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			To Ted and Bill and Ruth, thanks for not challenging my memory.
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			Crossing the Line

		

		
			My love affair with Maine started in the summer of ’46. I was three. Dad had just gotten back from winning the war, and we were living with my mother’s parents, William and Florence Tee, in their big house on Pleasant Street in Arlington, Massachusetts. My mother’s whole family was living there, except for Uncle Kirby. He was living with his in-laws around the corner. In addition to my mother; my father; my older brother, Ted; and me, there were Aunt Mary and Aunt Florence; Uncle Arthur; two cousins, Carol and Richard; and Great Gramma Kirby. Dad was looking for a place of our own, but thanks to the war, there was nothing available, at least not at our price. Not that it mattered to me. I liked living at Grampa and Gramma’s. There was always something happening. I was never by myself, people were coming and going, and somebody was always having a birthday. But there was no privacy. With the war over, Mom and Dad wanted their own house. They wanted to get on with their lives.

			For Dad’s vacation, Mom decided that we should get away. Grampa always had a long list of chores he wanted done, and she must have realized that cutting the lawn, weeding the garden, trimming the hedges, washing the car, painting the steps, and cleaning the cellar wouldn’t be much of a vacation for Dad. Mom had found an ad in the Boston Herald for some camps in Fryeburg, Maine. The ad said to write Rev. Jack Jordan. Mom was a good Episcopalian and figured the camps must be nice if they were run by a reverend. Dad hated the thought of dipping into our savings, but the price was right, fifteen dollars a week, so he agreed.

			We had such a good time at Jordan’s that we kept going back every summer. Dad always reserved the same cabin, Little Beaver, for the first two weeks in July. He liked going to Maine early in July. The days were long, which gave us more time for fishing, and because we were the first campers of the season, Reverend Jordan let us arrive on Friday night, the day before the camps officially opened.

			On the last Friday in June, Mom, Ted, and I would get up at first light to start packing. Dad would get home an hour or two early from his job at the Department of Education, at 200 Newbury Street in Boston. We’d load up the car and head north, up Route 28 to Andover, then catch 125 through Haverhill into New Hampshire. When we came to Rochester, we’d stop at Colby’s Family Restaurant. I was a little husky, and that was a big treat for me. I’d have the turkey dinner with mashed potatoes and lots of hot buttered rolls. For dessert, Dad would order us each a piece of Colby’s famous banana cream pie. Then he’d buy another whole pie to go.

			“Don’t you boys sit on this box,” he’d say, carefully packing the pie into the already overloaded car. For Dad, a Colby’s banana cream pie was a vacation unto itself.

			By now, it would be getting dark, so I’d crawl onto the ledge under the back window and doze. I’d be too excited to sleep and too tired to stay awake. I could tell when we were going through the Ossipees. Over the hum of the tires, I’d hear Mom saying, “Jack, slow down, you’ll get a ticket.” Dad would laugh and say, “Relax, Donna, there’s not a cop within twenty miles of here. This is no-man’s-land.”

			I’d sit up when we got to Conway around eleven o’clock. Conway was the last town in New Hampshire, and Fryeburg was just over the line. “There’s Maine!” Dad would say, flashing his high beams at the sign. Ted and I would lean out the windows, the wind blowing in our faces, reaching forward as far as we could, trying to be the first in Maine.
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			“I win, I win!” I’d yell as we zipped past the sign. I always had to be the first in Maine. It had been six hours since we’d left home, but we’d crossed the line; we’d entered the wilds of Maine. The first thing Dad would do was slow down so we could read the fire alert, a big cutout of Smokey the Bear. A bubble over Smokey’s hat read, “Remember, only you can prevent forest fires,” and there was an arrow next to his shovel that pointed to the fire danger level—high, medium, or low. The image of a wildfire, like the one in Bambi, would rage through my head, and that was pretty scary.

