
1 

Prepare yourselves for another stupendously exciting 
year in the life of Nancy Lee! Well, okay...maybe not 
quite as stupendous as one would think, but I have 
been kept pretty busy this year, and, because I do not 
wish this newsletter to be longer than the novel War 
and Peace, I am starting this year’s events in May. 

Lone Star Art Guild Convention 
 In May, we had the Lone Star Art Guild convention. It 
was co-sponsored by the Conroe Art League, the 
Lufkin Art Guild and the Livingston Art League. They 
were having it at the Del Lago Resort on the shores of 
Lake Conroe. Very posh...you know.  Anyway, in an 
attempt to get more artists to stay overnight at the facili-
ty, we got Vie Dunn-Harr to do the Friday night demo, 
AND  I came up with a dandy idea . We would have a 
“How many artists can you pack into one hotel room” 
contest. My art league, the Northwest Art League chal-
lenged the Conroe Art League to this amazing contest.  
 
I spent a couple weeks prior to the convention doing 
email taunts which included a great one featured Ralph 
Baker as the Northwest Art League’s SECRET WEAP-
ON! 

Ralph had volunteered to be our head packman! I have 
included that picture of our secret weapon above! 
 
So, Friday night comes around, and we get everyone 
together in room 710 which was Mary Blain’s and my 
room. At one time we had 28 people in that room, but 
not nearly enough to pack the room; so, ever quick to 
respond to changing events, we decide to have a "How 

Many Artists Can You Pack Onto One Bed " contest. 
This idea was met with boos and downright belligerence; 
so, I quickly changed it to " How Many Artists Can You 
Pack Into One Hotel Bathroom" contest. This seemed to 
sit better with  the rowdy bunch , and we began with the 
Conroe Art League.  

 
The Conroe League refused to fill 
the bathroom with people until 
provided with enough liquid sus-
tenance to last them through their 
ordeal. I think they were WAY too 
happy in there and several bot-
tles of wine were passed hand 
over hand to the far corners of the 
bathroom. 
 
There was some dubious people 

counting on the way out of the bathroom. They 
CLAIMED that 24 went out the side door of  the bath-
room that emptied into the bedroom--- and 22 went out 
the front door. "What were we BLIND...didn't we see 
them exit that 
way?!!" Weellllll....I 
wasn't born yester-
day, so I demanded 
a recount as I didn’t 
think 46 people 
could EVER fit in 
there anyway, let 
alone what they 
“claimed” was their 
total., The recount 
came up with 16!, 
HUMPH! Not even 

They were certainly a rowdy lot ...that Conroe League, 

but they looked to be having a great time! 

Mary pressed up 

against the sink 

pipes...heh...heh...heh 

Ralph & Kathleen wrestled over the 

trophy! 
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close to 46 people they said 
they had in there! 
 
The Northwest Art League 
was next. Our photogra-
pher, Mary Blain had to de-
sert her post to participate; 
so, all we have for a picture 
is the beginning packees! 
Our great winning strategy 
took advantage of a weak-
ness in the Conroe League 
tactics. No one on their 
team would "dirty" them-
selves by crawling under 
the bathroom sink. Luckily 
for NWAL Mary Blain, 
Mariepa Wurschy and myself had no such qualms, and 
we stuffed the three of us under the sink! I am including 
a picture of Mary Blain I took while she had her cheek 
pressed against the drain pipe. She yelled at me quite 
a bit because the wussy thought the flash had blinded 
her for life! GEESH!  
The Northwest Art League triumphed by two people! 
Our final count was 18! Mary Blain and I made the dan-
dy trophy which Mary had engraved with " BEST 
PACKER- GRAND WINNER - 2006!" and we had 
stuffed with 18 bendy, happy face people I found at 
Party City! Ralph accepted for the Northwest Art 
League. His acceptance speech was only slightly less 
long then George Bush’s last State of the Union ad-
dress. People were beginning to get rowdy so we had 
to cut him off.  

 
The Conroe League was so hacked off at our recount 
of their 46 people...that Kathleen Rowland (CAL) put up 
a valiant fight against superior strength (Ralph) to re-
gain control of the trophy! In the process of the pulling 
back and forth, the trophy lost all its little, bendy, happy 
face people on the floor!  
 

As the night rolled along, the trophy was taken apart 
and showed disrespect. Nellie Kress (President ALFB) 

helped Mary Blain in what 
they claimed was an 
"educational display" to 
demonstrate something 
about "positions". HUMPH! 
 

Fort Worth Stock-
yards! 

 
Last Memorial Day, my neph-
ew Charlie invited his sisters 
and Mother to come out to 
Dallas for a visit . He invited 
me up to join them. I hadn’t been back to Dallas in a 
VERY long time and it was a trip, I tell you! It has defi-
nitely changed! 
 
Charlie graduated with a Master’s degree in materials 
engineering and went to work for NASA in Florida. That 
got boring (hard to believe!) so he went to work for Capi-
tal One in Dallas . That got boring so now he is attending 
Northwestern University to get a law degree. It tires me 
out just to think of it!  
 

Charlie and his girlfriend, Amanda, had a whole schedule 
planned for this trip. it was cool! Charlie had made us a 
“tourist uniform” which was a T-shirt. On the back of the 
T-Shirt was the planned Itinerary for the whole stay! I’d 
say that got planned down to a gnat’s hair!  One day was 
spent at the Ft Worth Stockyards. Now, 20 years ago 
when I lived up there the stockyards were ho-hum 
okay...now the stockyards have turned into a tourist Mec-
ca! Ft. Worth might rival Fredericksburg or Wimberley for 
being a knick-knack capital  of Texas! It was most defi-
nitely cool, and we all had a great time there.  
 
The next day was spent tooling around Dallas. We went 
for a walk at White Rock lake and went to the North park 

Nellie Kress arranged this 

“educational” display! 

Sharon, Mary, Chelsea, Amanda and Charlie at the stock-

yards in their tourists’ uniform t-shirt made by Charlie! 

Charlie trying to get his 

mother on the bull 

ride...heh..heh...heh 

The noon time cattle drive would have been pretty cool, but 

the steers looked VERY bored! 
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shopping center for some 
shopping.  
 
The next day we went out 
cousin Randy and Kay’s 
house in Plano for a BBQ! 
We had a pretty good time 
there and even met 
“Rosy” . Cousin Randy’s 
daughter Heather had a 
pet tarantula! YICK!  
 
A fun trip. I think everyone 
had a good time . It was 
great meeting Amanda 
who seemed really nice! 
 

Texas Artists Invade Maine! 
I was able to coerce two artist friends to accompany me 
on my annual pilgrimage to Maine. My aunties had put 
a dent in that annual event when they moved to Florida 
the last couple of years, but they had finally migrated 
back north like a flock of birds that have no control over 
their biological clocks.  
 
