built in 1954.  I found the date 

burned into the shingles near the peak of the camp.  I believe it was always owned by 

Sheriff Arthur Chandler of Penobscot county.  My wife Mary Lou and I bought it from 

him in July of 1978. Since then we have added a deck, a building to house our grill and 

other supplies,  a septic system, and 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 a place to relax.  I 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 

weôd looked at numerous places for sale in Hancock County, I lost interest; but our 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." I phoned the number given and the owner said she had already received 

12 calls to show the place. I asked her if any of those 12 had requested first refusal and 

she said "No."  So, I asked her if she would grant me first refusal, to which she agreed.  I 

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 12 one-room cabin nestled 

in the woods with a fairly decent shoreline.  There were fallen trees everywhere, and the 

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

but it didn't leak and was fairly tidy.  I made the offer and she accepted it.  We had no 

attorneys except for hers, who drew up the warranty deed transferring it to my husband 

and me. We agreed to meet at the Bangor Savings Bank where I 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 took place 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 water, and moved our meager furnishings into the cabin so 

that we could set up meager housekeeping.  No plumbing--not 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 I hauled water from the lake and boiled it to wash dishes.  We had 

an old refrigerator that we moved in and a small apartment-size 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 and spider proof as 

possible. There was a small room attached to the back side that was just large enough to 

hold two cots; and thatôs where we parked 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 doorway into 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 it was Zelma 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 holds back 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.  I had some Polish refugees that I was 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 cottage--a project that we all 

learned how to do as we went along, fixing the mistakes as they occurred.  My daughter 

and I cleared the entire lot.  My husband sawed down the dead/dying trees and those that 

had fallen.  I 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. I leveled the land where it was uneven, dug 

out big rocks and terraced it by collecting rocks from all over--up and down the road and 

out of the lake; I 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, sink, lots 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 Incinolet, a 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 a roof and screened in to make 

living space outside more comfortable -- minus 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 "expand" the 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 except for 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 and -- at times -- the West 

Coast. 
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UPPER (THIRD)  TODDY 
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SACCARAPPA LODGE 
Camp Life on Upper Toddy a Century Ago 

 

Lucy Leaf and George Mayer 2007 

 

Lucy Leaf writes, George and Penny (Pendleton) Mayerôs Saccarappa (an Abenaki 

Indian word meaning ñplace of the rising sunò) may be the oldest camp on Upper Toddy 

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,  purchased from Gertrude Saunders in 1990.  

 

George Mayer writes, 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 smaller lanes leading north along 

Upper Toddy Pond. Mr. McCaslin and his wife, Susan Carter, 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 Weaver.  Known originally as the ñStoverò camp after the 

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 included Oscar F. Fellows 

(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 who stayed at 

ñSaccarappa Lodgeò during the summers. An August  1901 photo shows a modest two-

story structure draped with ivy reaching up to the eaves. Visitors called themselves 

ñLodgersò if they stayed several days, or ñCallersò if they visited for shorter periods.  The 

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 Partridge families each formed the 

nucleus of a group of young friends and relatives from the Bucksport area and elsewhere 

further a-field. A party typically stayed one or two weeks once or twice in a summer. In 

the early years, campers were conveyed to camp by horse-drawn 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 

older family members came as ñchaperonesò. 
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ñFarewell to Saccarappaò 

 

Supplies were obtained from Trundyôs Store in West Surry, from local farmers; fish was 

caught in the pond. Visitors who came for the day were mostly locals though, when 

automobiles became common, people starting coming from the surrounding towns.  

 

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. And indeed, the 

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.C., and even California addresses are appearing. In the August 

1901 photograph, a wrap-around 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 by two horses. An ñoverthrow of the Buck girlsô chariotò 

requiring ña daring rescue and skillful repairsò, is recorded.  (The male rescuers are all 

mentioned by name; the Buck girls, who required rescuing, are not.) Women visitors are 

referred to as ñthe fair campersò or the ñBucksport schoolmarms with abbreviated skirtsò.   

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 Saccarappa with their children. 

 

A 1911 poem begins:  

ñNeither north nor south 

 Nor anywhere 

 Are women more true 
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 Or men more squareò  

 

Lodgersô activities are recorded in the logbook under ñEvents.ò  On a particular day, 

these may include struggling with the stove, catching turtles and frogs, chasing or 

shooting rabbits and squirrels, ñgrowlingò (at the weather), picture taking, playing board 

and ball games, and visiting neighbors. One young woman notes gleefully that she has 

gone ñunkempt all dayò.  

 

Lodgers pooled their resources to buy provisions at Mrs. Trundyôs store and 

supplemented their purchases with fish they caught and berries they picked. Hair and 

clothes were washed in the pond. A photo shows six young women in full length skirts 

brushing teeth and washing up.  

 

 
 

ñWe must be cleanò 

A birthday party for ñthe Two Queens of Saccarappaò, Gracie and Kathie Nichols, elicits 

the following: 

 

ñThe morning of August 6 dawned gray and threatening, 

but even the occasional drops that fell upon the earth 

beneath at various 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 Nichols 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: ñRun double quick!ò A 
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large amount of time however was spent choosing the rare 

and extraordinary gifts from the large and varied 

assortment offered by Mrs. Trundy. But at last  we were 

able to decide upon pepsin gum, peanut sticks and ï 

husbands as the gifts most suitable and long desired by the 

birthday girls.  

 The living room and dining room were elaborately 

decorated, the color scheme being green and redé 

 Promptly at six  oôclock the guests of honor were 

escorted to their respected places with much ceremony, and 

while Officer Stover recited the following poem, the guests 

were crowned ñQueens of the Dayò.  

 

 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 evidently 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 

ñGò and ñKò; and an Ode was also read: 

 

Two old maids from school are they 

But for a summerôs holiday 

They run, they jump, they scratch where they may 

Just to prove, ñYoung maids are weò. 

But alas and alack, the years with pass 

Despite the efforts of every lass... 

        

                          Then glasses were raised to the birthday girls:                               

 

                                    And so hereôs to Grace and ñKò,  

                                    The girls from Bucksport town. 

                                    May they neôer regret this day 

                                    And each become her husbandôs crown!ò 
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In 1909 an ñautomobile partyò arrives from Portland carrying 4 adults plus children. 

After that, ñauto ridesò to Surry Bay (for fishing) and to Blue Hill (for ascents) make 

regular appearances; and motorboat rides are taken down the pond to East Orland. But 

horse-drawn vehicles have not yet been abandoned entirely: in 1910, a visitor writes 

about ña long and tiring ride from Bar Harbor to Ellsworthò; after spending the night in 

Ellsworth he/she continued the 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 

ñCommodoreò, the fleet consists of model yachts sailed off the dock.  

 

 
 

The Saccarappa Yacht Club 

 

Swimming or ñbathingò, for which women wore black calf- length pantaloon suits, is 

frequently noted. The beach, which was far wider and longer than it is today, reached 

right to up to Saccarappa. Many references are made to ñthe Lonesome Pineò that stood 

on the point jutting out from ñSaccarappa Coveò. ñA loss of pearls in Toddy Pondò 

occurs, followed by an unsuccessful search. An overturned boat and ensuing rescue party 

are noted. Fishing was a favorite pastime. Recorded is the number of fish caught, not the 

biggest.  A ñremarkable perch catchò is 90 white perch in two hours; another entry is of  

ñ100 perch and two eelsò.  ñThe salmon fishing was very successfulò, one lodger records; 

he (or she) writes also of ñbrook troutingò. 

 

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, Captain George Gray (who formerly had worked for McCaslin), load hay. One 

entry reads: ñPicked peas and dug potatoes for dinner - this was quite a jobò. Captain 

Gray and his wife were highly regarded by the denizens of Saccarappa. Raymond 

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

concluding three stanzas:  

 

 

A rumor we hear 

And it fills us with fear 

That the ñGraysò 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 will stay 

Dear friends on the Hill 

A large place in our hearts 

We find that you fill.   

 

Though ñdrinkingò is rarely mentioned, smoking is, along with reading ñWigglesmithò 

(aloud ï presumably), and playing a game called ñFan-Tanò. Sundays feature concerts 

from a six-man band making music with a dishpan, a pail, a foghorn, and three horns 

brought from Bucksport.  Ice cream is made ñtoo rich to eatò. A large sandcastle is built 

topped by a lighthouse. Huge bonfires are regularly built on the beach. On one occasion 

Aurora Borealis lights up the horizon. Note is made of ñilluminationsò (fireworks), ghost 

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 a blue heron are noted, 

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

Plays are performed by ña dramatic companyò and basketry classes are offered.   
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ñTaking it Easyò 

 

Fall hunters also record ñeventsò: they shoot partridge, woodcocks and ducks, play ball 

and go exploring.  A 1910 entry mentions shooting a lonely sandpiper and taking aim at 

loons and other birds for ñamusementò.  On a drive to East Orland a porcupine is killed 

with a club. 