			“Looks like they rolled up the sidewalks,” Dad would say as we eased into Fryeburg. All the stores were closed and most of the houses dark. The lights that were still on silhouetted the massive elms that lined both sides of the street. “Everything looks the same,” Mom would say as we passed Solari’s General Store, Oliver’s Rexall Drugs, and the Blacksmith Shop, which was now a restaurant. “There’s the house of the guy who writes Hopalong Cassidy,” Ted would say. Although the writer of Hopalong Cassidy was Fryeburg’s greatest celebrity, nobody ever seemed to know his name.

			At the monument in the middle of town, the one honoring John Stevens, an early settler who spent the winter of 1762–63 in Fryeburg, Dad would turn east on Route 113, the main road to Portland. There was no need to slow down; there were no traffic lights in Fryeburg. “They must have had a good winter,” Mom would say as we passed a streetlight. “All the houses look painted.” Freshly painted houses were Mom’s way of assessing the local economy.

			We crept past the bank, the Gulf station, Emerson’s Red and White, the Dairy Joy, Trumball’s Hardware, Holden Ford, Kenerson’s Barber Shop, Hastings Law Office, the registry of deeds, the post office, and the “doughnut tree,” a huge elm with its bottom branch twisted around like a doughnut. Dad started picking up speed down the hill past the log pond at Diamond Match. “Smell the wood,” he’d say, taking in a deep breath. We’d all take in a deep breath, then let out a contented “ahhhh” as we exhaled freshly cut pine.

			Now came the best part, the straightaway by the airport. For a main route, 113 wasn’t much of a road. It went up and down like a roller coaster, and Dad would gun the engine so we’d fly over the humps. Ted and I would be bouncing up and down in the back seat, screaming, “Faster, Dad. Go faster!” Mom would be yelling, “Jack, slow down! We’ll go off the road.”

			After the airport, Dad did slow down. That’s when we started passing the camp roads to Lovewell Pond. “Watch for Jordan’s,” he’d say.

			“There it is!” Ted and I would shout as the headlights lit a tree with a little hand-lettered sign that read “Jordan’s Camps.”

			When Dad turned the car down the little sandy road, it was like Alice falling down the rabbit hole. The high beams cut a tunnel through the deep and dark and silent woods. We’d bump around the twists and turns, all the time leaning forward, looking for the reflection from the eyes of a deer, moose, or even a bear caught in the headlights. At the final bend, the lights would illuminate eight little green cabins nestled under the majestic pines. It looked like Wonderland, and it was.

			Dad would pull into an opening right above Little Beaver. Ted and I would tumble out onto a cool carpet of pine needles. We’d all pause for a moment listening to the stillness. For one night, we had the camps all to ourselves.

			“All right, boys, let’s get moving,” Mom would say. “I’ll make up the beds while you unload the car. The sheets and blankets are in that Campbell’s Soup box.” Before we left for Maine, we’d go to the A&P and ask the manager for some used boxes. Mom knew where everything was by the brand names on the boxes.

			“Where’s my fishing rod?” “Forget about your rod and take this box in to your mother.” “Dad, Ted took my bag.” “That’s my bag, stupid.” “Here, you take this banana cream pie, and be very careful.” “Mom, which bed is mine?” “You and Ted are in here.” “Ted always gets the best side.” “That’s because I’m older.” “Okay, it’s late. You boys hop into bed. You’ve got a big day tomorrow.”

			The year I was eight, it was unusually hot when we arrived. “Dad, we can’t sleep,” Ted said after we’d gone to bed. “It’s too hot.”

			“You’re too excited,” Dad said. “But it is hot. What do you say we all go for a swim?”

			“Yeah!”

			Mom dug into a Wheaties box and pulled out our suits, new ones printed like leopard skins. Ted had gotten the idea for leopard-skin suits from watching Johnny Weismuller in a Tarzan movie. Mom had searched all over Boston before she finally found them in a discount bin at Filene’s Basement.

