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The South Coast region stretches from the New Hampshire border at Kittery Point to Old Orchard Beach. While the South Coast is a relatively small region, its natural beauty attracts many visitors. This is the part of Maine that is most accessible to the residents of the great cities to the south.




THE WITCH’S CHOWDER RECIPE

People wonder why true New Englanders would never be caught dead eating Manhattan clam chowder. According to an obscure Maine legend, it is because they don’t want to be found dead. There is a curse on so-called Manhattan clam chowder, and it was put there by a Maine witch.

This witch, the story goes, lived in Kennebunkport many years ago. Like most witches, Edith Tibbett was both a renowned cook and a staunch defender of old-time traditions.

Maine, like the rest of coastal New England, is blessed with an abundance of clams. In colonial times, it was customary for every family to own a clam rake and go out on the nearest tidal flats at low tide to dig up the makings of a good chowder. Every man, woman, and child knew how to make clam chowder, and they all loved to eat it too. Even the devil himself, it was claimed, enjoyed a bowl of chowder on occasion, so much so that he would forego his evil tricks for a few hours while he savored a bowl.

Auntie Edith, as she was known, was a good witch—one that used her powers more to help than to harass. She was especially famous for her clam chowder. This chowder, it was said, could make Satan himself smile. And sure enough, Satan did smile in contentment when he dropped by Auntie Edith’s house for dinner, which he did on autumn nights with a full moon.

The devil is, by preference, a city boy, as cities are fertile ground for evil, so it is not surprising that he gets a bit nervous in the fresh air and clean living of the countryside. It is also not surprising that city life had given him a taste for Manhattan clam chowder. As all true New Englanders know, it is sacrilege to immerse the bivalves in the tomato-based, thin vegetable soup that Manhattanites mistakenly think is a chowder. The watery, acidic brew is an affront to all right-thinking New Englanders, especially to those who reside in Maine.

Thinking to degrade New England cuisine and thus demoralize the population, the devil suggested that Auntie Edith help popularize the Manhattan technique for drowning innocent clams. The good witch immediately understood the devil’s motive. The sharper flavor of tomatoes would mask the off-taste of clams too long absent from saltwater, making food poisoning a more likely threat. No doubt, the devil would be entertained by the sight of people bent double in agony after eating bad clams. The milder taste of a true New England chowder wouldn’t disguise the taste or aroma of a bad clam.

And so, in an effort to thwart the devil’s evil plans, Auntie Edith let it be known that she had placed a curse on Manhattan clam chowder. Those who defied tradition and defiled their tables with the foreign swill would find their hair falling out, their stomachs upset, and their sex life nonexistent. Death would soon follow.

To avoid this curse, abstain from that obnoxious Manhattan culinary offense and use Auntie Edith’s own recipe:

1 quart of clams, shucked that day

1/4 pound of salt pork, diced

6 large potatoes (Maine potatoes, of course)

2 large onions, diced

1/4 pound of butter

1 quart of milk

1 quart of cream

1 clove of garlic, whole, speared with a toothpick so it can be removed after cooking

Serve with freshly crumbled crackers floating on top. Do not serve to the Devil—if you do, he’ll keep coming back for more.




HOW TO DEAL WITH THE DEVIL

There are many stories about clever people outwitting Satan. Down near Kittery, people used to tell how Sarah Woodman dealt with the devil, or at least someone who claimed to be the devil. This happened long ago, but the lesson that Sarah demonstrated remains true today.

Sarah was a member of the Abnaki tribe, and she was a convert to Christianity. As a Christian, she knew about the devil, the personification of evil. She often wondered, as did many of her neighbors, if the real devil resembled the person of Nicholas Whitney, the local grouch. Nicholas looked like a devil, if not the devil. He was incredibly ugly, and his behavior was pure ugliness too. He was mean for the sake of being mean. He owned a great deal of land but was so lazy that little of it was ever plowed or grazed, and it began to revert to brush and wild trees.