 

The first mention of Camp Nokomis, which was built next door in 1908 by Miss Harriet 

Foster of  New York, is a 1912 photo labeled ñFoster Camp-Camp Nokomisò.  In 1913 

we read of  a masquerade party, that includes a candy pull and a watermelon feast, at 

Nokomis. Costume judges are from Saccarappa. A 1914 poem contains the line: ñFoster 

Camp near, the horn calls every mornò. 

  

George Mayer writes, Capt. Gray, the farmer who first worked for and eventually 

succeeded Alexander McCaslin, built cabins for former Saccarappa lodgers who wanted 

their own summer places. One of the first was for my wifeôs grandparents, Nancy P. 

Nichols Page and her husband Dr. Henry F. Page, Sr. In 1913 they bought several 

McCaslin lakefront acres which included the Saccarappa site and the following year 

Capt. Gray built their log cabin, Wabanaki (ñpeople of the dawnò), on the rise behind 

Saccarappa.  Capt. Gray was very short and consequently all the Wabanaki doorways are 

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

 

The final entry 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 far a-field and Saccarappa had fewer visitors. 

Ownership of the cabin (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 all but one share.  Thereafter the Pageôs used the cabin for 

children to sleep in, parties, and storage. With the onset of World War II, 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 by Raymond Fellows 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 resentment that they 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 a multi-term U.S. Representative.   

 

By 1982, when my wife Penny and I bought the property from Pennyôs father, Dr. Henry 

Page Jr., Saccarrappa had been deemed worthless and deleted from the Town of Surry tax 

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

on the verge of collapse. Penny and I rebuilt it and today, though it has many modern 

conveniences, from the outside it looks much as it did one hundred years ago. 

     

**********  
 

 

 

 

 

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 Surry. At their 

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 Gertrudeôs diaries that the Leafs found among their 

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 years or so Harvey was the diary-

keeper; but in the 1950s Gertrude took over. In these 5-by-10 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 of  the Surry Road (only as far as the 

Orland line) in 1946; the arrival of electricity in 1950; installing their bathroom and water 

heater in 1952; going over to watch a neighborôs TV in 1953 for the first time (the 

following year, 1954, they bought their own TV, and also a washing machine which 

Gertrude used 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 frozen over by mid-December and the ice 

rarely melted before mid-April. 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 cheerfulness. Most of the families from ñawayò 

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, and 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 recalls that Harvey, who belonged to the Saunders clan, West Surry residents since 

the mid-eighteen hundreds, lived off the land. ñHe loved the woods and as long as he was 

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 

most gregarious people Iôve ever known. At a time when there really wasnôt much 

socializing between locals and outsiders, he was ready to make friends with everyone.ò  

 

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 their camps; he was also a ñgeniusò car mechanic. In 

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.  

 

 

 
Harvey Saunders and friends cutting ice 
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Gertrude, who grew up in 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 parents in Brooklin had a large family and were unable to care for him. As was 

common practice in those days, Henryôs mother and father put him in foster care; 

thereafter, although Henry would return to his family during school holidays, most of the 

year he lived 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 late 1940s. After Henryôs death, the Saunders focused more than ever on 

relationships with relatives and friends.  

 

Betty Leaf remembers being awed by the range of skills the two had between them. 

Harvey could fix ñanythingò mechanical, while Gertrude, who had given up her teaching 

career when she married and, apart from cleaning camps, chiefly those in Nokomis which 

Frank (Bud) and Eddie Rioux and Andy Levesque built on the next door property, never 

worked outside her home again, had mastered all the proficiencies that a country 

housewife needed. When the Saunders first moved in, their house, which 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 potatoes, turnips, 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 and wall-papering; he made much 

of their furniture and over the years many home improvements including an in-door 

bathroom and a broad screened porch, thus slowly converting their mid-nineteenth 

century farmhouse into a modern home.  

 

His diary entries are laconic. He notes few public occasions: Christmas and 

Thanksgiving, and the inaugurations of presidents of the United States -- but not the 

Fourth of July. Enthusiasm is reserved for Gertrudeôs cooking: ñTonight G. put up a 

lobster supperé wonderful!ò Or, ñG. made pork and beans and chocolate cake and Boy, 

was it good!ò 

 

The Saunders were a frugal couple, in part out of necessity, in part because they valued 

frugality. Although they frequently went shopping to Ellsworth ï Harvey seems always 

to have had a vehicle of some kind which, with his ñgeniusò mechanicôs skills, he 

managed to keep running ï at any one time they only bought basic necessities and those 

in small quantities. At no point in his life did Harvey have year-round employment. After 

World War Two he worked 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, dismay and satisfaction, ñToday fifty-two fires on the Blue Hill 

Peninsularétoday, forty-six fires including barns and garages.ò In later years he would 

travel about Hancock County, dressed in his Smokey Bear costume, to give talks on fire 

prevention to school 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 and  - whether or not it was the legal 

season ï hunt deer, duck, pigeon, rabbits on his property. After snowstorms, in order to 

pay his property tax, he worked for the town, plowing and sanding the roads. 

 

Entertainment consisted of going to the movies in Ellsworth, dances in Surry, and the 

Blue Hill Fair. Before the introduction, in the 1950s, of TV ï and the rapid erosion of 

community life that it heralded ï 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 church-goers ï they seem only to have 

gone to church in order to attend funerals ï but 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 mid-seventies, he went blind whereupon Gertrude, 

aged seventy-five, got her driverôs license. She continued to drive until not long before 

her death in 1991 at age 92.  

 

The focus of their social life was ñhappy hourò. Summer and winter, before dinner, which 

Gertrude would put on the table at sunset ï whenever that occurred - people would drop 

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

with Harvey. Anyone who happened to be in the neighborhood  - people from away as 

well as locals - was welcome. After an hourôs exchange of news and gossip they would 

drive - or walk ï off to dinner in their own homes.  

 

 

**********  

 
 

 
 

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 who at 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 constructed ï to each she gave an American Indian name taken from Henry 

Wadsworth Longfellowôs Song of Hiawatha -- were mostly educators, their families, and 

friends from New York and the mid-Atlantic states who, like herself, had the long 

summer off.  They came to the lodge on the rise beside the lake for meals, theatricals, and 

other entertainments; they 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, Alexander McCaslinôs successor, and built their 

own cabins. By World War II, 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 re-open.  

 

 
 

Tennis at Nokomis 

 

After he returned to Massachusetts from World War II, Frank (Bud) Rioux went to work 

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

and Andy persuaded Budôs brother Eddie, who was also a sportsman, to join them in 

looking up in Maine for a camp to buy. In 1946 they purchased Camp Nokomis ï 10 

cabins, several tent platforms, one bigger building (the ñlodgeò), and 1500 ft. of shore 

front -- from Miss Foster for $3,700.  

 

ñBud was still in his early twenties,ò Bill Rioux, a Blue Hill contractor, says of his father. 

ñHe was a bachelor and he didnôt marry till he was 41. So without a family to tie him 

down, he was free to travel between Surry and North Attleboro, Massachusetts, where, 
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after quitting the shipyard, he opened a bar and athletic club.ò Bud and Andy ï with help 

from Harvey Saunders -- 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 Rioux pulled out in 1948 and during the 1950s, Bud and Andy sold off two of the 

cabins to the Snow and Gerstein families.  

 

Bill continues. ñIn 1965, Andy died and then Bud and Andyôs heirs divided the property 

50-50, six acres each. Bud took four cabins and Andyôs widow, Esther, took two cabins 

and the lodge.ò In 1970, Bud sold his business in Massachusetts and moved his wife and 

family ï by now there were five children ï up to Surry year-round. ñDad bought acreage 

for a housing development in East Surry,ò Bill recalls, ñand started building a house for 

the family over there. But come September, it wasnôt ready, so we lived at Nokomis right 

through the Fall. Boy, was it cold in those unheated cabins!ò 

 

Bill, who was born in 1960, and has spent every summer of his life on the pond, has seen 

a lot of changes. ñYou donôt see polliwogs any more, or white water lilies. And the water 

levelôs much higher so the beaches are narrower and some have disappeared.ò  About 

Harvey and Gertrude Saunders,  the focal couple of the neighborhood, Bill recalls,  ñEven 

when I was a  kid, they already seemed very old. My Dad wanted a vegetable garden but 

down near the shore where we are the soilôs too thin to grow anything. So Harvey lent 

him part of his yard and we were up there quite a bit. Gertrude always seemed to be 

cooking and Harvey always seemed to be working. The neighborhood changed a lot 

when they went.ò  

 

Another change Bill sees is at Saccarappa. ñThroughout my childhood, it was abandoned 

and covered with creepers. The Pages only bought and rebuilt it after I grew up. Now itôs 

beautiful.ò But from his perspective the biggest change is at Camp Nokomis itself.  