			Dad grabbed a gray navy-surplus lantern and led us along the rocky path to the beach. A loon’s mournful cry rose from the bog. Across the lake a lone light flickered from Trebor, one of the two girls’ camps on Lovewell Pond. In the moonlight we counted eight wooden boats pulled up along the shore, one for each cabin.

			“The water feels like, silk,” Mom said, easing in. We all eased in. Mom was right; it did feel like silk, soft and smooth and inviting. This was the best moment my family ever had—swimming in Lovewell Pond, late at night, on the last Friday in June 1951.

			*   *   *

			Once we were over the line, Ted and I had chores, but they were nothing like the chores we had at home. At home, we had to take out the garbage, sweep the cellar stairs, mow the lawn. In Maine, we had to get wood for the stove, ice for the refrigerator, water for drinking.

			Getting the wood was easy. The woodshed was right in the middle of camp. At the start of each summer, Reverend Jordan would fill the shed with a truckload of scraps from a dowel factory in Brownfield. We’d walk into the shed, Ted would hold out his arms, and I’d stack up the dowels.

			Getting the ice was a little harder. We’d go into the icehouse behind the shed where Reverend Jordan stored the boats, scrape the sawdust off a block of ice, and slide it into the wheelbarrow. We were too little to use the tongs, but once we got the block into the barrow, we could wheel it home.

			Getting the water, that was tough. The spring was a long quarter mile back in the woods at the base of a hemlock gully. The gully was deep and damp and home to deerflies, horseflies, and hordes of mosquitoes that lived to feast on kids from Jordan’s. Reverend Jordan provided used kerosene bottles for the water. Back in the fifties, there was no Environmental Protection Agency, and nobody saw anything strange about putting drinking water in used kerosene jugs. These round, glass gallon jugs had a neck no more than an inch in diameter. This meant that we had to hold the jugs under the surface until all the air was forced out. The water in the spring was freezing, and our hands would go numb long before the jugs were filled.

			We’d stop at the top of the gully and Ted would say, “Davey, you fill while I swat.” Filling the jugs was a lot harder than swatting the bugs, but I never argued. Everybody knew you had to do what your big brother told you. We’d sprint down the path, and while Ted flipped back the wooden cover to the spring, I’d unscrew the caps to the jugs. Then Ted would start swatting and I’d start filling. The water was so clear that at first I’d think the spring was empty. That misperception would be clarified when a stinging cold shot up my arm. Glog, glog, glog—bubbles would start trickling to the surface. I’d feel the mosquitoes in my mouth, my eyes, my nose, my ears, my hair, all buzzing away enjoying their feast.

			Whap, whap, whap, whap. Ted would be pounding me on my head, my back, my arms, my legs. “Hurry up, Davey,” he’d say. “I’m gettin’ eaten alive.”

			“You?” I’d scream. “What about me?”

			Once a jug was half filled, it would stay under the surface by itself. Glug, glug, glug. I’d grit my teeth and hold on. One jug, two jugs, three, four. At last, all four would be filled and I’d jump up, my numb hands flailing around my head trying to clear the biting, buzzing cloud. While I fumbled with the caps, Ted closed the cover. Then we’d each grab two jugs and start up the path. With a jug in each hand, we were defenseless. Deerflies and horseflies attacked our heads while swarms of mosquitoes coated our arms and legs. Once out of the gully, we could outrun the mosquitoes, but the deerflies and the horseflies wouldn’t give up. They’d keep buzzing around us all the way back to camp.

			Every hundred yards or so we’d have to stop to put down the jugs. The only way to carry a kerosene jug was by slipping an index finger through the glass loop at the neck. After a hundred yards, the ends of our fingers felt as though they were being pulled out of our knuckles. It wasn’t until we were back on the screen porch sipping a glass of ice-cold spring water that our chores were done.