Debby Ferrier of the Woodlands Art League and Mary 
Blain of the Northwest Art League accompanied me . 
We flew into Boston on July 19. My nieces Mary and 
Chelsea from Florida were flying up to join us. They 
had flown in the day before and my sister-in-law Linda 
had picked them up. Now, some of you may remember 
that getting out of Boston was a particularly hard event 
for us to do. One time Judy Beard navigated, took us 

down Paul Revere’s route and it took 3 hours to get out 
of Boston! Another time we went through a toll tunnel 
free because I just whisked right by the toll booths. It 
took us into downtown Boston during rush 
hour...ARRRRGGGH! Another time Shirley Blevins and 
Mary Blain had me going around a traffic circle 5 times 
before they figured out where to go. Anyway, you get 

the pic-
ture...we 
rarely got out 
of Boston 
without get-
ting lost. 
Well, I am 
here to tell 
you that 
Debby Ferri-
er navigated 
our way out 
of Boston 
just as slick 
as a newly 
polished 
floor!  HA! 
One for the 
record 
books. 
 
We arrived 
at my brother 
Dusty’s place 
where Mary 
and Chelsea 
were waiting for our arrival.  The first thing we do when 
we hit Maine is dine out at Newick’s in Dover, NH . So 
we had a tasty meal there the night of our arrival. I got 
my first “talk to the hand” picture of my brother Dusty. 
 
The rest of us had a great time chowing down. After-
wards we hit WalMart to stock up on rubber ducky dis-
guise material . We were going to have a rubber ducky 
race when we got up to Bangor. I thought that we should 
have one on the Chuckahomo River (This is really the 
Kenduskeag River, but Dusty informed me that ever 
since a bunch of the local rowdies threw a gay guy over 
the bridge one night, it has been called the Chuckahomo 
River).  Anyway,  my Texas rubber ducky races were 
very successful; so, I figured I would start the tradition up 
in Maine! HA!  
 

Dusty specializes in Fran Dreschler “Talk to the Hand” 

pictures! 

Copp’s Hill Cemetery with the Old North 

Church in the background. 

Chelsea pose at Old Ironside. 

Heather and Rosy! 
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Boston! 

The next day, my 
old friend Audrey 
and her husband 
Norman volun-
teered to take us 
on a guided tour 
of Boston. Now, in 
the many years 
since I have been 
going to 
Maine...the one 
city I ALWAYS 
hurried out of was 
Boston, because a 
person would 
have to be com-
pletely insane or a 
real numb-nuts to 
drive in Boston! 
The Massachu-
setts people have 

a really bad sense of humor and it comes out in their 
driving and also the road signs (if you manage to find 
one). The road signs are meant to be a severe trial and 
tribulation to any tourist going through that state. And 
don’t get me started on the fact that they do not always 
paint stripes down a two way highway and with no 
stripes how many lanes do you have anyway...and 
Bostonians will make at least 4 lanes out of a two lane 
highway given enough provocation. Geesh! 
 
Okay, I digress, back to Norman and Audrey. We had a 
small and select group of friends back in my day that 
hung around with each other. I was one, Audrey was 
another, then we had Marilyn Holmes and Diane Pres-
ton every so often. Well, after high school, Audrey be-
came an official mail carrier and so was her husband 
Norman. As a result, they were able to retire at 
55….the dirty dogs!  They have been traveling and en-
joying life since then! So Norman and Audrey had 
some free time and volunteered to have Norman drive 
and Audrey navigate through Boston. Now those of you 
that have read this letter from year to year know that 
my artist friends and myself will “get lost in a heartbeat 

“ (quote from Terri Ginn) and we really appreciated this 
great sacrifice.  
 
We hit all the high points. Norman would drop us off and 
then drive around while we touristed. We stopped at 
Copps Hill to see the old cemetery there and then 
walked a little bit to see the Old North Church where 
Paul Revere put the lanterns. There was a dandy knick-
knack shop next door and then we went on to see Paul 
Revere’s statue and his house.  Then we went around to 
see the USS Constitution (Old Ironsides). They had a 
long tour and a short tour, but, since, we were running a 
little late, we took the short tour. The boat was manned 
by some Naval personnel in cute little sailor suits. Mary 
Blain gave us the best laugh of the day when she went 
up to the cutest one and asked if he was really a sailor. 
HA!! He said that “ Yes, ma’am , I am!” . I told him to ig-
nore her...that we had just checked her out of the old 
folks home for the day and she was not used to getting 
out much! 
 
There was a visitors’ center there for the tourists where I 
got my first “quaint” signs pictures. I always come up with 
5 or 6 really funny signs on my Maine trips. Well, this 
sign was in the 
ladies room 
and said that 
the “toilet 
DOES  flush” 
So , after my 
business was 
accomplished I 
spent a couple 
tiny seconds to 
take pictures of 
the sign and 
the toilet . Deb-
by and Mary 
heard me tak-
ing pictures 

Mary and Chelsea Pose at  

Paul Revere’s Statue. 

This toilet DOES flush...push down hard! 

Heh...heh...heh 

Chelsea and mary posing with hats at Paul Revere’s Knick-

Knack shop. He’s probably turning over in his grave! 

One of Paul Revere’s Lanterns. 
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and alerted me to the 
fact that I was caus-
ing a traffic jam at the 
bathroom door. Well, I 
yelled out that I apolo-
gized to all the tour-
ists but I absolutely 
HAD to get a picture 
of that sign! When I 
came out, the line 
was pretty long, but I 
think they were most-
ly amused at the idiot 
taking pictures of the 
toilet! 
 
Outside again, we 
saw Bunker Hill in the 
distance and Audrey 
gave us a great lec-
ture on all the Revolu-
tionary goings on. I 

saw that Mary Lee and Chelsea’s eyes were starting to 
glaze over so we met up with Norman and went to a cool 
place they knew of to eat. This involved driving past Har-
vard Yard which was also cool.  
 
After that, Norman and Audrey were taking us to the Bos-
ton Museum of Fine Arts where they were members and 
there was an exhibition going on called “Americans in Par-
is”. This included paintings by Whistler, Marie Cassatt, 
Winslow Homer and all those famous artists that, appar-
ently, spent some time in Paris! Norman and Audrey  had 
4 free tickets there were 7 of us. We stood outside in the 
looooonnnnnggggg line, and Norman went inside and 
worked miracles! He got us all in except himself, but some-
how he managed to get around and join us. I say they 
went above and beyond the call of duty! It was a wonderful 
exhibit and even included the “Whistler’s Mother” painting. 
I was not too impressed with it, but then I am not much of 
an art critic! The kids were tolerant of the exhibit but were 
holding out big time for the knick-knack shop at the end of 
the tour.  
 
All in all , it was a great day and we thanked Audrey and 
Norman for doing that for us! 