 

In 2001, the Levesque family was approached by Taylor, Bean & Whittaker, a Florida 

wholesale mortgage company whose owners 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 for their purposes. ñBy then Esther was really up in years 

and her kids had no interest in the place, so they sold. The new owners proceeded to turn 

what had been a simple family camp for almost a hundred years into a resort,ò says Bill 

with awe. ñOkay, itôs rustic, but all the same, for Toddy Pond itôs pretty elaborateéò 

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. Periodically the two owners, with or without personal 

trainers, arrive by sea plane which they land on the lake. ñEven though I worked on the 

renovation myself and saw it coming to pass, the transformation still amazes me,ò says 

Bill.  
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Bud Rioux died in 1984 and the Levesque family is gone now; but on beyond splendid 

new Camp Nokomis each of Budôs five children still has his or her own cabin. Brother 

Mike has ñDahindaò (bull frog); sister Jane has ñMudjekiwisò (west wind); brother Doug 

has ñShawundasiò (east wind); brother Bill has ñWawanasiò (whippoorwill); and sister 

Margaret has ñShawgasheeò (Blueberry).  ñThough none of them is fancy, they all have 

septic systems and indoor plumbing,ò says Bill. ñWe all use them differently. Mike 

comes up for a month from Connecticut; Jane also lives in Connecticut but sheôs up most 

summer weekends. Doug lives in Ellsworth and now his kids are grown heôs coming out 

more often. My family and I live on the pond most of the time between May and 

November -- I built my cabin myself so its larger the others ï less like a camp and more 

like a home. And my sister Margaret has her own schedule too. When we arenôt using our 

cabins we rent themé Weôre pretty much on top of one another but that doesnôt bother 

us because weôre all family. Weôre just so luckyéò      

 

**********  
 

 

JIM FURTH: TODDY POND IS THE PLACE FOR ME 
 

Sarah LeVine 2003 

 

Jim Furth first came to Upper Toddy in 1924 at age two when his parents, Willard and 

Alice Furth, rented a cabin at Camp Nokomis. The Furths, who came from New Jersey 

where Willard was superintendent of schools in Highland Park, were close friends with 

the Avents, the Smiths, and the Knickerbockers from New York and New Jersey. In 1931 

the Furths bought land on the shore from Harvey Saunders and had Harvey build them a 

camp where, from then on, they spent 10 weeks every summer. When Willard Furth 

retired he and Alic had the camp winterized and came up from New Jersey, intending to 

live there. However, they found that life on the pond when the thermometer dipped  

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 pre-war years Camp Nokomis was frequented mostly by high school teachers, like 

Jimôs father, and college professors. Jim remembers two in particular: Professor 

Lockwood of Haverford, and Professor Galbraith of Williams. They were both classicists 

and sometimes during meals would converse in Latin. Three doctors were also regular 

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

Hospital at the University of Pennsylvania. ñIf someone got sick, there was no need to go 

looking for medical care,ò Jim recalls. ñWe had our own team here on the pond. Besides, 

in those days, where would we have gone? There was no hospital in Ellsworth yet, and 

our team was a whole lot better than the Blue Hill hospital.ò  

 

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

ñWe kids called Miss Foster, the proprietor of Nokomis, óchieftainô,ò Jim recalls. This 

was partly because óNokomisô was a Native American name, and partly because she set 

rules and made sure they were kept. One rule was that the adults ï who included several 
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of her maiden schoolteacher friends from New York, as well as the professors, the 

doctors, and the childrenôs own parents ï took a rest after lunch and WERE NOT TO BE 

DISTURBED before 3 pm.! ñWhen my brother and I were small, Miss Foster would read 

to us and the other kids. But as we got older weôd take the boats out on the pond after 

lunch and stay out until it was okay to come in.ò  

 

Tres Smithôs grandparents also spent their summers at Nokomis and Tresô grandfather 

and Jimôs father became life-long best friends. There were also romances: When Jimôs 

brother John grew up he married Betsy Avent. 

 

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 have disappeared. ñWhen I was a kid,ò 

Jim recalls, ñaside from one or two men who worked in the paper mill in Bucksport, 

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 from round about. Youôd see men 

walking the five miles out from Surry and back home in the evening -- six days out of 

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

 

Jim remembers Harvey and his wife Gertrude with great fondness. ñI used to call 

Gertrude my second mother ï she was the one who took splinters out of my feet and my 

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

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

belong to themé I still think of them a lot.ò 

 

Sixty years or so ago Toddy Pond was pretty quiet ï no motorboats or speed boats, let 

alone the jet skis which sometimes disturb the peacefulness of the place today. The 

biggest summer excitement was provided by the ñCanadiansò, the lumbermen who cut 

timber on the Penobscot side and floated the 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 he brought up his wife Winifred and, 

as they came along, all four of his children. He was living in Westfield, New Jersey but 

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

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

father retired from the Highland Park school district, moved up to Surry year-round. ñIôd 

go ice fishing with Charley Leaf, whose family had started coming to the pond in the 

1930s. Charley and Betty moved here for good when he retired from the air forceé Weôd 

sit in a little hut and drink and talk and drink and talk and every so often weôd remember 

to check our lineséò   

 

Willard  and Alice Furth died within a few months of each other in 1968. Fifteen years 

later, when 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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ñI retired here because I had so many friends,ò he explains. ñThough some have passed 

away I still have good friends ï all sorts of people, and every morning, whatever the 

weather, Iôm up and out of the house by six and off to the East Orland Post Office to have 

breakfast with a bunch of them.ò 

 

(Jim Furth died in 2004.)                    

 

**********  
 

HARVEYôS OLD LOGGING TRUCK 
 

(Written by Charley Leaf  in 1974 and submitted by Betty Leaf in 2007) 

 

It was a sad day for me when Harvey Saunders decided his old Chevrolet truck was 

beyond repair. It was parked -- a bit rusty, the tires needed air -- on the ridge by the elm 

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

I know of no other truck, car, or machine of any sort from which ï during the 20-odd 

years of its working life -- so much pleasure was derived by so many. I call it ñthe old 

logging truckò but it never really had a name. Rebuilt to haul timber, it traveled many 

miles over rough roads carrying logs to the sawmill; it also 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 Gertrudeôs pig escaped, Harvey used his truck to chase it down.  

 

The old logging truck had character and stamina. On a calm morning youôd hear it 

coming from a mile away, and then youôd spot it swinging round the bend in a cloud of 

dust. Its arrival brought great glee and exuberance to the children who 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 crank ï or, on cold mornings, by 

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

real challenge to those riding ñshotgunò in the rear. Sometimes there were delays: maybe 

the radiator boiled over; but if it did, with the pond nearby, thereôd be the chance for a 

quick swim while it cooled down. Maybe something or someone  ï logs, boulders, a 

ladyôs car ï needed pulling 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 tools ï and everything would 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 load the hay. Weôd compete to see who could stay atop the hay pile the longest as 

the truck bumped 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 Harveyôs 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 air -- on the ridge by the elm tree. On that 

very day we towed it down the hill ï out of sight, but not forgotten! 

 

**********  
 

LOG CABIN LIFE IN MAINE  
  

Edith Abercrombie Snow 

The Igloo, Nokomis Lane, Upper Toddy 

 

(Writte n during world War II and s ubmitted by Reade and Pam Nimick in 2007) 

 

[Reade Nimick writes, Edith Snow was a most interesting lady ï elegant, highly 

intelligent, eccentric -- about whom many tales were told. She would entertain her friends 

from the art, music and literary world at dinner parties in her camp ñThe Iglooò, using the 

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 cookbooks.)  She would also entertain 

the children with stories after her early morning swim ï when, according to some 

accounts, more of Edith would be on display than might have seemed appropriate. On 

occasion, she would go to the lodge 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 - to their dismay. And no  wonder, as what 

child wants to listen to some lady give a reading when the great outdoors beckons.  Jim 

Furth, who was the youngest "victim", recalled, "I hated those soirees!" 