			*   *   *

			One of the best things about crossing the line was the change that came over Dad. At home, he was always working and worrying about money, but at Jordan’s he was relaxed, happy, and full of fun. One day, after we’d gotten our hair cut at Kenerson’s, Dad said, “Let’s go down to the train station and see what’s going on.”

			That seemed odd. With only two trains a day, a freight at night and a passenger in the morning, there was never much going on at the Fryeburg station. We had a 1950 Studebaker at the time. Dad parked the Studie, and Ted and I followed him into the station. Except for the clerk behind the window, the place was empty. “When’s the White Mountain Express arrive?” Dad asked the clerk.

			The clerk looked up at the Regulator clock ticking away on the wall and said, “Ten-fifteen, same as always.”

			“Does it stop at North Conway?” Dad asked.

			“Ayuh, ten-thirty-seven.”

			“How much for these two boys?”

			“Quarter apiece.”

			Dad fumbled through his pockets and came out with a Walking Liberty fifty-cent piece. He slapped it on the counter, eagle-side up. “We’ll take two.”

			I looked at Ted. Ted looked at me. Dad was going to put us on the train to North Conway.

			The clerk handed Dad two tickets. “It’s a nice ride through the valley,” he said. “You gonna drive over and get ’em?”

			“I’ll be waiting for them,” Dad said. “Come on, boys, you’re going for a ride on the White Mountain Express.” He gave us each a ticket and took us out to the platform to wait.

			Ted was very excited. He jumped down onto the track and put an ear on a rail, listening for the train. It was a trick he’d seen on Hopalong Cassidy.

			I was very nervous. I wasn’t sure I wanted to go on the train without Dad. I stood on the platform begging Ted to get off the tracks, but Dad didn’t seem to care. He sat down on a bench, lit up a Camel, and said to Ted, “Hear anything?”

			“It’s coming,” Ted said, jumping up. A whistle blew and we could see a trail of smoke rising through the trees. There was another blast of the whistle and the big headlight of the White Mountain Express came steaming around the bend. I moved way to the back of the platform as the engine blew through the station like a summer storm, its bell clanging, smokestack puffing, and jets of white steam hissing from its wheels. The White Mountain Express ground to a stop, the couplings between the cars clinking and clanking as they readjusted their grips. The conductor lowered the stairs and stepped onto the platform. “Fryeburg! Fryeburg, Maine!” he bellowed.

			“Let’s go, boys,” Dad said, grabbing my hand. He didn’t have to grab Ted’s. Ted had his ticket out and was ready to ride.

			“Will you keep an eye on these boys for me?” Dad asked the conductor. The conductor adjusted his glasses and gave us the once-over. He looked hot in his blue serge uniform and woolen conductor’s cap, especially next to Dad, who always wore a crisp white T-shirt and his old Navy khakis when we were in Maine. Dad looked cool.

			“How far they going?”

			“North Conway, but if I’m not there, I want to make sure they get off. I’m not chasing you to St. Johnsbury.”

			“Gonna try to beat us, are ya?”

			“I’m going to give it a shot.”

			The conductor pulled a big gold watch out of his vest pocket. “Well, ya betta get a move on it. We’ll be arriving at North Conway in eighteen minutes.”

			Dad didn’t wait to see us go. He ran to the Studie, jumped in, and was off. “All aboard,” the conductor yelled, and Ted and I scrambled up the steps. The smokestack chugged, our car rocked, the wheels squealed, and the White Mountain Express began to grind its way out of Fryeburg. Ted found us two seats by an open window, and we watched the back side of Fryeburg pass by. As the tracks started running parallel to Route 302, Ted yelled, “Look, there’s Dad!”

			Sure enough, there was Dad in the Studie, roaring along 302 and waving out the window. “Come on, Dad!” Ted yelled. He was so excited that everybody in our car, even the conductor, leaned out the windows and started cheering for Dad.