Portsmouth with Audrey! 

The next day, Audrey was going to show us some of Ports-
mouth which has become “quaint” since the days when I 
grew up in the area and it was just plain, old Portsmouth! 
Audrey and Norman, I guess are members of the Historical 
Society there (Now, Audrey, I may get some facts wrong 
here and there, but it is all to the betterment of the sto-
ry...so if I got that wrong...hit me when you see me next!). 
We started out with a tour of the Langdon mansion. It was 
built during Portsmouth's boom town days (many moons 
ago). It was a cool tour, but by the end Mary Lee and Chel-
sea had that same kind’a glazed look in their eyes that 
they I had first noticed in Boston. So Audrey took us over 

to Portsmouth’s knick-knack street and the girls had a 
much better time there.  I also got to collect another dan-
dy sign that was outside and inside the ice cream shop’s 
bathroom! 
 
 
From there , we walked up the main drag and around to 
John Paul Jones’ house because Audrey wanted to 
show us the Remington original painting that they had in 
the visitor center there. As there were 3 artists in the 
group armed with cameras, we would be constantly stop-
ping to take pictures of flowers along the way. They real-
ly have some beautiful flowers up north. I guess, it’s so 
ding-dong cold the rest of the time, they really let you 
have a BEAUTIFUL display in the summer! We use 
these photos for reference for out artwork so try to take 
LOTS of pictures. Audrey , Mary Lee, and Chelsea were 
way ahead of us. Audrey had expressed amazement at 
several places along the way that we were taking pic-
tures of flowers saying that “ Don’t they have flowers in 
Texas?!”. HA! Anyway, since she was trying to fit as 
much as possible into this one day and Debby, Mary 
Blain and I  were WAY back down the sidewalk taking 
pictures, she turned to the kids and said ”I feel like I’m 
trying to make headway with kelp on my rudder!” Oh, 
boy! That as a good one...we used that several times for 

the rest of our vacation! Had 
us in stitches so all it accom-
plished was slowing her down 
even further . It was great! 
 
Now, after all the Portsmouth 
stuff, I had called Mrs. Obrey, 
my old English teacher back 
in the day and set up with her 
that we would stop by for a 
chat.  Mrs. Obrey helped me 
get quite a few scholarships 
for college after my parents 
both died. Anyway, we all 

stormed in and landed on her. All 6 of us! There were 
five that tagged along but were not all that pleased with 
the idea of visiting an old lady during their  touristing 
time. That changed when 
they got Mrs. Obrey talking 
The first thing she did to 
impress Mary Blain and 
Debby Ferrier was to use 
the TV remote as we 
walked in and said “Wait a 
minute...let me turn off the 
war!” . It kind’a set the tone 
for the visit. She is 98 years 
old and just a sharp as ev-
er. She went into some of 
her travels with us and we 
were having a fine time. 
She is writing a book on her 
travels entitled, I believe, 
“Sticky Beak” which had 

Here we are going into the Langdon 

Mansion. That’s Chelsea, Mary Blain, 

I figured out that the bath-

room light was outside the 

bathroom! 
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something to do with her being a curious type (or nosy, 
whichever you prefer). As soon as it’s published, I will 
have to buy a copy!  Unfortunately , my sister-in-law 
Linda was making us supper; so, we had to break off 
and leave.  
 
Linda had prepared us a great supper with poached 
salmon and all the trimmings! We spent the night put-
ting together the rubber ducky disguises. After putting 
about 10 tons of decoration on each duck, the girls de-
cided to  do a “test float” by floating them in Dusty’s 
toilet. Yeah, hard to believe , I know! They seemed to 
come through with flying colors; so, we were ready for 
the rubber ducky race which would take place up in 
Bangor.  

Monhegan Island 

 
In an effort to try to find something different to see in 
Maine, I came up with the idea of staying overnight on 
Monhegan Island.  From the tour book: 
  
Monhegan is a small, rocky Island ten miles from the 
nearest mainland and scarcely a square mile in area. It 
is accessible only by boat and there are no cars or 

paved roads on the Island. Since long before the explor-
er John Smith visited it in 1614, it was known to Native 
Americans as a prime fishing area, and today its econo-
my is still ruled by those who make their living from the 
sea, fishing and lobstering. The year-round population 
has seldom exceeded 65 in recent times.  
For more than 100 years, Monhegan has been a sum-
mer haven for artists and other visitors who appreciate 
its isolation, the beauty of its wilderness areas, its quiet 
relaxed atmosphere, and its unhurried pace.  
 
So that was the mission the next day. We set out fro 
New Harbor where we were to pick up the Hardy Bros 
ferry to Monhegan. My Aunt Bette and her daughter 
Renee were coming down from Bangor to meet us.  
 
We arrive and load onto the ferry to set out for Monhe-
gan Island. The weather did not cooperate with us all 
that well. It was raining, and we all had to sit below the 
upper deck. The upper deck would have been better for 
poor Renee as she looked REALLY green around the 
gills by the time we made it out to Monhegan. They un-

Upon arrival some pick-up trucks took our luggage to the 

hotel. 

It was a wonderful day on Monhegan! The ferry to Monhegan Island. 

This is Mrs. Obrey. She was holding her cat “Tigger”. 
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loaded us and there were about 3 pick-ups from the 
different hotels waiting to pick up passengers and take 
then to the hotels.  We were booked at the Monhegan 
House hotel and their pick-up was there and  ready. 
Unfortunately, they are not too well geared for tourists 
because the rain had created a lake in the back of the 
pickup and this guy just loaded the suitcases in with 
never a thought about soaking all the clothes, etc. 
Luckily, my stuff was on top, but poor Linda’s suitcase 
suffered some water damage!  
 
We then had to walk a short way to the hotel in the 
rain, mind you. I had an unhappy group! Renee looked 
bad and everyone looked like a drowned rat! Bette, 
Renee and the kids took it into their heads to beat us to 
the hotel and started fast walking it away. Well, we de-
cided to hit an open store along the way and found 
some rain ponchos for sale. They were sort’a the quali-
ty of a garbage bag with a head hole. They cost $3 . 

Now if those 
girls had not 
raced us to the 
hotel, they 
would have 
been able to 
purchase one 
of these dandy 
ponchos, but 
they were im-
patient and 
missed out, 
because , by 
the time we 
were checked 
in and went out 
to see the is-
land, that little 
shop had 
closed. Now, 
let me say we 
were not im-
pressed! The 

only tourist town that I’ve been through that had any 
sense at all was Gatlinburg in Tennessee, and they kept 
all the stores and facilities open until midnight. Very civi-
lized of them! Anyway, since we missed getting more 
rain ponchos, those of us with ponchos were treated to 
some pissing and moaning about “why didn’t you buy us 
one?!” . Well, it just never occurred to me that the store 
would be closed when we came back out and anyway, it 
was their own fault for racing us to the hotel...HUMPH!  
 