 

Edith, a journalist, was much in demand as a lecturer on the womenôs Club circuit in the 

1930s and 1940s. 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 lectured on a wide variety of topics. Her specialty, according to the 

prospectus she mailed to potentially interested groups, was ñinterpreting the womanôs 

viewpoint of events and situations.ò Given ñher rare ability to distinguish between the 

commonplace and the unusualò, her talks were never tedious. The list of  ñinspirationalò 

lectures she offered included ñBeing Fit at Fiftyò, ñThe Importance of Charmò, and ñThe 

Marriage Marathon: a striking new approach to the subject, with a set of commandments 

noted for their easy application.ò] 

 

 

Edith Snow wrote, It was the automobile which forced my husband (Benjamin Bigelow 

Snow), and me to "Take to the Woods".  Our place, Bayberry Knoll,  at Plymouth, Mass. 

was too easily accessible, and I found that I was running a wayside 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 along-shore" would make undesirable inroads on the rest and healthful 

recreation of their vacations and our own.   We 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 should hear it creep up the home driveway.  So 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 I say back road I  mean just 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 nature-loving and hardy souls to 

build simple log cabins along the wooded shores of this lake.  The 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 and Harvey Saunders who live on the 

aforementioned back road.  The logs were cut by them and hauled out of the woods in the 

winter, and allowed to season until Spring, when building could be started.  Harvey 

finally put up a small sawmill across the road from his farmhouse which stands at the 

entrance to the field through which we drive for a half mile to reach the lake-shore 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, spruces, Norway pines and balsams.  We 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 lake.   We 

are just five miles from the ocean at Blue Hill and at Contention Cove on Surry Bay.  

Across the Calf-Town Ridge on the opposite shore of Toddy Pond, lies the Penobscot 

River and the Eggamoggin Reach, so we have just enough salt sea-breezes 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 slopes - green at some times, and at others as blue as Maine 

blueberries. 

     

All the ground that surrounds our cabin has a velvety rust-colored carpet of fragrant pine 

needles that have been accumulating for lifetimes.  Its smooth coolness is so grateful to 

feet burned from rayon stockings and hot, city pavements.   The trees 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 air with showers of flute-like 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 woods.  To wake in the night and 

hear from a distance one frowsy song from a white-throated sparrow as it sleepily and 

happily settles itself in its nest! 

     

We located our cabin with the east porch flush with the brown pine-needle carpet.  

Because the land slopes to the shore, the west porch is elevated four or five feet from the 
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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 shamefaced about succumbing to.  

But it has made life much easier.   

     

We started with very simple ideas and built only two rooms,  one a high-raftered living 

room about twenty feet square with a fireplace built by Bill Leach, the stone mason from 

Blue Hill who was also Harvey Saunderôs father-in-law; he is as gray and rugged as the 

stone he handles so skillfully.   The smaller room adjoining this was know for some time 

as the "Bar Room",  but its usefulness has greatly broadened since the early days.   We 

also built 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 gale.  We might as 

well be out on the ground, except that we have a roof over us.  We have some awning 

canvas on pulleys, which in case of a driving thunderstorm we can rig up to protect the 

three open sides of the porch.   Usually the rain considerately  pours down in a beeline, so 

we do not have to hoist the canvas very often.   Being in this completely open porch is 

like driving in a car with the top down - one sees twice as much.   Every shimmer of 

moonlight caught by the waves, every reflection of  a star, all the quivering in the 

surrounding pines and spruces where the myriad  tiny warblers delicately flutter, upside 

down, catching invisible gnats, can all be enjoyed while lying in bed.   The loveliest 

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

     

The lake is only two jumps from this porch, and in the morning it lies there smooth and 

unruffled as a pool of glass.  I listen until I hear an ever so tiny lisp from the water and 

feel a wisp of air blowing against my cheek. 

 

Then I know that the nine o'clock (or sometimes earlier) breeze is springing up, bringing 

a lot of high waves.   So I leap from my bed, and in two shakes of a lamb's tail I am in 

that velvety water swimming out of the shade of our shore into the sunlight where I can 

get a view of Blue Hill in all its early morning light.  I 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 whose surface is 

speckled and pitted with the raindrops.  This is the most fun of all,  I think.  It is so 

wonderful not to care if one is wet or not.  Up here in these woods one does not mind 

weather because one can dress for it.   Slickers, rubber boots and a black rubber hat like a 

fireman's make it possible to go anywhere no matter how it rains.   We just let it rain, like 

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

replied the husband, "And when it rains I let it rain."  For years I have wished it were 

possible - in other words - fashionable - to dress in the city properly for stormy weather.  

I always swear that I will be a pioneer and do so, but when I 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 spot  where there is not too much wind, and 

where the view is perfect,  and the sunsets can be seen.   It is near the cabin, too.   When 



                                                                        

                                                                    

67 

 

 

                                                                         

 

 

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 us.   It is much simpler to eat 

out of doors.   I don't know why, but there are never as many dishes.  Fingers were made 

before forks anyway, weren't they?  Usually in eating we follow the sun around.   We eat 

wherever it is warm and where the view is best at the moment.   In the city I miss these 

movable feasts.   I get awfully bored with my one dining room. 

     

Another beautiful job that Bill Leach did for us was to build our "Seawall".   In 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 topple into the 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 tip of which he could, sitting at ease in the 

sunset and twilight hours with two rods in the water,  catch all the fresh perch we need 

for our breakfasts.   Well,  we managed to pry Bill away from his temporary  occupation 

which was "lining wild bees" on the green slopes of Blue Hill.   He tells me that not 

everyone can eat wild honey. It has 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 lines.  Bill is one who 

talks to himself audibly all the time he is working.   He talks to the mortar and rocks and 

ropes and tackle.   The big rocks were hauled out of the lake along the shore with a block 

and tackle pulled by a good stout horse.   It took a lot of rocks to build so many rods of 

seawall, and to construct the point, but most of them we hauled out of the lake.   Some 

were fetched from neighboring pastures, and kind friends brought stones whenever they 

saw good ones.  During the construction liquid refreshments were served at not too 

infrequent intervals,  which made the work go merrily, and I think expeditiously.    

     

There was one big Norway pine which was canting over the lake at a perilous angle.   At 

the rate at which it was slipping its roots would have been undermined  in another year or 

so.   The horse and block and tackle were hitched to its heavily padded trunk, and with 

shouts of advice and encouragement the great tree was slowly righted, its roots re-

enforced with earth and buttressed with concrete,  and 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 was said to be 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 disappointed, either.   In a 

convenient spot underneath a tree just  a few feet from the cabin the twig bent forcibly 

downward,  pointing unmistakably to the ground.  The "diviner" enjoyed his triumph 

amid our sighs of relief and admiration, then drove off to finish 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 down into the deepening hole.   Finally the 
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water came in so fast that it got ahead of them and they had to send for Harvey Saunders 

up at the farmhouse.   They had some tile piping ready, and they lowered that down into 

the cavity, section by section.   The well was soon a  fait 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 gas, we would at least allow ourselves 

the luxury of hardwood floors, which Harvey and Ed  laid 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 and so-called bridge lamps.  We 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 I found large, bulging lamp chimneys with owls perched on branches etched on 

their surfaces.  In the loft of a Bucksport ship chandler's I found a lot of "sticking Toms", 

used in the foôcastles of sailing ships to stick into the timbers to hold candles. They are 

made of metal and can be stuck in either horizontally or vertically, according to which 

way the ship is pitching. These look well stuck into the logs of the cabin with orange 

colored candles in them. I made out of the bottoms of used Lily cups, holders for them, to 

catch the candle drip. For evening 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 rafters.  The doors are all Dutch double doors, so that either the top or 

bottom section may be left open. The 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 into the background of the cabin. The logs of which the cabin is built are peeled 

and the interstices between their rounded surfaces are chinked with sphagnum moss. On 

the lake side, where the wind blows more often, they are chinked hard with oakum. This 

gives a delicious fragrance, clean and wholesome, which mingles well with the scent of 

fir -balsam and hot, sun baked pine needles. 

     

The interior of the cabin lends itself well to the folk craft of any country. All the rugs are 

hooked or braided by friends who live up and down our road.  We have collected them 

gradually, and each one means much to us. A few I brought from Cheticamp in Cape 

Breton where they are famous for the originality and quality of their hooked rugs. The 

furniture is old and sturdy, and we found it in lofts over country stores or in the cottages 

of local acquaintances who did not mind parting with it. We 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 from the shack 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, "Take it.  We don't blame yer fer wanting somethin' 

to put yer butt-end 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 desk,  linen and 
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china cupboards (mouse proof) which Harvey or Ed built in for me. When I explained to 

Ed that I would  like a sort of dressing table, to hold my washbowl, pitcher and so forth, 

in the early days, he looked puzzled, but finally light dawned. "Oh, I see what ya mean.   