			Whoooo, Whooo. We were coming to the crossing on 302. There was no gate, only a flashing light. Dad was passing cars like a madman. Whooo, Whooo. The puffs of smoke had turned into a steady stream as the train continued to pick up speed. “He’s not gonna make it, not unless he can get by that hay truck,” somebody yelled. Everybody agreed, except for Ted. “He’ll make it,” Ted proclaimed.

			Dad must have seen an opening. The Studie swung out around the hay truck. Ted was standing up, pumping his arm, screaming, “Go Dad, go!” Whooo, Whooo. There was the crossing. I covered my eyes with my hands but peeked through my fingers. The lights started flashing. Dad wasn’t going to make it. He’d have to stop. But the Studie didn’t stop. It zipped over the tracks.

			“Yeeay!” There was a big cheer as we scrambled to the other side of the car. There was Dad, buzzing along 302, his arm out the window giving the White Mountain Express a big wave. That was the last we saw of him. The train bridge over the Saco River was right after the tracks crossed 302. Cars had to go over the covered bridge another five miles down the road in Conway. Now the reality of being alone on the train to St. Johnsbury, Vermont, sank in. “Do you think Dad will be there?” I asked Ted.

			“Don’t worry, Davey,” Ted said. “Dad’ll be there.”

			And he was. When the train pulled into North Conway, there was Dad, leaning against the side of the Studie, smoking a Camel, reading the Portland Press Herald. The conductor put down the stairs and we jumped out. The other passengers were leaning out the windows laughing and yelling congratulations to Dad. “Where you guys been?” Dad said nonchalantly. “Seems like I’ve been waiting here half the day.”

			*   *   *

			If nothing was better than going to Maine, nothing was worse than coming home. On the Friday night before we’d have to leave, the whole camp would have a cookout on the beach. The next morning, everybody would be busy packing. Reverend Jordan wanted us out by eleven so he’d have time to clean before the next wave of campers arrived that afternoon. Mom wanted to make sure that Little Beaver was spotless. She’d still be mopping the floors even after the car was packed. “Okay, boys, Mom wants you out of the cabin,” Dad would say. “Why don’t you take your last swim.”

			Ted and I would put on our suits—the leopard skins were just a one-year fad—and go down to the beach. We’d swim out to the raft and take a last look at the lake and the mountains. “Come on, Davey,” Ted would say, “it’s time to go.” He knew if he didn’t keep me moving, I’d start to cry. I’d dive into the water, watch the air bubbles stream through my fingers, and know that it would be the last time I’d see them for almost a year. Why did we have to go?

			People would be moving from camp to camp hugging one another and saying good-bye. They would look at me, see the sadness, and say, “It’s okay, Davey. We’ll be back next year.” Then I would start to cry. Next year was too far away. Cars would begin to leave. I couldn’t watch them, so I’d go sit in the woodshed by myself and sob harder with each parting honk. Finally, Mom would be ready to go and Ted would come get me. I’d climb into the back seat, my head down, tears dripping onto the pine pillow Dad had bought me at Solari’s. Reverend Jordan would stick his head in the car window to say good-bye, but I’d be too sad to look up. “Put us down for Little Beaver the first two weeks of July,” Dad would tell him.

			“Ayuh,” the Reverend would nod. “We won’t open without ya.” Then he’d look at me. “Davey sure does hate to leave,” he’d say. “He’ll be all right once you get on the road.” But I never was. Crossing the line out of Maine was leaving everything I loved.

		

	
		
			Dad’s Humongous Pickerel

		

		
			The same families came back to Jordan’s every year, and they stayed in the same camps. We were in Little Beaver; the Garlands in Rose Marie; the Cunninghams in Loons Nest; the Dohertys in Arrowhead; the Raffertys, who were the Dohertys’ cousins, in Snuggle Inn; the Largesses in Home; and the Bourneufs in Minn’s Inn. We were like an extended family. We’d do everything together: go to church suppers, have cookouts on the beach, ride the Skimobile in North Conway, climb Pleasant Mountain in Bridgton, form a caravan and drive to St. Augustin de Woburn, the first town in Canada.