So our happy little group decided to walk to the Monhe-
gan Lighthouse. That was cool. It’s made of granite and 
at the highest point on the island. On the way back, we 
stopped at the public notice board to read the announce-
ments (I mean, really, what else was there to do?!!!). I 
got a couple good shots of some cool signs to add to my 
collection. You would think that living on an island , they 
would have more sense about what to put on the notice 
board. Even I knew enough to use a Sharpie which has 
indelible ink, but, apparently, the islanders did not care 
whether their signs got all runny and weepy looking!  
 
We had supper at the Scruffy Dog, which , I believe, 
might have been the only restaurant that stayed open 
after 5 PM. We were a sad looking bunch. When we got 

Linda trying to get into her rain poncho! 

Monhegan Island Lighthouse 

Wet tourists at the Monhegan Island Lighthouse. 

Me, Debby, Mary Blain, and my brother Dusty arrive at the 

hotel. A little bit WET! 
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back to the hotel, we decided to try to go find  Lobster 
Cove which was supposed to be very scenic. Okay, 
you may think that that was a strange decision owing to 
the fact that  (1 it was dark out and (2 it was still raining, 
but, hey , what else was there to do….so we were go-
ing to create an adventure for ourselves. Now, I did not 
realize that somewhere since my teenage years ( many 
moons ago), the younger generation had developed 
into becoming old fuddy duddys  as early as 14 years 
old! Mary Lee and Chelsea thought we were insane 
and decided to stay at the hotel and play Sudoku in 
their room. Which leads me to another complaint they 
had...the room. This hotel was way old and had com-
munal bathrooms for all 4 floors that all the rooms 
shared. These bathrooms were on the second floor. 
Mary and Chelsea were bunking out with me on the 
2nd floor, as were Dusty and Linda. Debby and Mary 
Blain had a 1st floor room and Renee and Bette were 
on the 3rd floor. Bette has trouble climbing stairs so me 
and Renee figured we should swap rooms. The room 
on the 3rd floor had a double bed and a rollaway in it . 

It also just hap-
pened to be at the 
foot of the stair to 
the 4th floor which 
made it a little noisy 
when folks from the 
4th floor had to go 
down to the 2nd 
floor to use the 
bathrooms. That did 
not sit well with 
Mary Lee and Chel-
sea, but they were 
putting up with it 
pretty well, consid-
ering. The fact that 
none of the doors 
had locks really 
floored them (well, 
actually, I as a little 
uneasy about that 
too, but…) .  So, this 
trip to Monhegan 
was turning out to be a teenagers’ worse nightmare, as I 
understand from my two nieces.  
 
So...we old geezers started out that night for our adven-
ture. The lighthouse light was cool up on the hill...the 
light was going round and round.. pretty neat. We started 
off towards Lobster Cove. After meeting into what could 
loosely be called “trails” , we intrepid few followed them 
until the mud became so bad we had to turn back. So we 
each went to our respective rooms. I trudged up to the 
3rd floor and tried to open the door. I had not realized 
that the hotel had little hooks on the inside of the rooms 
so that you could hook yourself in if you were afraid of 
being raped or something. Well, apparently Mary and 
Chelsea were deathly afraid of being accosted , because 
they had that little hook in place. I had to come up with 
the secret password to get in so that they were sure I 
was not a “bad guy”. Oh, boy, was this trip something, 
huh?! So I got into the room and got my stuff ready for 
my shower in the communal bathrooms. I asked the girls 

They had communal bathrooms on the 

2nd floor! 

This sign on the community announcements board was cute, 

I thought. Especially the directions to the meeting! 
Monhegan House Hotel. 

Dinner at the ScruffyDog...the name  

seems appropriate! 
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if we could open a win-
dow, because it was 
stuffy in the room,  and I 
was hot. “NO! It’s 
FREEZING!”  Okey, 
dokey, they were freezing 
when it had to be at least 
78 degrees in that room! 
HA! Well, I went out to go 
to the communal shower 
room. I left saying…’don’t 
lock me out...I DO intend 
to come back’, I heard a 
couple ill-tempered grum-
bles and figured I’d be 
lucky to make it back into 
that room anytime that 
night. 
 
The communal showers 

were a caution to see. In case you did not know what 
you were seeing, they had labeled every little room out-
side. One was “Sink Only” , one was “ Shower and sink 
and toilet”, there was “toilet only”, “ Toilet and tub” etc. 
That was most definitely cool! After I finished I went 
back and the good news is — the room was unlocked. 
The bad news is...the light was off. There were no over-
head lights and the nearest lamp, as far as I remem-
bered,  was on the side table on the other side of the 
bed that Mary was in. So...if Mary got stomped on while 
I made my way blindly to the lamp...was it my fault?!  
Anyway, I turned the light back on because I could not 
see anything and had to roll my hair, etc. This upset 
them but only moderately...the worse upsets were yet 
to come!  
 
I started to rummage through my luggage looking for 
my curlers. Mary asked my why I had that big old suit-
case to begin with… I should have a smaller one like 
they had...I said I weighed several more pounds, had a 
few decades on them and didn’t they know that there 
was a Fourier transform available that proves mathe-

matically that the more you weigh and the older you get, 
the bigger your suitcase has to be. I got the old “ if I were 
more  organized I would  not have to rummage and that 
rummaging was very noisy”  lecture. I sighed heavily fig-
uring this could very well develop into one of the worst 
nights of my life!  
 
As I finally was ready, I asked them if I could open the 
window a little because sweat was poring off me and I 
was gonna’ croak of heat prostration long before I ever 
got to sleep. No...they were freezing. Now, look, you are 
under 18 pounds of covers and bedspread and there is 
no likelihood of frostbite happening if I opened the win-
dow a little. Well, there was some more grumbling going 
on as I cracked the window. I told them I would close it 
just before I fell to sleep. They told me that they knew I 
would not because all adults lie about things like that! 
Oh, really...how quaint! So I decided to let the shade up 
so that some fresh air could get through the window and 
save me. They said not to do that as they did not want 
people looking in at them. I said that if any good self-
respecting peeking Tom was out there on this rainy night 
on a godforsaken island 10 miles out in the ocean, trying 
to look in a window on the 3rd floor of a 100 year old ho-
tel, then more power to him! HA!  Well , there was some 
more grumbling as I opened the shade. Mary said that 
there was no way she could sleep with the shade up, the 
light got into her eyes. Well, I said close’em then...that 
should work. She did not looked pleased with me. She 
then said that I was to sleep with Chelsea on the double 
bed, and she was taking the rollaway twin. I said...now 
how did you come to that conclusion? Well, Chelsea 
kicks bad at night, and she was not going to tolerate it! 
Apparently, it did not matter that I got all black and blue 
from the kicks!  Also, Chelsea makes little cooing sounds 
in her sleep and that bothered Mary. So, I told her that 
Chelsea was taking the rollaway and Mary and I can 
sleep in the double as we had done the last trip she had 
made with us to Nova Scotia. “Well,” she says, “ I don’t 
like snoring”. Well, good, neither did I ...wasn’t it lucky 
that neither of us snored. “Small things really bother me, 

Renee managed to avoid seasick-

ness on the way back by walking 

around the top deck. 