That kind of half-forested abandoned farmland, as every hunter knows, attracts game animals and birds because it offers plenty of wild food. Huck-leberries, wild grapes, butternuts, chestnuts, and walnuts were there for the taking. Not that Nicholas ever bothered to gather up the nuts and fruits, or hunt deer, rabbit, squirrel, or wild turkeys on his land. No sir, he was too lazy to do that.

But he was even meaner than he was lazy. He’d rather see the huckleberries rot on the bush than the neighborhood boys gathering them.

Sarah, having been reared in Abnaki ways, regarded nature’s bounty as part of God’s gift to his people. She never would take another person’s food unless, of course, that other person neglected to gather up his share of nature’s gifts. And so, Sarah regarded Nicholas’s untapped food supply as hers to use, as she was not taking any food from her neighbor’s mouth.

Nicholas just got madder and madder at Sarah’s unauthorized visits to his land, so he decided to teach Sarah a lesson. When one of his bulls was butchered, Nick took the bloody hide, horns and all, and covered himself in it. Accompanied by some drunken buddies, he stomped over to Sarah’s little house one evening at twilight to put the fear of the devil in her.

Sarah was hard at work in her garden, weeding by moonlight, industrious as ever. Nicholas, wrapped in the hide and wearing the bull’s horns on his head, crowed like a demented monster. Sarah just kept on working. Nicholas continued to prance and roar. Sarah continued to ignore him.

“Woman, do you know who I am?” demanded the weird-looking creature. “No,” was her reply as she calmly kept on doing her chores. “Well, I’m the devil!” he screamed. “Really?” she said, “then I feel sorry for you.” At that point, Nicholas’s drunken cronies saw the humor in all this, and burst out laughing at the “devil” who was unable to scare a solitary woman. Nicholas and his chums skulked back to their favorite tavern, where the would-be devil’s fruitless visit became the subject of much scornful merriment. The imitation devil was made to look foolish indeed.

The whole neighborhood learned a lesson worth repeating over the generations: There’s just one way to fight the devil. Just keep straight on with what you’re doing and don’t mind him, and he can’t do anything to you.

And, by the way, do you think that Nicholas Whitney really could have been the “Old Nick” in disguise?




THE CAPTAIN’S PEG LEG

Down near Old Orchard Beach some old-timers can still remember the legend of the captain’s peg leg. It seems that in the early nineteenth century, a sea captain by the name of Edward Blackstone suffered a great misfortune: A shark bit off his leg. Now many sailors in the old days believed in a dark superstition that once a shark has tasted a bit of you, it will be back someday to finish its feast. That is, of course, if the victim doesn’t first kill the shark in revenge. A man who has lost a chunk of himself to a shark is considered to be under a curse until that same shark is killed.

Following his brutal encounter, Captain Blackstone became possessed by two great compulsions. The first, of course, was to find and kill the shark that had snacked on his leg. The second was the care of his artificial leg, which, in those more primitive days, was a simple wooden spool much like the leg of a piece of furniture.

The captain had his peg leg crafted of the finest walnut. He personally waxed and polished it every day so that the wood gleamed. Cleaning and polishing that wooden appendage became almost an unhealthy fetish.

As for his other mission in life—the destruction of sharks, the captain soon earned a reputation as a fearless, and ruthless, shark hunter. He killed hundreds of sharks during his fishing trips to deep waters.

Many was the day, in fair weather or foul, when Edward Blackstone would strap on his peg leg and head out to sea. “There’s sharks out there, I can smell them!” he’d declare. Then, finally, he insisted on venturing out during a howling winter gale. No one would go with him, so he sailed alone into the teeth of the storm. He never came back, at least not all of him—his peg leg washed up on the beach a few days later. It was returned to his widow, who placed it by the fireplace in her sitting room.