			I’d usually wake up when I heard a screen door slam. Thanks to the old World War II blackout shades that Reverend Jordan used for drapes, my bedroom was always dark, but I could tell if the sun was out by looking at the pinholes in the shades. If little beams of light were poking through, it was going to be a nice day.

			Ted and I would get up and do our chores while Mom cooked a big breakfast on the woodstove: eggs, bacon, fried perch, homemade bread smeared with blueberry jam. Dad would be on the porch smoking a Camel, reading yesterday’s paper. On the sill next to him, steam would be rising from a mug of coffee.

			After breakfast, Ted and I would wander up to the swing between the two giant pines in front of Home Cottage. That’s where the kids at Jordan’s met to plan their day. There were about a dozen of us, and no one in a great hurry to do anything. While we were gathering, the Hood’s dairy truck would drive in and go from camp to camp delivering milk, eggs, and butter. After it came the Cushman’s Bakery man. The sight of his black-and-white station wagon would start a race between Sister Cunningham and me. Sister was a little husky, like me, and we both wanted to be first in line to get the one box of chocolate doughnuts. For some reason, the Cushman’s man never brought two.

			If nothing else was going on, we might hitch a ride to town with whoever was going to Solari’s to get the newspapers, the post office to mail some cards, or Oliver’s Rexall Drugs to send a telegram. Mr. Oliver represented Western Union in Fryeburg. By midmorning, we’d all be at the beach swimming or boating or lying on a towel soaking up the summer sun. By mid-afternoon, most of the camp would be at the beach, the men standing around in baggy bathing trunks, smoking Camels and talking about the Red Sox or how Ike was running the country, the women sitting around the picnic table in matronly, one-piece bathing suits, smoking Chesterfields and talking about shopping and where to get the best bargains. For the most part, we kids were ignored. As long as we showed up for meals, nobody seemed to care where we went or what we did, which was just fine with us.

			* * *

			Evenings at Jordan’s were devoted to fishing. After supper, Dad would tell Ted and me to grab our poles and we’d head out. We always caught something. Lovewell Pond was loaded with hornpout, pickerel, and white and yellow perch, but everyone threw the yellows back. Local lore had it that yellow perch contained worms. When we were real little, Dad made our poles out of saplings and a piece of string with a hook tied on the end. He’d row us out to the raft, and that’s where we’d fish. Unless we saw Old Tom.

			Old Tom was the resident eagle. He had a nest somewhere on the back side of Arrowhead Mountain. From there, Tom could fish the ponds and lakes along the Fryeburg section of the Saco River. When we saw Old Tom dive for a fish, Dad would load us in the boat and row as hard as he could to the spot. If we got there in time, we’d get into a school of perch.

			One evening while we were fishing on the raft, Old Tom surprised us by bursting out of a big pine on the shore right next to Jordan’s. I’d never seen Old Tom that close. He was huge. He swooped down not thirty yards from us and came up with a fish. We could see the individual feathers on Tom’s white head and tail, even the red blood running down the side of the fish, a nice white perch. “Get in the boat!” Dad yelled. Ted and I pulled in our lines and climbed into the boat while Dad stowed the anchor—a used paint can that Reverend Jordan had filled with cement—and grabbed the can of worms.

			When we reached the spot, the water was silver with fish. “Quick, put your lines in!” Dad barked. He was clearly excited, and it took something to get Dad excited.

			Bang. Bang. Bang. As soon as a worm was in the water, a fish would hit it. We’d pull the fish out and dangle it in front of Dad, waiting for him to take it off the hook. “Hurry up, Dad,” we’d keep saying, “I need a new worm. I need a new worm.” Dad couldn’t bait the hooks fast enough. Fish were flopping all over the boat. I got so excited that once, by mistake, I threw my hook in without a worm. It didn’t make any difference; the school was in a feeding frenzy. I pulled up the biggest fish of the night.