Sure, I'll build ya a sink." Ed gave me a dresser (though he wouldn't have called it that) 

for my kitchen,  which later evolved from the Bar Room. It is a hand made, weather 

beaten affair which he found in a deserted house and chipmunked for me. The verb "to 

chipmunk" is one we coined up here. It means 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 they built their cabins, gave them 

Indian names reminiscent of the Abenaki and Penobscot Indian tribes who used to live 

and fish and hunt in these beautiful regions. When we were seeking for a name for our 

cabin I hit upon an appropriate Eskimo Indian name, and we call it "The Igloo" (the snow 

hut).  We carried out the Eskimo Indian idea in other details, such as the door knocker 

which is a jointed polar bear carved from wood. It shoots out its legs, and red tongue 

when its string is pulled.  The weather vain was carved for us by Jim Lewis of Worcester, 

and it is a small kayak with two little figures sitting in it;   they 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 the Penobscot Indians at Old Town, and this we christened 

The Kayak. In the cabin we have as many objects as possible made by the Indians. A pair 

of handsome deer skin shoes covered solidly with blue and white wampum stand on the 

fireplace mantle. A big pack basket is used to hold canes and the huge plaid Irish 

umbrella. The wastebaskets and sewing baskets are of sweet grass and birch bark. Our 

bed blankets, woven in Old Town, have a border copied from the pattern of a very old 

basket made of dyed porcupine quills.   The basket belonged to the grandmother of our 

Penobscot Indian friend, Florence Nicola Shay,  whose 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 width copied exactly from this basket.   I found a beautiful box 

in Eastport, Maine on a trip to Grand Manan Island.  It is all made of white porcupine 

quills with decorations in green, and a beaver worked into the cover, all in porcupine 

quills on a birch bark foundation.  

     

For top covers on the beds I use the pure wool hand woven blankets from Mexico and 

Guatemala, for these are wind and rain proof.  The covers for the old chests of drawers 

are hand woven, bright orange and red textiles from Guatemala and the lovely old blue 

and white woven fabrics from Assisi in Italy. Orange 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 Sweden. We had a crane built into the 

fireplace so we can hang a kettle there and hear it sing.   There 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 old oval 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 hot.  I lay the table with my old red damask cloth and napkins, 

though usually when we eat out of doors we don't bother with table cloths.  With the oil 

lamp shining in the center of the table and a brown pot of Lil Lufkin's baked beans and a 



                                                                        

                                                                    

70 

 

 

                                                                         

 

 

steaming loaf of her brown bread,  a bowl of sweet, heaven- blue berries as big as hazel 

nuts and a pitcher of cream from Mrs. Carter's farm across the swamp, a plate of her good 

butter and a pot of unrationed coffee, who could wish for more?   I heard a girl in 

Ellsworth Saturday shout to a friend, "I'll be seein' ya about bean time". 

     

Of course you might prefer a breakfast eaten in your bathing suit in the bright morning 

sun.   I 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 home-made bread, 

jam made from raspberries picked in Frank Whitney's garden the day before, and some 

poached or coddled duck eggs from Lil Lufkin's duck yard. The duck eggs are hard to 

come by, Lil says, because "they just drop 'em anywhere, and half the time you never can 

find 'em".  Oh, I forgot to mention Myra Whitney's doughnuts! They are fried in real lard 

made from their own pig, and until you have tasted Myra's doughnuts you ain't eaten 

nothin' yet. Two or three of these with a hunk or so of Vermont rat-trap cheese eaten just 

before retiring to the sleeping porch at night assures a good night's sleep.   There is no 

"planned starvation" in Maine - not yet. 

     

As time went on it became necessary to add other appendages to the cabin,  known 

hereinafter as the Igloo. We went in for luxury in a big way by putting in a white sink in 

the kitchen-bar room, and then we finally got terribly effete and added a bathroom of all 

things!  The tub is exceedingly useful, not for coal, but to hold Frank Whitney's succulent 

vegetables until such time as I get around to put them in the pressure cooker and serve 

them forth on the red damask cloth or elsewhere.   It is also indispensable for floating live 

lobsters overnight when brought back kicking from the icy waters of Frenchman's Bay.   

Not brought back by us this summer, I hasten to add, but by the itinerant fisherman.    For 

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 and moisture proof 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 only sailboat happened to pass. This neat little Chick Sales job 

had been handsomely camouflaged by a young man who is now a lieutenant in the U.S. 

Navy, but was then one of the architects who designed the new wing for the Philadelphia 

Academy of Fine Arts. I mention this only to give the reader an idea of the masterly work 

done in camouflaging our "Susie". The paint has stood up well, and the pine 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 pristine and deceiving freshness. When the Sears 

Roebuck innovation was being contemplated I overheard my husband ordering Harvey 

Saunders to raze "Susie" to the ground.  He says I 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 of the three-burner-with-portable-oven 

oil stove by a handsome little white enamel gas range and a good, bright gaslight 

overhead, all attached to a cylinder of Philgas stationed under a metal hood outside. This 

is the quickest, hottest flame I ever cooked with, and it makes the electric range seem like 

an old plough horse in comparison.   The wonder is that we were not bright enough to put 

in a gas icebox at the same time, but no one foresaw the food shortage and gasoline 

famine.  Our ice is cut from Toddy Pond and 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 study, where Harvey 

built my desk in front of a spacious window looking over the lake.   The end window 

looks through a long stretch of tall pine trees where the sunshine makes shimmering 

patterns on the rust colored carpet. The third gives on  a smaller grove with a carpet of 

scarlet bunch berries with their glossy green leaves, waxy white Indian pipe, and trails of 

Princess pine.   Brown long-eared rabbits lope through there often, to nibble toothsome 

tit-bits.   It is difficult to work in a room with such views, but who 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 the crimson life-blood of the Fall. Our pet mink 

runs at night along the top of the sea wall, probably to inspect the bait traps. 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 warden,  who 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 head of moose and deer in the 

county. He tells us how fast they are diminishing despite his watchful care. He is 

responsible too for keeping the salmon poachers away from the streams in the off 

season. A 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 season.  Sometimes a sick cow moose 

will wander right into a friendly door-yard 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 other inhabitants of the lake, begin to try their heavy wings 

in flight about this time. Their eerie calls and laughter echo across the water especially at 

night when the moon is shining.   They sail and dive close inshore, curving their white 

ringed necks and dipping their glossy black heads. A loon is an enormous bird, weighing 

around fifteen pounds - as 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, and learning something of their ways of living 

and thinking. But a story about them would be another tale. As we leave camp after 

Labor Day they are all sad to see us go, for the road is sparsely settled and the distances 

rather long between houses. But the duck season 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 changed, temporarily, due to the war.  

From almost every house one or two men have gone into the armed forces, and the rest 

are working in the shipyards at Ellsworth. There is such a shortage of labor that it is 

difficult for people to get their winter's supply of wood cut and hauled, or to get their ice 

cut for summer, or their meadows mowed. Many families from our road have moved into 

the county seat for the winter so as to be near their work. The country- side this winter 

will be given over to the squirrels, chipmunks, hedgehogs, and raccoons. The wild duck 

and the deer will wonder what has become of their enemies.  Ill blows 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 city we will dream of the sound of rain and pine 

needles pattering on the roof of our log cabin in the heart of Maine. The squirrels who 

today scold us do so roundly from the limbs of nearby trees (because are we not 

trespassing on their domain?) will work havoc in the warm, dry interior of the Igloo the 

minute our departing foot steps leave them in possession.  But if some summer we should 

fail to return (which God forbid) I am sure they would gather, and chatteringly (sic) 

inquire, "Where are the Snows of yesteryear?" 

 

 

**********  
 

TODDY POND PASTIMES 
(or why weôve never needed a country club) 

 

Sarah LeVine, 2009 

 

One frigid day in early March, I talked with Betty and Lucy Leaf about how Toddy Pond 

denizens had entertained themselves before anyone had heard of cable TV or the Web. 

 Letôs start with winter pastimes, I said. On a day like today -- sixteen degrees, two 

foot of snow on the ground, cloudy. How would you have fun? 

 ñIce fishing!ò  Betty replied. ñIn winter it was the focus of a lot of peopleôs lives. 