Strange things began to happen. Blackstone’s widow began to hear strange tapping noises after she’d retired for the night. In the morning, the wooden leg would be in a different place than the preceding evening. Was the captain’s peg leg going out on nightly shark hunts? This went on for weeks. Finally, one morning after a particularly stormy night, the widow Blackstone found her late husband’s wooden leg on the floor by the fireplace, soaking wet. She called in the servant girl to chastise her, thinking that the girl had left open a window and let in the rain. “How else could the peg leg have gotten wet?” she asked. “I didn’t leave any windows open, my lady,” replied the girl, “and besides, taste that water in the puddle by the leg. It’s saltwater!”

Now convinced that the peg leg was possessed, the widow sought advice from her clergyman. “Give the wooden leg a Christian burial” was his advice, which she followed. Once that was done, there were no more mysterious tappings at night, nor any more salty puddles on the floor. Perhaps the peg leg’s final voyage on saltwater had produced another dead shark—the right one, finally.




A DEAL WITH THE DEVIL

It’s not just an old story told in Maine, nor is it limited to French Canadian folklore. Pretty much the same story is part of many traditions all around the world. It is a great tragedy that carries a strong moral: Don’t make any deals with the Devil; you’ll live to regret it. In fact, you could spend eternity in hell.

The deal offered by the Prince of Darkness, as the evil one likes to be called, might sound attractive——great prosperity, a life of leisure amidst luxury at no cost to oneself in hard work or sweat.

“All I ask,” purrs the Devil into your ear, “is your loyal companionship and devotion—forever.” Faust signed up, and so have many others over the years, including one Jacques “Jack” Lemaire.

Jack had a farm near Sanford. Don’t bother trying to find it; this was long ago, and the farm has since reverted to wilderness, which is just as well. The area is still haunted, or so they say.

Jack didn’t have any friends, for many excellent reasons. But he did have neighbors—mistrustful, suspicious, envious neighbors. How did he do it? they wondered. Nobody could recall seeing Jack work. He seemed to never lift a finger around his farm, yet he prospered. Jack lounged about on his front porch, a tall gin and tonic in hand, while his neighbors worked up a sweat on their own land. Jack spent freely in town, buying the best of whatever took his fancy. He was tolerated in all the bars, for he tipped well and bought drinks for the house in fruitless attempts to gain friends. He never, ever went to church. He wouldn’t open the door to a priest’s knock, and once cursed a nun in the streets.

Money? Jack had a limitless supply, despite his lazy ways. His sheep grew fat quickly and produced the finest wool. His cows produced record quantities of high-quality milk. The traps he set in his woods provided luxuriant fur pelts by the dozens. His apple orchard’s trees bore heavily of the largest, sweetest fruit. His corn crops amazed the neighborhood. His house and barns always gleamed with fresh paint. Weeds had short life spans on his land. He had the Midas touch—everything he touched turned to gold, or so it seemed. But how did he do it without working? He never hired any help from the community either.

Late one night, a neighbor stumbled upon the awesome, horrifying truth. Jack’s prosperity was built on the back of Satanic slave labor.

Normally, folks avoided going anywhere near Jack’s property. He was unwelcoming to say the least. And there were rumors of strange happenings at Jack’s late at night—odd lights, weird sounds, and stuff like that. Sensible folks just didn’t want to know. However, a neighbor of Jack’s had drank way too much at a bar in town and made the fateful decision to take a shortcut across Jack’s farm.

The incautious drunk, hearing a strange, creaking, sighing sound from overhead, looked up. He froze—paralyzed by terror at what he saw in the faint light of a quarter moon. A huge canoe, its bottom covered in shiny black lacquer, was flying over him! Paddled by men who stared ahead in hopeless resignation and abject fear, the magical canoe flew to Jack’s house, landing in his front yard. Satan himself alighted from the canoe and began barking orders to the enslaved, cowering oarsmen.

“Repair that fence, prune those trees, shear those sheep, milk those cows, cut the hay!” The slaves hurried to their assigned chores as Satan cracked his whip.