			Suddenly, it was all over; the school moved on. When we counted up our catch, we’d landed thirty-three white perch in less than twenty minutes. The next day, Dad went to Oliver’s and telegraphed the results to our hometown paper, the Arlington Advocate. Uncle Kirby mailed us a copy of the next edition. There on the sports page was a squib about our catch. It was the first time I’d ever seen my name in the paper.

			* * *

			There were a lot of good fishermen at Jordan’s, but Mr. Garland was, without question, the best. Mr. Garland went out earlier than anybody else, came back later, and just about always caught more fish. For a great fisherman, Mr. Garland couldn’t have been nicer. If you needed a bobber or lost your hook, you could row over to Mr. Garland’s boat and he’d give you one. If you had a problem with your rod or reel, he’d fix it. You could ask Mr. Garland anything—where they were biting, what lures to use, how deep to set your hook—and, unlike some fishermen, he’d give you an honest answer.

			Mr. and Mrs. Garland only had one child, Bobby, and Bobby could be a problem. He was always doing something to get attention. If you were swimming and got hit in the back of the head with a clump of wet sand, it was Bobby who threw it. If you were standing on the raft and somebody pushed you in from behind, it was Bobby who did it. If you were lying on the beach and somebody sneaked up and poured water on you, it was Bobby who’d be holding the pail laughing.

			If Bobby really wanted attention, all he had to do was go fishing. Like Mr. Garland, Bobby was a super fisherman. The two of them would go out every night, and when they came in the whole camp would gather around to survey their catch. Watching the Garlands unload their boat was the highlight of an evening at Jordan’s. The front of Mr. Garland’s normally sparkling white T-shirt would be soiled from all the fish he’d held against his chest removing the hooks. There’d be fish everywhere: under the seats, wedged between the floorboards, hanging over the stern on a string.

			“Here’s a nice one,” Mr. Garland would say, hoisting up a beautiful bass. “Bobby caught this one with a Hula Popper. Show them the Popper, Bobby.” Half a dozen flashlights would focus first on the bass, then on the Popper. There’d be a chorus of oohs and aahs. Mr. Garland would point to the string and say, “Hand me that one, son,” and a huge perch would flash in the lights. “There was a whole school of big ones like this baby over by Loon Island.”

			“Loon Island!” somebody would exclaim. Loon Island was on the other side of the lake. Nobody but Mr. Garland would row all the way over there looking for perch. One night the Garlands came in with an eel. Nobody could figure out what an eel was doing in Lovewell Pond, but if an eel was there, you could bet that the Garlands would catch it.

			The Garlands stayed in Rose Marie Cottage. Mr. Doherty claimed that the reason the Garlands always reserved Rose Marie was because it was the camp nearest the main beach. “The Garlands don’t want to strain their backs carrying all those fish,” Mr. Doherty would scoff. He could joke about the Garlands because he was the only man at Jordan’s who didn’t fish. Catching and cleaning fish was not Mr. Doherty’s idea of a good time. On his vacation he liked to play the ponies. While all the other men were getting into their boats, Mr. Doherty would get into his car and drive to Scarborough Downs with Joe Solari and his son, Louie. In addition to owning the general store, Joe and Louie owned a string of trotters. Black-and-white pictures of the Solaris standing in the winner’s circle with their horses lined the wall behind the soda fountain.

			Like Rose Marie, Little Beaver was right on the water, but Little Beaver was about a hundred yards down the shore from the main beach. One reason Dad liked Little Beaver was because it had its own little sandy spot where we could land our boat. That meant when we came in from fishing, we didn’t have to compete with the Garlands. Nobody wanted to compete with the Garlands.