Though you still see fishermen on the pond today, twenty years ago youôd have seen a lot 

more. Anyone could do it so long as they had a license (the warden kept a close look-out 

for violators) and if they didnôt have shore-front property, they could ask a friend who 

did, to give them  access.ò  

Bettyôs late husband, Charley Leaf (he died in 1995) and their neighbor, Jim 

Furth, (he died in 2004) were both avid fishermen. At the beginning of the season ï 

which was whenever the ice was judged to be óthick enoughô ï each would dig four or 

five holes with an ñaugerò, a power drill; in the holes theyôd set and bait spring-loaded 

wooden traps and then theyôd pull out their huts, parked since the previous spring on the 

shore, and position them near their traps. Jimôs hut was ñsort of round, like an appleò, 

windowless, never quite finished and always in need of repair. Charleyôs hut had a 8ô X 

4ô frame covered by a blue tarp, windows, a stout door and was in excellent repair. Both 

were on runners and quite easy to move around. 
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                                                 Charley Leafôs ice fishing house 

ñAfter lunch Charley would go down to tend his traps ï some fish heôd bring home to eat 

and the rest heôd throw out for the eagles. (By morning theyôd always be gone.)  Heôd 

read, have a smoke, and get on his ATV to visit other fishermen and discuss the pros and 

cons of different baits (an endlessly interesting topic). Jim didnôt necessarily get out on 

the ice so early but 4 pm. would always see him out  there because thatôs when his wife, 

Winifred, and I joined him and Charley for happy hour. Because Charleyôs hut was much 

better equipped than Jimôs ï it had four chairs, a propane heater, a ósmoking sectionô, and 

a shelf where the óhoochô ï Southern Comfort ï and our tin mugs were stored ï thatôs 

where we had our rendez-vous. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                       Jim Furth and his catch 
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ñSeven afternoons a week weôd drink two-three hours and chat and then weôd go home 

for supper.ò 

 Betty chuckled. ñIt was amazing to see those men  -- theyôd grown up together on 

the pond; then theyôd gone off to work at their professions and now they were back, 

retired, with grown kids of their own --- chasing one another  across the ice in VW bugs 

and ATVs, spinning around -- acting like teenagers! Really, theyôd formed a new club.ò 

 

 

Skating was another winter pastime. You needed the ice not only thick enough but 

smooth enough. Before the first snowfall was best. But you only got perfect skating 

conditions every seven or eight years. ñThis winter, even though the ice wasnôt quite 

perfect,ò Lucy interjected, ñI skated right to the southern end of Upper Toddy and back.ò 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

                                                            Ice hockey anyone? 

 

 

In summer, ñof course we always had swimming,ò said Betty, who spent her first summer 

on the pond as a new bride in 1946.  

ñAs kids, we had to pass a series of tests,ò Lucy explained. ñWe had to swim 

further and further 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 óswimmerô.ò  

ñEveryone had a canoe or two -- today you see more kayaks which are so much 

lighter and faster,ò Lucy  continued. ñWhen I was a kid the craze was for speed boats and 

waterskiing but after the energy crunch in the late 1970s sailing came into vogue. 

Suddenly we were seeing óSunfishesô all over. They had only one sail, a center board, a 

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 essential as Sunfishes turn over easilyé You were always falling 

into the water and having to right the boat and climb back in.ò 
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Betty recalled ñFamily Jewelò, the Sunfish she went out and bought without 

telling anyone. ñIôd inherited some jewelry from my mother, old fashioned pieces I knew 

Iôd never wear. So I sold them and bought a Sunfish with the money. Hence the name. 

Then Jim Furth taught me how to sail her and how to turn her back up when sheôd turned 

over. By the late 1980s, windsurfers were also being seen on the pond. But they take 

much more skill than Sunfishes and they arenôt for the faintheartedé Once itôs up, the 

wind on Toddy can be pretty strong.ò 

Camping was something else that people did a lot of. Often you just camped 

somewhere on your own property ï put up a tent, 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 and Indian Island too and several times all the way 

down the lake to Saundersô Island. Saundersô Island belonged to Wilbur Saunders whose 

permission she was careful to obtain in advance. But she wasnôt sure who owned the 

other islands so she just she took her chances and luckily no one complained.  

 Lucy loved hiking round the pond. Mostly she would go from camp road to 

logging road down to the southern end and then across Wilbur Saundersô property to 

Puzzle Brook. From there, using the beaver dam as a bridge, she would cross into Blue 

Hill. Once she hiked the whole way round ï from 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 most common summer pastime. ñIn the 1970s, all the 

year-rounders and those who came up for the whole summer had a garden. Even I did, 

and believe me, I was no green thumb. But in those counter-culture days, I thought I 

ought to grow my own vegetables, so Iôd ask Gertrude Saunders, who was the queen 

gardener in the neighborhood (she and her husband, Harvey, lived in the cottage where 

Greg and Courtney Weaver live now), for advice and then Iôd try to do as sheôd told me. 

After a good many years I calculated that the vegetables I grew were costing me more 

than if Iôd bought them at the store. Also, instead of spending time with my sons who 

were out of school or home from college, I was spending the whole of August canning!        

So I quit. Not that Iôd want to discourage others, but they should go into it with the 

understanding that a garden is a lot of work!ò  

   

 

   

******************  

 

 

RUTH BROWN OF HIAMOVI (ñHigh Chiefò) 

 
Sarah LeVine, 2005 

 

Ruth Cushing Brown is a long time summer resident of Toddy Pond. Her first visit to 

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 Bucksport where she was met by her beau, William (ñBillò) 

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 stoneôs throw from his friend Elmer F. Smithôs cabin. Ruthie - as she was called as a 

girl and is still by her intimates - spent a week in the new two-room camp which, like 

many camps of that era, boasted a handsome fieldstone fireplace. ñFrom the camp,ò 

Ruthie says, ñyou could see clear to Blue Hill to the southeast and the sun setting in the 

west. But trees long ago blocked those views.ò 

 

After she and Bill got married on September 1, 1936, they started a family and Ruthie 

would come up in June with her children Bucky, Bruce and Barbara. ñBill was a high 

school athletic director so he got summers off. With the exception of World War II, we 

came every summer. But we could never stay through Labor Day because Bill had to get 

back to New Jersey for football practice.ò 

 

Through the late 1940ôs they had a kerosene stove and a hand pump next to the sink in 

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 remembers riding with 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 needed TV? Bruce, who winters in Delaware City and summers on the pond 

says, ñWe made our own program. We learned to swim very young, we fished and we 

messed around in our row boat though we werenôt allowed to take it out until we could 

swim to Hen Rock - which was all of 100 yards from our beach - and back. We also had a 

16-foot motor boat and we werenôt allowed to take that out until we could swim across 

Toddy Pond from our beach to Wescottôs Point.ò Bruce remembers pitching a tent on 

Twin Island, back when there were two islands. Only one island exists today. 

 

ñEvery summer we climbed Blue Hill Mountainò Bucky recalls. ñHarvey Saunders was 

the first fire warden and we always thought it was great to visit him in his tower on Blue 

Hillò. 

 

The Browns put up a tent platform for their three children. ñYeah, we had netting,ò says 

Bucky with a grin, ñbut plenty of mosquitoes got in our tent anyway, and they were 

vicious. We still call the mosquito the Maine State Birdò. 

 

ñAll the Brown men were - and still are - extremely fond of fishingò says Ruthie. ñMy 

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 then bass 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 not too many people want to eat bass.ò Ruth 

remembers packing lunches for those all-day family fishing excursions that Bill loved to 
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make several times a week to area ponds. 

 

ñGenerally, we knew our neighbors whose kids and grandkids, in most cases, own the 

same camps today. We didnôt get to know too many people who lived farther away.ò 

Travel on the pond was much slower then, mostly canoes and row boats though small 

motor boats started coming in the 1950s.ò 

 

In 1990, ten property owners in the immediate neighborhood got together to form the 

Toddy Protective Association. From Gertrude Saunders, who had been recently widowed, 

they bought the remaining 2 - 3 acres of open land along the shore to prevent any further 

development. ñThe landôs under covenant. Thereôs to be no more building on it everò, 

says Ruthie. Association families* have enjoyed 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 years ago. She still uses her grandmotherôs 

kettle to make jam.  

 

Over the years, Ruthie gradually increased the Brown 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 with 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 own it jointly. 

 

Of his young granddaughterôs summer, Bucky Brown says ñItôs pretty much like mine 

was, only with kayaking added...When I was a kid it was the best place in the world to be 

in summer, and it still is.ò 

 

* In addition to the Brown/Stoyells at Hiamovi (ñHigh Chiefò) and Mahng (ñLoonò), 

TPA member families are: the Pattersons at Adjidaumo (ñRed Squirrelò), Shuhshuhgah 

(ñBlue Heronò) and Gitche Manito (ñGreat Spirit/ Master of Lifeò); the Nichols at 

Maskwamozi (ñWhite Birchesò); the Gerstein/Halperns at Mudwayaushka (ñSound of 

Waves on the Shoreò); the Mayers at Saccarappa (ñTowards the Rising Sunò); the 

Fielding/Pages at Wabanaki (ñPeople of the Dawn/ the Sovereign Indian Nationò); the 

Earls at Sheldonôs folly, Lee Farkas and Coda Roberson at Nokomis (ñMother of 

Wenonah and grandmother of Hiawathaò); Tim Furth at 1038 Toddy Pond Road; the 

Lincolns at 38 Nokomis Lane; the Smiths at Muskaday (ñMeadowò), and the Weavers at 

ñThe Capeò, 1050 Toddy Pond Road.  