Leaving  Monhegan the next day, it was still foggy! 

Debby’s picture of the seals on Egg Rock. 
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you know...like the way Mary Blain chews her gum!”. 
Okay...now I knew this was definitely going to be the 
worst night of my life!!! But, I looked at it this way, as 
long as she was picking on Mary Blain...I was safe and 
not subject to further Mary Lee Lectures. HA!!  I had 
already begun to figure out that little Mary was a whole 
LOT like that character Monk on the TV show.  So we 
lay down, and damn me, if I hadn’t forgot my tooth 
guard. I grind my teeth if I don’t have it in and I am pret-
ty damn sure I would have got a lecture about that so, I 
got up to try to locate it. “What are you doing NOW!?” 
Well, I am getting my tooth guard...sorry. So…I found it 
and lay back down. I have had to wedge a towel be-
tween my legs for several years now because it has 
hurt when my knees rest together at night. “What are 
you doing NOW?!” Uh...I just am getting ar-
ranged...hold your horses and I will be ready. And 
VOILA...finally, I could leave Mary in peace.  I was 
ready. I had already figured out that I had damn well 
better stay cemented in this one position overnight or 
the princess and the pea on the other side of the bed 
would not be happy. So it was a trying time...but, even-
tually, I started to fall asleep. HOWEVER, because I 
was damn well not going to leave that window open 
because “adults lie about stuff like that, you know” I got 
up and shut the window ...YAY VICTORY! HA!  
 
Unfortunately, The fact that the room was next to the 
stairs killed any chance that Mary had of getting sleep. 
Those stairs creaked and groaned and people were up 
and down constantly most of the night. So, I imagine, it 
was one of Mary’s worst nights as well! Between her 
old geezer aunt and the noisy hotel, she was thorough-
ly miserable. 
 

Boothbay Harbor 

The next day we ate lunch and looked around a little, 
but we did not have much time before we had to meet 
the return ferry to New Harbor. This time the rain let up 
and Renee fared better when she was seated on the 
upper deck and able to walk around.  We saw some 
seals off the port side on Egg Island on the way in.  
 

After New Harbor 
we made out way 
to Boothbay Har-
bor a Maine tour-
ist Mecca, and 
Linda was in 
shoppers’ heav-
en. I have includ-
ed a picture of my 
brother Dusty pa-
tiently waiting 
while we girls 
shopped!  
 
After that day, 
Dusty and Linda 
returned home 
and the rest of us 
took off towards 
Bangor.  After 
arriving, we 
dropped Debby off at Aunt Lois and Cousin Terri’s place 
then the rest of us were staying with Aunt Bette and her 
dog Lexy. 
 

Bar Harbor & Jordan Pond House 

The next day, we decided to head on down to pick up 
Aunt Velma (the smart one) and head on down to Bar 
Harbor to have popovers at the Jordan Pond House. We 
picked up Aunt Lois and Debby and then started out.  
 
There was the usual crowd at Jordan Pond house, but 
we managed to get in and have a great little meal, as 
usual.  Then we headed out to hit Asticou Gardens which 
is always a treasure trove for garden pictures. After that, 
we got slightly caught in the “coming back from Bar Har-
bor” tourist traffic. We hit a place in Ellsworth where Deb-
by, who was driving then, was supposed to turn left. She 
says “ Do I go straight through this light or turn?”  Aunt 
Lois says” Well, you were just here this morning, idiot, 

Boothbay Harbor 

Bored but patient husband. 

Aunt Lois and Aunt Velma at Jordan Pond House. They 

hate having their picture taken! 
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don’t you remem-
ber you have to 
turn left?!” HA! It 
was great! Usually 
I get all the abuse. 
Debby starts 
laughing and says 
that now she 
knows she’s a part 
of the family when 
she gets yelled at. 
Aunt Lois figured 
out it wasn't me 
driving and  start-
ed apologizing, 
which I figured 
must have been a 
strain, because it’s 
something that is 
not done, you 
know! I think she 
figured out Debby 

was having a great time; so, stopped apologizing. 
 
I asked all of them if they thought that the Chuckahomo 
River would be good for a rubber ducky race. They said 
they didn’t think so. So that evening we went out the 
Bette’s grandson Jason’s place to check out his 
stream. I figured, after looking at it, that if we put the 
rubber duckys in there, we would not see them ever 
again as they made their way out to the Atlantic. The 
thing that cinched it, though, was the water 
falls...although, that might have been kind of interest-
ing! Since, we really wanted to retrieve our duckys, we 
decided, that we had better use Aunt Lois and Cousin 
Terri’s swimming pool for the race. Terri said that she 
had a big fan for duck driving, and we would be fine. So 
it was decided that the cook out and rubber ducky race 
would happen at Aunt Lois and Cousin Terri’s place.  
 

Camden  
The next day was the day we hit Camden. Camden is 
where they filmed Peyton Place way back when. It is 
supposed to be the prettiest little, village in the US.  
 
We were going down Rt 1A and Aunt Bette was in the 
official navigator’s seat. As we got out of Hampden, 
she says to me “ Now, down here (she waves her hand 
a bit) you’re going to take a left to go over that bridge.” 
Okay, well, my retention span is a long as a gnat’s so I 

was not exactly sure what 
she meant but she was 
navigating,  and I figured 
she’d let me know, and so I 
tooled along. She closed 
her eyes, and I figured she 
was doing like Grandmoth-
er Effie used to do—
checking her eyelids for 
cracks...i.e. she wasn’t re-
ally asleep. Well, I figured 

wrong. My navigator was taking a nap on duty. She woke 
up a few minutes later and said “where are we?” “Well,” I 
said, “I don’t know about you, but I’m still going ‘down 
here’ to take a left”. Well, apparently, “down here” was 
WAY back there and why was a born such an idiot?! HA! 
Says I. “Listen, here...I  was not the one who fell asleep 
on duty and don’t call me an idiot!”  “ Well, if the shoe 
fits”. HUMPH!  
 
As we hit the Rt1 tourist traffic, I noticed it was not as 
bad this year as usual. Some of the shopkeepers were 
complaining about the over $3 a gallon gas and saying it 
was cutting into their profits.  
 