			Things got real bad in 1953 when the Garlands showed up with a brand-new three-horsepower Evinrude. That was the first outboard motor at Jordan’s. Bobby had won it at the Sportsman’s Show in Boston. Mr. Garland had entered Bobby in the casting contest, and Bobby had beaten everybody, even kids who were much older. Ted Williams had made the presentation. My brother Ted and I couldn’t believe it when Dad showed us the picture in the February 16 Boston Herald. There was Bobby, standing between Mr. Garland and Ted Williams, holding the motor. At first I didn’t recognize Mr. Garland in his coat and tie. Ted Williams had on a coat but no tie. Ted Williams never wore a tie. Bobby was in a plaid hunting shirt from Solari’s. While Ted and I studied the picture, Dad shook his head and said, “It’s going to be a long summer.”

			The Garlands’ new mobility only added to their proficiency. They were coming in with bigger and bigger catches all the time. When Mr. Garland’s brother, Dick, came for the Fourth of July, the Garlands tied a boat on top of Dick’s car and headed for Kezar Lake. They were going after landlocked salmon. Nobody at Jordan’s ever dreamed of catching a landlocked salmon.

			That night, with the Garlands gone, Dad rowed our boat to the main beach. His normally sparkling white T-shirt had been spoiled by a nice fourteen-inch white perch. For once, all the lights were focused on our fish. I went to bed happy, thinking Dad was the star. The next thing I knew, Ted was shaking me, “Get up, Davey. Get up,” he was saying. “You’ve gotta see this fish!”

			I stumbled into the kitchen, and there were Mr. Garland, his brother, Dick, and Bobby. Dick was holding the most beautiful fish I’d ever seen. It was a landlocked salmon, plump and silvery with green and pink speckles along its sides. The Garlands had caught it that night in Kezar and were going from cabin to cabin showing it off. Dad had been upstaged. His fourteen-inch white perch looked small and drab compared to the Garland’s big, beautiful landlocked salmon.

			At the Fourth of July cookout the next day, we had lots of peas and modest portions of perch. The Garlands’ thick, rosy salmon steaks, slathered with butter and garnished with parsley, dominated the grill. They generously offered to share their salmon, but everyone except Mr. Doherty was too proud to accept. Mr. Doherty went back for seconds. “This is some fish,” he said.

			“There’s a bigger one down in the weeds by the outlet,” Mr. Garland said. “It’s a humongous pickerel. I’ve seen it a couple of times, but I’ve never been able to hook it.”

			After the cookout, Dad began sleeping on the porch where there were no World War II shades to block out the light. I’d hear him get up with the sun, grab his fishing rod, and slip out the door. Dad took only one lure with him, a Johnson Weedless, so I knew where he was going. He was after that humongous pickerel.

			On the third morning, I got up when I heard the screen door squeak and said, “Dad, can I come with you?”

			“Sure,” he said. “I could use some company.”

			While Dad rowed, I sat in the bow and gazed over his shoulder into the White Mountains. I could see a patch of snow still clinging to the top of Mount Washington. It was a glorious Maine morning, cool and clear without a breath of air. Lovewell Pond was totally calm. The arrow formed by the reflections of Pleasant and Arrowhead Mountains lay perfectly symmetrical along the far shore. High above, I saw Old Tom soaring on a thermal, his white head turning this way and that searching for a school of perch.

			“There’s Old Tom,” I said.

			“I see him,” Dad said, but he kept rowing. Dad wasn’t thinking about perch. He was totally focused on that humongous pickerel.

			The sun was up over the trees when we passed Rappatuck, the other girls’ camp on Lovewell Pond. Dad pulled out his handkerchief and wiped his brow. It was getting hot. We listened to a bugle playing reveille, and I squinted into the sun hoping to see some young, nubile campers sprinting for the showers. I thought about Janie Doherty, who was twelve and beginning to blossom, climbing up onto the raft, her suit being tugged down, by the water. I was ten and
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