 

**********  
 

 

THE BAYER-LALLY CAMP 
Trundy Lane 

 

Sarah LeVine, 2006 
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Millard Eldridge, father of Pauline (Polly) Lally and grandfather of Jeff and Mark Bayer, 

was a pulp dealer. Originally from the Island Falls in the northern past of the state, he 

sold timber to the Bucksport paper mill. He had a connection with Surry through his wife. 

A Saunders from Sedgwick, she had many cousins in the town, including Harvey 

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 boat capsized and several people drowned. Polly 

recalls that her mother was ever after terrified of the water. Mrs. Eldridge died aged 90 on 

her sixty-fifth wedding anniversary in 1990; her husband died aged 95 in 1995. 

 

Millard Eldridge owned 100 acres on Upper Toddy which he had ñselectò cut for timber 

(i.e. as an early ecologist, he didnôt ñclear cutò; nor did he cut trees closer than eighty feet 

back from the shore). In the early 1950s, he sold sixteen 100-by-100 foot shore-front lots 

at $5 per foot to friends from 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, when she was 

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 Bucksport, they moved 

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 parentsô camp on Toddy Pond for a month each 

summer. Later, she and Tuck built their own camp next door to her parentsô log cabin 

(now Jeffôs camp). Originally just one room with an outhouse, over the years it has 

expanded to include two bedrooms, a sleeping loft, a screened porch, living room, 

kitchen and bathroom. In those 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 ñroad commissionerò and the charge is still only $35.)  

 

In 1981, soon after Polly and Tuck Bayer had built their ñdreamò house in Bucksport, 

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 waterfront 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 ñme, me, meò. But in recent years things have 

improved a lot. Not only has the community come back to life ï residents take more care 

of the pond, there are fewer motor boats and more canoes, sailing boats and kayaks ï but 

the pond itself is regenerating. For example, there are more turtles now than there were in 

years past, and whereas you used to see many deformed frogs, theyôre looking healthier 

now. Thereôs a lot more wild life around as well, including deer, turkeys and foxes. 
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Of the 17 Trundy Lane camps, only three ïAmes, Smith and Bayer -- are in the hands of 

the original families. However, most of the newcomers, like the original owners, are from 

Bucksport. ñThereôs a close, quiet, warm feeling, a family atmosphere,ò Polly reports.  

She continues, ñReal estate people are always coming to Jeff and Mark asking to buy 

acreage in back of us, but they donôt intend to develop the land they inherited from their 

grandfather. Theyôll keep the place as it is just as long as they can.ò 

 

 

**********  
 

     

 

 

 

DOG-SLEDDING ON TODDY POND 

 
Lucy Leaf, 2009 

 

 

During the 1980s, Sam Woodward and I did a lot of dog-sledding  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, passers-by would see our teams pulling carts along Rt. 176; 

theyôd be heading for  the network of logging trails behind Lorado and Ellen Carter's 

Gold Stream Marsh farm house. You can still see a óCaution, sled dogsô sign near Sam 

Woodward's driveway.   

     

When enough 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 would 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 dark.  In the 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 I would run our teams at night after we got in from 

work, and since one or other of us was usually running (ómushingô) alone, my parents, 

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 house. If our team came ambling in 

without a light behind them my father would go out looking for the absent ómusherô. And 

long after our team had returned, heôd find Sam or me trudging home alone. 

    

Since the take-off from our house was a downhill stretch, followed by a tight turn through 

a gap in a rock wall, several family 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 company from the team in the first hundred yards down from our house.   

 

Sometimes I didnôt do any better myself. I remember once when I was giving a training 

demonstration to my young nephews who happened to be visiting, the ódraggingô rope 

that restrained the 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 

ódraggingô rope)?"   

 

At the time I 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 hut.  In a second, the leaders had gobbled up the catch of the 

day which the fisherman had just laid out on the ice in a neat row. Of course this set the 

rest of the dogs fighting amongst themselves.   

 

I learned a good lesson from that experience: Donôt go out running in icy conditions 

where your brake canôt get a hold. 
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After they moved down with their dogs 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 evening and occasionally in between. The howling would 

rise to a crescendo and then fall and fade away.  Sometimes 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 complaints.  Some of our 

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.  

     

 

*********************  

 

 

UPPER TODDY CAMP HISTORIES 
 

 

1. THE AMES CAMP  

 

Trundy Lane, Surry  

Upper Toddy 

 

Tim Ames writes, our camp was built in about 1955 -- when I was 4 years old -- by my 

late father, Fred Ames, with help from my uncle, Chester Smith, both of Bucksport. I can 

just barely remember when it was under construction. My fatherôs friend, Don Smith, 

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 between where our 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, I remember a ladder was laid flat 

across the swamp, so one could get to the beach without getting oneôs feet wet. Speaking 

of things you can't do nowadays, I remember that the camp road used to have a 

"community dump", right off the camp road, opposite the driveway where the Tibaldi 

camp is now. This dump was closed about 40 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 the top of the camp road, occupied by people 

named Astbury. Itôs long ago fallen down and been overrun with bamboo. I 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 name ñTrundy Laneò of our camp 

road. 

 

Every summer, as far back as I can remember, my family moved out to our camp from 

Bucksport, as soon as school was done, and my father commuted to work at what was 

then the "St. Regis" mill. My wife and I now spend most of the year in sunny San Diego, 

but vacation at the camp as long as possible every year; and 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 Dean writes, in the year 2000, my wife Bonnie and I were new arrivals to the area, 

coming from New York State by way 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 and were so surprised when we (Bonnie) discovered and bought a 

camp owned by Harlan Billings of Billings Marine in Stonington.  The 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 a cottage behind and tore down the camp.  Then things really 

started to happen.  The old camp next door became available.  It is on a point across from 

Boy Scout Island (so it's called on "Google Earth") at the northern end of Upper Toddy.  

The earliest date we have for it is 1944.  Around that time, the original part of the camp 

was built by William Wescott: two additions and porch were built in later years.  It was 

sold to Samuel gray and Henry Dunbar in 1969 who sold it to Archie McEachern in 

1985.  When we 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 20 acres.  Life on the 

pond was too compelling and we have since become "year rounders".  We added on to 

the cottage on the Billings Lot and even brought Bonnie's horse Streaka.  Now the old 

camp on the point is a weekly rental that Bonnie handles along with a log cabin we built 

on the lot across the road.  Bonnie's renters love the old camp on "Osprey Point", as it has 

an authentic charm that cannot be recreated in a newer building.  We can easily see it 

from the main house (known as "Toad Hall") and so it has become a regular subject in 

our photography.  It 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 summer.  We often go for long walks on Gus Moore Road without ever seeing 

a car go by.  The winter can sometimes compete with the busiest days of summer when 

ice fishing season starts.  We are regularly entertained by the activity right out our 

windows.  The Stanley Shorey Camp next door is often frequented by any number of 

relations and we admire the family flavor of their outings accompanied by the sounds of 

children's laughter.  As 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.  

I bought the camp from him in 1983 or so, and I remodeled it in 2004. 

 

Several winters ago I was headed to the British Virgin Islands on a boat trip. I had to 

gather bathing suits etc. for the trip and so scurried off to the camp to collect such gear. 
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When I  got there I found numerous cars in the drive and I had to park out on the road. As 

I was walking down the drive, strangers came and asked me what I was doing there.  I 

said I owned the place and had come to pick up some gear. When I asked them how long 

theyôd been coming, they said, ñOh, we come every year to ice fish and have a family 

day.ò They had fires going and pop-ups on the place and probably 15 people were having 

a wonderful time. I shook the hand of the head of the group and said, ñHave a great time, 

and use the camp whenever.ò They still come, and Iôm truly glad they do, 

 

A great way to make friends. 

 

 

4. THE GELINAS CAMP  

Toddy Pond Road, Surry 

Upper Toddy 

 

Judy Gelinas writes, in 1992, my husband Ernie and I 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 permanently from 

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 the rise to our left towards Surry educated the 

neighborhood children.  It was called the 5
th
 District School. One student who studied 

there was Lorado Carter who grew up at Gold Stream Farm and whose widow and 

daughter and son-in-law still live there. Church services 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 at 5
th
 District School, though I donôt know for 

sure.  

 

As our town grew,  the need arose for a larger, more centralized school. The students left 

for Surry, the schoolhouse fell into disuse, and, in the late l940s Alvah Leach and ñBean 

Potò Webster moved in.  These two rather eccentric friends made it their home 

for several years. Alvah is reported to have been extremely fond of books and to have 

owned more than a thousand, all of which heôd read. As they didnôt have running water 

theyôd eat off every dish and only when every one was dirty would they haul in water to 

wash them. They didnôt wash themselves too often, either. Neighbors remember seeing 

them in April, after the ice melted, going down to the pond to take their spring bath. 

Eventually the school house burned down -- the foundation  is still visible on the hill. 