We started back down Rt 1 to hit Camden.  I thought 
everyone looked a little bored so I woke them all up 
when I went past the turn to Mt Battie and had to do a U 
turn. I miscalculated the turning radius and ended up 
stretched across Rt 1 with our rented minivan during the 
high tourist season in Maine and blocking traffic not just 
one way but both….okay...not a very bright move on my 

Mary coming out of the men’s room 

at Mt Battie! 

Mary Lee, Aunt Velma, Aunt Bette, and Chelsea at Eggemog-

gin Point with Pumpkin Island lighthouse in the background. 

Audrey and Mary relaxing at Aunt Lois  

and Cousin Terri’s place. 

Camden Hydrangeas 
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part. I tried to com-
plete the turn, but they 
had a curb on the oth-
er side (the only curb 
in the state of Maine!) 
and I got stuck at  90 
degrees to the going 
north traffic. I couldn’t 
back up because the 
traffic going south was 
whizzing on by. Final-
ly a Texan came 
along (had to have 
been a Texan be-
cause they are super 
friendly and will give a 
sucker an even 
break) and he 
stopped so I could 
back up a little and 
complete the turn. I 

looks back at Mary Blain and see she’s about to laugh her-
self to death...so I reminded her of a certain U turn made 
in Beaumont that ended us up on the  curb not once or 
twice but THREE times! HA! It was good to know we are 
all the same caliber of drivers!  
 
Anyway, we did our tourist thing in Camden . They had the 
biggest hydrangeas this year! They were so beautiful.   
 
Audrey was coming up to go to Stonington with us the next 
day. She wanted to stay in a hotel because she says that 
she gets up a lot at night and would bother everyone. Well, 
good thing she didn’t go to Monhegan with us. HA!  We 
picked her up from the hotel and went out to visit with Aunt 

Lois and 
Cousin 
Terri and 
also to 
take back 
Debby! 
 

Ston-
ington  
The next 
day we 
were 
bound for 
Stoning-
ton, Deer 
Isle, 

Eggemoggin.  Aunt 
Lois had something to 
do, so we took Aunt 
Bette and Aunt Velma 
with us. We stopped at 
Allen Bros blueberry 
factory where they 
have a cute knick-
knack shop ( my aunt-
ies can sniff a knick-
knack shop from 20 
miles away). Then on 
down to Eggemoggin. 
We had a picnic lunch 
with us this day (trying 
to save some money, 
you see). We stopped 
at the Deer Isle tourist 
building to ask if there 
were picnic tables any-
where along the peninsula. “Ain’t got no ideah, hon”. Says 
the guy. I figure, if they are going to man the tourist build-
ing, they should man it with someone that knows what 
they are doing,. Geesh! 
 
We went down to see Eggemogin and the Pumpkin Island 
Lighthouse. Then on to Stonington where Aunt Bette and 
Aunt Velma found two granite blocks to sit on while they 
had their picnic lunch. Then we went to Ames pond that 
has all the pretty water lilies. And then on to the quarry at 
which time I made a wrong turn and ended up at a fish 
warehouse. A boat had just come in and brought its catch. 
They were offloading the catch and we caught some great 
pictures of the seagulls descending on the fish unloader 
thingee.  
 
We hit the quarry which has some kind of famous granite 
called the Swan Island granite that is primo for buildings 
and such. It was abandoned but it is interesting to go it. 
Audrey came out with several hundred pounds of rocks. 
She said “ Well, I guess I’ll get Norman to come back here 
and we can pick some of this up for my garden”. Good 

We could not find a picnic table on 

the whole Deer Isle Peninsula, but 

Aunt Bette and Aunt Velma found 2 

block of  granite to sit upon! Unloading the catch of the day. 

Ames Pond in Stonington. 

Cousin Debbie and Chelsea and Mary at Parks Pond! 
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thing! I figured with all the tonnage we were already haul-
ing, the added weight of the rocks might do us in! 
 
The Deer Isle peninsula is a great one to visit because it 
has not been overcome (AS YET) by the tourist trade.  
 
That night Audrey headed back down to Eliot and we all 
got ready for the cook out and rubber ducky race the next 
day. 
 

Cook-out and Rubber Ducky race  
The day of the rubber ducky race and cook out dawned. 
We had Dusty and Linda expected to arrive in the morning 
at Bette’s house, then Velma and her brood from Orland 
and her son Tom and his wife Terry and their kids were 
due to arrive at Lois’s at 6 or so.  
 
In the mean time Aunt Bette’s back door lock ceased to 
function so Uncle Wayne was coming by to fix that little 
problem. He was unable to come to the rubber ducky race, 
which was a pity because it was a damn fine race!  
 
Bette took me out to get supplies for the cook out, get 

some bougie 
buns and get 
back before 
Wayne arrived. I 
have never 
moved so fast 
through a store 
and a bakery. It 
was damn amaz-
ing  
 
We got back in 
time to meet 
Dusty and Linda 
and then, after 
fixing the door,  
Uncle Wayne led 
us out to the hot 
dog place. Appar-
ently there is only 
one good hot dog 
place out there.  
He left us after 
that, and we 
headed out to Lois’s place to drop off the supplies and 
Mary Blain. Then Dusty , Linda , Mary Lee , Chelsea and I 
took off to go to Clifton to visit with the Lee side of the fam-
ily out at Park’s Pond, Cousin Debby and her family were 
staying at the BunBill  ( Grandfather Lee’s camp on Parks 
Pond). After we chatted with them we got back to do the 
duck race.  
 
I was assigned cooking duties. I donned my mosquito 
proof shirt and hood and started cooking hot dogs. I put 
them on and then had to go to the house to wash off hot 
dog blood...but mostly it was to show off my dandy mos-
quito proof jacket! I took so long that the hot dogs nearly 
burned to death. I told Tommy , who was sitting there, to 
smarten up next time and turn the dogs before they 
burned. Dusty said something about my needing a strait-
jacket...Tommy said I was a nut ..and they both ignored 

My mosquito and black fly proof outfit! 

Let the duck race begin. 

Terri Lynn did not quite have the fan 

method down as they all grouped up in 

the northwest corner of the pool! 

The spectators watched with bated breath. That’s Terry, Tom, 

Dusty, Kevin, Velma, Lois and Mary Blain. 
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me! WELL!  
 
Someone 
put on some 
hamburgers 
that I was 
supposed to 
tend, but no 
one was 
getting the 
other stuff 
that we 
bought this 
morning 

from the frig so I went to do that. In the meantime I think 
Terry (Tom’s wife) and Debby figured out I was  a terrible 
choice to cook the hamburgers because they both took 
pity on me and started cooking the hamburgers. I got out 
all the chips, the relish, the mustard, the bread and all the 
other goodies we had. Bette had made some macaroni 
and cheese. YUM! It was a feast! 
 