The fearful witness crept away, suddenly stone-cold sober and scared out of his mind. He went to early mass and afterward told his tale to the priest. The priest came up with a plan. First, Jack must be confined to jail, partly for his own safety. Then, gallons of holy water must be used to wash the thresholds of his buildings. The grounds must be completely saturated with the blessed water. A posse of good men must be waiting at Jack’s farm that night to defeat the Devil and free his bewitched slaves. All this was done and the men prepared.

The midnight canoe flew as usual. Satan stepped out of his magical canoe and howled in pain as he came into contact with the holy water. He dove down a well, seeking the security of hell. At the priest’s direction, the good men grabbed the bewitched sinners who had been made into werewolves or loup-garou through their own sins. To restore these unfortunates to true humanity, the priest made small cuts above their hearts and collected a few drops of their blood on a portrait of Satan. The portrait was then burned. The former werewolves were freed. However, back at the town jail, when Jack’s locked cell was opened only a small pile of gray ash was found.

It is said that church attendance around Sanford increased dramatically after that day, at least until the story faded from memory. And, folks claim, if you listen carefully during high winds, you can hear Jack’s soul still screaming in hell. Remember, don’t sign any contracts with you-know-who or there will be the devil to pay.




THE LEGEND OF THE LOUPS-GAROUS

Many French Canadians tell stories about the Loups-Garous, bewitched souls who must serve the devil for terms corresponding to their neglect of their Christian duties. Maine is blessed with many citizens of French Canadian heritage, so tales of Loups-Garous are common in the Pine Tree State. One of the most horrific accounts is about Pierre Dumont, who lived long ago on a farm near Ogunquit.

His neighbors couldn’t figure out why Pierre was so prosperous. No one could recall ever having seen him work. The crops grown on his land always were of the finest quality and produced in unheard-of abundance. His lobster pots were always filled, and the fishing boat he owned always caught as big a haul as it could hold. His barns, fences, house, and sheds were kept in fine condition, always in good repair and freshly painted. In winter the trap lines in his woods always caught animals with the thickest, glossiest pelts. Prosperity seemed to live in his house, yet he seldom lifted a finger.

Dumont’s neighbors heard weird noises at night coming from his property, so much so that they stayed well clear of his land. Whenever it was necessary to use the road that ran by his house, passersby would cross themselves and hurry on. It was rumored that Dumont was in league with the devil, and that would explain his effortless prosperity. Needless to say, Pierre Dumont never had visitors and never feared trespassers.

But late one night, a villager who had consumed way too much brandy decided to take a shortcut across Dumont’s fields. As the foolish trespasser crossed Dumont’s property, he heard a horrible noise. As he looked up, he witnessed an incredible sight: Sailing forty feet in the air was a huge, black rowboat, propelled by twenty oarsmen. The boat landed at Dumont’s house and twenty bedeviled Loups-Garous lept out, chained together and cowering under a whip wielded by a tall man dressed entirely in red. The Loups-Garous went to work about the farm, doing all the chores that a successful farm required. “Harder, faster!” screamed their demonic master, “there is much work to be done!” It was clear that Pierre Dumont had sold his soul to the devil in return for the work of enslaved Loups-Garous.

The accidental witness to this devilish visit hurried to consult the parish priest. It was decided that they, along with half a dozen staunch churchgoers, would lay in wait for the devil that next night. The priest and the good men of his church arrived at Dumont’s farm at nightfall. The priest sprinkled holy water over the land and then they awaited the midnight arrival of the devil’s boat and its bewitched crew.

With the clamor of a freight train, the boat sailed overhead and glided down to Dumont’s front yard. As the devil stepped out of the boat, however, he screamed in agony, as the holy water’s touch burned him like hellfire. Groaning in pain, the devil jumped back into his magical boat, leaving the Loups-Garous behind. The men of the parish leaped forward, making small cuts on the arms of the Loups-Garous—causing the bloodletting that freed them from servitude to the Prince of Darkness. Pierre Dumont was struck by a bolt of fire flung down by the devil as he departed, and his soul was snatched up into the
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