After the fire, a neighbor helped Alvah build a small camp near the schoolhouse which is 

known now as ñTomôs Placeò.  He lived there, with his meager possessions, many years.  

Bean Pot build a similar dwelling to the immediate right of Alvahôs.  The area is now 

quite overgrown with brush 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 



                                                                        

                                                                    

85 

 

 

                                                                         

 

 

mother passed away.  He was a dedicated farmer and some of our neighbors 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 sales records indicating produce 

sold and its price.  On an exceptionally good day, Leland earned $3.00; but many 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  picking his blueberries. Unfortunately, he never 

did return to pick them because before the next season he had passed away in a local 

nursing home. 

 

He was buried, just up the road, in the West Surry Cemetery.  

 

Farming didnôt return much profit so, as Leland needed more money, he began selling off 

camp lots on Toddy Pond.  Eventually, he sold 6 or 7 lots on what is now known as 

Carter Cove Road which left him  -- and now my husband and me --with about 2,000 feet 

of water frontage on what is basically a nature cove.  The cove has an abundance of  

water- fowl, beavers, otters, osprey, eagles, loons and an occasional moose. Itôs a great 

place for kayaking and canoeing.  

 

In the fall of 2006, just a year after moving up here for good, my husband and I started a 

major reconstruction 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, bedroom, pantry, bath mud roomé and central heat.  Landscaping, using native 

plants, was done to complete the project. 

 

Restoring this wonderful old house has been a labor of love, but 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, Blue Hill  

Upper Toddy 

 

Lynn Hathaway writes, I 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 Johnson writes, many years before I was born, there was a sawmill on the spot 

where I 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 pieces from the 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 went through 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 donôt remember my first visit to Toddy Pond though I was told it was just after I was 

born in August 1941. While my father was building our camp, we lived in the log cabin 

in the pines.  

 

As I grew older, I got to know every inch of the lake and in those days there were no 

camps on the western shore or in the Narrows.  I also got to know everyone who lived on 

the lake, especially on Upper Toddy. With my mother, I would visit Mrs. Lufkin who 

lived in the ñTaylorò house up on the hill behind us. She taught my mother how to baked 

beans, make brown bread in a can, blueberry jam and pies ï all on a wood stove. 

 

We also visited the two Mrs. Carters (Loradoôs mom and Lelandôs mom).  When Lorado 

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 Carter, a fastidious gardener, my 

father took up organic gardening, and so our garden was born. We would walk up to the 

Cunninghamsô place, which now belongs to the Driscolls, and Iôd play with Pearl, 

Barbara, Marshall (ñPinocchioò), and Maurice. We also knew the Smiths and the Furths 

on Sheldonôs Folly, and the Browns and Dr. Page on Nokomis Way. And of course we 

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 ice for his own 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 stationed at Dow air Force Base, he would buzz their cabin ï there 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 lake. We had a wooden row boat, ñthe Elfinò,  which later 

on had a ¾ horsepower motor. We also had a square-back 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. 

Lufkinôs house and my bother and their son became good friends. We would meet on the 

road and Phil Cunningham would pick us up and off weôd go to the blueberry barrens to 

rake.  

 

Throughout my childhood we would come over to our camp from Bucksport (where we 

lived) on spring, fall and winter weekends; and on Memorial Day weekend weôd move 

out and stay at the lake all summer through Labor Day. When I was twelve I started 

working summers at Camp Nokomis for Bud & Sylvia Rouix and Andy & Esther 

Levesque. My job was to ring the wake-up bell, serve meals, and clean cabins. 

 

When I graduated from nursing school, I joined the army to see the world, which I did; 

but I was always thrilled to get back to Toddy Pond. In 1984, after my father had passed 

away in his garden in 1980 and my two oldest children had gone off to the Navy and 

college, my husband and I sold our  house in Brewer and built the log home we live in 

now by the lake. In the early 1990s, I would go up to the Saunders place to visit with 

Gertrude and help her take care of Harvey. 

 

My children grew up on the lake, much like my brother and I 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 years old. And weôre 

all hoping to keep the tradition going for generations to come.  

 

 

7. THE LANDRY CAMP  

 

ñU-Need-A-Restò, Butler Lane, Surry 

Upper Toddy 

 

Esther Landry  writes, Camp U-Need-A-Rest,  was built in 1903 for Dr. William E. and 

Lucy Jane Curtis Emery of Surry, 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 one-room cabin. Nearby a lean-to provided shelter for his 

horse, General.  The granite 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 family 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 bedroom and fireplace were added.  A bath-house, 

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 place of 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 initially.  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 entries are still legible. 

 

 

8. THE LEAF CAMP  

 

Leaf Lane, Surry 

Upper Toddy 

 

Betty Leaf recalls that she first came to Surry as a young married woman shortly after 

World War II. As a child, her husband, Charley Leaf, had come to stay at Camp Nokomis 

with his parents. As a teenager, heôd worked summers at the Camp as a ñgoferò and 

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 married man whose wife was expecting their first child, he couldnôt afford, he 

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 Harvey Saunders 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.)  

 

ñWe spent every summer vacation on the pond,ò Betty recalls. ñFor a good while 

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 

call óhomeô.ò One summer in the 1960s, Charley and Betty and their children were 

vacationing as usual at the elder Leafsô when Professor John Galbraith, aged 90+, who 

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 12 acres; only he 

didnôt have $9000. The professor asked him how much money he did have, and when he 

said he thought he could raise $5000, the professor accepted his offer. 

 

ñFrom then on, the two boys and I  would stay in the main camp which the professor had 

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 óSister Maryôs campô down on the shore. (Sister Mary 

was Professor Galbraithôs late sister. Charley would join us whenever he could. Later on, 
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when he was stationed States-side at Loring Air Force Base near Caribou, most weekends 

heôd fly down to Dow Air Force Base in Bangor where Iôd pick him up drive him to 

Surry. What I remember most clearly about those years was being in our kitchen which 

Charley had renovated for me. With five kids, all of whom had óMaineô appetites, I did 

an awful lot of cooking!ò  

 

After Charley retired in 1971, he and Betty built the year-round house in which their 

daughter, Nancy Salminen, and her husband, Dick, both retired teachers, live now. ñWe 

lived in that house for 25 years and raised our sons, Chip and Bill, there,ò Betty says. 

Both boys attended the Surry School (Betty was on the school board), and George 

Stevens Academy in Blue Hill. ñCharleyôs close boyhood friend was Lorado Carter who 

lived in the farm house on the far side of Gold Stream Marsh; theyôd remained good 

friends and in retirement Charley saw a great deal of Lorado.ò 

 

When her husband passed away in 1995, Betty moved away to an apartment in Bucksport 

and daughter Nancy and her husband Dick moved into their ñretirementò house. ñIôd 

come to the pond in June and live in óSister Maryôs campô all summer,ò Betty recalls. 

ñAnd in the fall, when the camp got too cold for me, Iôd head for Bucksport. That was my 

schedule for eight years until my daughter Nancy built a new house ï what she jokingly 

calls the ódowerô house ï for me on the hill. Iôm thrilled to be back óhomeô on Toddy 

Pond.ò 

 

Four of the five Leaf children have or have had places of their own in the compound. 

Bill, the youngest sibling, who lives in Gloucester, MA, his wifeôs home town, also 

spends a lot of time in Surry. Nancy has the house that Charlie and Betty built for their 

retirement and óSister Maryôsô camp; Barbara (who lives the rest of the year in Vermont) 

has the óGalbraithô camp; and Lucy (epic traveler), who likes to live simply between 

adventures, has a one-room log cabin near the shore. For several years, Chip had the 

white clapboard house up on the road that Charles and Betty had inherited 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 few years 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 Saraôs daughter Courtney lives with her 

husband Greg Weaver and three small sons in the old Saunders house on the 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 Heritage Trust. 

 

 

 

9. THE LOFTUS-SOCKBESON CAMP 

 

ñ30ò, 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 I would make the trip down from Bangor to visit them.   

 

 

We purchased our lot 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 built a year-round home.  Although many 

members of the family assisted in building the 3-bedroom cape, the primary builders 

were Thomas and Albert Sockbeson.  It was completed in July of 1993 and soon became 

a year-round magnet for our 9 children, 22-grandchildren, one great grand child, and a 

wide circle of friends. 

 

Having spent nearly 44-years in the newspaper business we searched for a newspaper 

connection to name our new home.  Since this is our retirement home we decide on  -30-. 

It (ñ30ò) was used at the end of news dispatches sent by telegraph back in the 1800s.  In 

this way, so some people say, ñ30ò became the standard signal from the end of a 

telegraphed news story and later was used on local copy as well.  Even today it is 

occasionally used at the bottom of press releases sent to news associations by fax 

machines and Internet around the world. 

 

 

 