As I sat down with Aunt Velma and Aunt Lois to eat my 
food, I was quick to notice a design flaw in my mosquito 

proof pullover. It 
had no mouth. 
That was a defi-
nite problem; so, 
I had to risk get-
ting mosquito bit 
and take it off or 
starve. Bummer 
but, as it turned 
out,  there were 
NO mosquitoes!  
 
Anyway, after 
eating, we got all 
the ducks out. I 
figured Velma 
would be an im-
partial judge for 
the ducky dis-

guise contest. She looked them all over and chose Dusty’s 
Tequila Duck 
as the winner. 
Personally I 
think it was 
because it was 
the only non-
yellow duck in 
the bunch (it 
was black like 
Daffy Duck). 
Later , I be-
lieve I found 
out that Dusty 
MAY have 
bribed Velma, 
although I 

could not swear to that.  
 
Next was the race. We took all the contestants up to the 
far end of the pool. The spectators were safely ensconced 
at the low end of the pool and we tossed the ducks in. 
Then Terri turned on the big fan and promptly blew all the 
ducks into the northwest corner of the pool,  and they 
looked to be staying there for the duration. After some cat 
calls and major bad mouthing and shouting coming from 
Dusty, Tommy and Kevin at the far end of the pool, Terri 
managed to get the ducks fanned out and going in the 
right direction. Now, I thought Dena’s creek was slow, but 
ducks in a swimming pool, after they reach the limitations 
of the fan , turned into a pretty pitiful race. My Moby Duck 
got hung up on the turtle cleaner thingee in the middle and 
stayed there for the whole 
race as did a few others. 
Finally Ducky Parton 
(Debby’s Duck) took the 
lead with a substantial mar-
gin. Mary Lee’s “Tacky 
Tourist” duck was coming 
up as second. Then, as 
Ducky Parton was within 1 
foot of the finish line, she 
takes a U-turn and heads 
back up the swimming 
pool! It was the craziest 
thing I’d ever seen. Mary 
Lee’s Tacky Tourist duck 
won the race! 
 
Okay, now we had a prob-
lem, because we had to 
have a tie breaker between the Tequila Duck and the 
Tacky Tourist duck. So we took them both up to the far 
end and put’em in again. Mary’s duck took off like a champ 
but the Tequila duck was not attending to business.. Dusty 
started yelling at Terri to do the fan right he was losing for 
God’s sake! So Terri reaches in and picks up the Tequila 
Duck and threw him over half way down the pool. Well, 

damned if he still didn’t 
lose the race! Mary 
Lee’s Tacky Tourist 
duck took the winning 
prize which happened 
to be a “Duct Tape” 
wallet that had cost us 
$3.50 in a knick-knack 
store in Portsmouth. 
(We don’t believe in 
giving out large mone-
tary prizes, you see!).  
 
Well we generally had 
a good time and every-
one got fed. Could you 
ask for anything bet-
ter?  
 

Mary Lee’s Tacky Tourist Duck won the race! 

Although I was partial to Ducky Parton , 

Debby’s duck, Velma gave the top disguise 

award to Dusty’s Mexican Tequila Duck. I 

think he bribed her! 

In the tie breaker, the Tacky Tourist duck won 

by a bunch! 

The Rockland Jetty. 

It’s a LONG walk! 
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Rockland  
Next morning, Dusty and 
Linda left with Mary and 
Chelsea to go to their camp 
on Long Pond in Jackman. 
We stayed behind to have 
another day to go to Rock-
land.  
 
On the way to Rockland is 
the Yankee Trader shop 
where Aunt Lois had pur-
chased  the loon whistle she 
had sent me for a birthday 
present. We stopped there 
and they had a bargain 
basement. Mary Blain found 
a metal rooster down there 

that was really cute, but 
she had decided not to 
buy it, because it stood a 
good foot to foot and a 
half tall and how in heck 
was she supposed to get 
that back? But Aunt Bet-
te told her that that same 
rooster cost $30 upstairs 
and they were selling it 
here for $2 and it only 
had a little scratch...how 
could she pass that up. 
So, the two simpletons 
put together bought this 
metal rooster. Debby 
and I quickly vowed to 
stay way back from Mary 
when she tried to take it 
through in her carry on 
and they stopped her at the X-ray machine. HA! 

 
We hit Rockland to 
go out on that long 
jetty to see the light-
house. I had never 
been to Rockland 
before so found it 
quite interesting. 
Poor Aunt Lois at-
tended with us but 
waited at the car. 
This getting old stuff 
is for the birds! I fig-
ured if she had a 
good sexy love story 
to read, she was set 
for the day!  
 
It was a 
loooonnngggg trek 

out to the lighthouse. Even when you got there you really 
could not see the lighthouse from the jetty, but I took a 
picture of as much of it as I could muster!  We headed 
back with a slight detour. One of the ladies fishing off the 
jetty had caught a mackerel and it was flopping and she 
was yelling for her husband to come take it off the line. 
Aunt Bette stepped up to the plate and caught the fish with 
her bare hands! I got a primo picture of her squeezing the 
poor fish. The husband was having a great time watching 
all this and was taking his time getting there. Finally he 
came and relieved Bette of the fish. Now she smelt like 
fish and her hands were all scaly. We gave her a wide 
berth until we got back to the car and hit a restroom. When 
we opened the car doors at the restroom, all we saw was 
a blue streak as Mary Blain must have had the trots or 

something because she shouldered everyone right out of 
the way and beat us all to the Port-A-Potties. Poor Bette 
had to stink like a dead mackerel a while longer until Mary 
Blain came out of that potty. You know , you go through 

I managed to get just this much 

of the lighthouse! 

Holy Mackerel! Bette’s got the 

fish! 

Enchanted Pond at Bull Dog Camps. 

Relaxing at Dusty and Linda’s Camp on Long Pond. 
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life seeing strange things! 
 
On the way back we went over that huge suspension 
bridge that leads into Bucksport. Linda hates going over 
that bridge because it’s so high , I guess. Anyway, it had 

gotten a little quiet in the car so 
Mary Blain, is always up to stir-
ring up trouble and said “ This 
bridge looks familiar”. I turn to 
her (we are both in the far back 
seat of the minivan) and I says , 
“ Well,  it ought to...we’ve only 
been over it 800 times this past 
week, DUNCE!” . Well, that 
stirred the pot! My aunties start-
ed yelling at me not to call 
sweet Mary a dunce. HA! I 
asked’em just what they thought 
was sweet about Mary Blain?  
And that started them in on an-
other lecture! 

 
Jackman 

The next day we started out to join up with Dusty, Linda 
and the girls at Jackman. We first stopped off in Dover-
Foxcroft for some great ice-
cream and then we stopped in 
Greenville at the Indian Hill Trad-
ing post which is just on Moose-
head Lake. We found some great 
T-shirts and I found a handy little 
flashlight for like $5.95. It had 
one of those flexible long necks 
so you could use it to see around 
corners and things. 
 
We got there and they were all 
out on the ATVs. So we relaxed 
and enjoyed the view. That night 
Dusty and Linda took us to Bull 
Dog Camps. It’s a camp that ca-

ters to the snowmobilers, 
mainly, but also ran in 
the summertime. It was 
about 30 miles into the 
Maine woods on dirt 
roads.  I have forgotten 
the owner’s name, but 
he and his wife serve 
dinner to the campers 
staying there and any-
one else who might hap-
pen along (that’s a little 
hard to do when you’re 
30 miles into the woods, 
mind you!). 
 
Anyway, they had some 
bean-hole beans that 
had been baking under-
ground for over 40 hours. Bobbie Jo (I think that was his 
wife’s name...or close)  also BBQd some HUGE steaks 
and had a large slice of homemade bread. The dessert 
was fresh strawberry cake. Oh YUM! It was magnificent 
...all for $15! Can’t beat that with a stick! 
 
After hitting the two holer outhouse which was a little pre-
carious being almost totally dark, we headed back to the 
camp. We finally  hit the tarred road again,  we went over 
a patch that had some rumble strips in the road. I asked 
Dusty what those were doing out there in the middle of 
God’s country. He said the idea was to wake up the driv-
ers and alert any moose that some cars were coming.  Not 
more than a few seconds after that, he almost hit two 
mooses who ran across the road in front of the car. 
“COOL—Let’s do that again Dusty!”  he said that he didn’t 
have any more clean underwear with him and he’d prefer 
Not to do that again, but as we came out of Jackman...we 
had two more jump across in front of us! I think Dusty's 
hair turned a little 
grayer that night! 
 
We all got into bed 
pretty late. Mary 
Lee and Chelsea 
took the double 
bed which was in 
a separate room 
upstairs and Deb-
by , Mary Blain 
and I took the 
three beds out on 
the loft floor. Mary 
Blain and I were 
discussing today's 
events in hushed 
tones, when I 
showed her my 
dandy new flash-
light with the flexi-
nose that can see 

This was where they buried the beans  and kept the fire burn-

ing for over 40 hours! 

Steak! 

Homemade bread! 

Bean Hole Beans 

Linda at Bull Dog Camps! 
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around corners attachment. I noticed that there was a 2nd 
button on the flashlight so tried it out. WOW! It was a LA-
SER! How COOL IS THAT!? So I was playing with my new 
toy. I got to thinking it would be cool to do a laser show on 
the ceiling of Mary Lee and Chelsea’s room. There was a 
gap between the ceilingof their room and the wall, you un-
derstand,  which made this possible. So I was doing a 
dandy light show. I figured if no one was awake in there, 
then I wasn’t bothering them. WELL! Mary Lee opens the 
bedroom door and says “ will you two shut up and go to 
bed!” . Damn! Where has all the sense of humor gone on 
our younger generation!??! So, I laser beamed her chest 
and belly. “THAT’S NOT FUNNY!!!”  she yells and slams 
the door closed and then, just for extra effect locked it! 
WELL! It really took all the fun out of my new toy. So, Mary 
Blain and I decide we’d better hit the sack since there 
were more grizzlies in this area than just the woods , if you 
get my drift!! 
 
Sometime around 3 AM Chelsea opened their bedroom 
door. I sort of heard it in my quasi sleep state, and  I fig-
ured she just had to go to the bathroom, but we later found 
out that she apparently was either kicking or making those 
cooing sounds that Mary Lee cannot stand and got kicked 

out of bed...sort of.  
 
She went down to 
sleep on the couch 
in the living room. 
Not too long after 
that, Dusty had to 
pay a call to the 
great outdoors and 
when he returned 
and was tiptoeing 
through the living 
room, Chelsea 
pops ups and 
asked him what he 
was doing? Dusty 

said that after he peeled himself off the ceiling, he told her 
that she had just taken 10 years off his life span! I tell you, 
there is never a dull moment around this bunch! 
 
The next day, Mary Blain had to go to church. Now you 
would not think there would be a Catholic church up there 
in the middle of the Maine woods, but you’d be wrong be-
cause there is one in Jackman. She talked Debby and 
Chelsea into going with her or they were really bored, one 
thing or the other.. Chelsea took almost an hour trying to 
decide what to wear and then they started out. In the 
meantime, Linda thought Dusty should take me on an ATV 
ride. Oh, joy! I had never tried that so figure it would be 
fun. Little Mary was going to follow behind us on Linda’s 
ATV. They got us all suited up in a helmet and Wellington 
boots and gloves and everything and set out. I see why 
they did, because we must have hit every mud hole be-
tween there and the Canadian border. YIKES! I was hang-
ing on for dear life and my butt, despite the extra padding, 
was taking a beating! We stopped to cross a tarred road 
and ...what are the odds...we met Debby, Mary and Chel-
sea coming back from church. They had been too early 
and were just killing time. Debby took a picture of how offi-
cial I looked on the back of Dusty’s ATV! HA! 
 
Well, Mary Blain, Debby and I set out that afternoon to go 
back down to Eliot. On the way we hit the Jackman Trad-
ing post where I got another example of Maine humor on 
signs!  I am including it in this newsletter. Its was a dandy!   
 
We hit Freeport on the way back down the Maine turnpike 
and did some shopping at the Mangy Moose and the Cool 
A s a Moose shop.  We had some of the best lobster 
chowder ever at a Chowder house on one of the side 
roads just by the Cool as a Moose Shop. 
 
Then we headed out to Eliot where we met up with the 
girls and Linda and Dusty.  They treated us to a lobster 
supper that night...it was most definitely YUMMY! 
 

We were professionals! Dusty, Me and Mary had Linda’s 

ATV! 

Perkins Cove. 
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On the day we were to leave, we hit Perkins Cove. There 
are always some pretty flowers there to take pictures of. 
Also I added another sign to my collection!  
 
And that was the end of our fine Maine vacation. We got 
to see a lot of cool things and had a lot of fun. I’m not 
sure if my nieces will ever want to come back with me, 
but they seemed to persevere through all the hardships 
and tribulations! 
 

Sign at Perkins Cove where park-

ing is limited! 

We test floated Chelsea's duck in the Linda’s toilet! 

Rear View of Tex-

Ass Duck who was 

released by Mark 

McDonald 

Debby has 

Ducky Parton! 
Heather and Daisy 

Duck! 

Chelsea and “Sit And 

Duck” the wife of Sit-

ting Bull who was an 

abusive husband. 

Mary and Tacky 

Tourist Duck! 

Ben and the  

Pirate Duck. 

Ashley and The Virgin 

Bride Duck  

Linda’s Witchy Bitchy 

Duck. 

Lois’s  

Miss Emmaline 

Moby Duck! 

Ducky Parton 

and Dusty’s 

Tequila Duck. 


