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  Beached Mansion


  An impressive houseboat came ashore in Rockport back in 1925.


  When longtime summer resident Donald D. Dodge stumbled across this Federal-style house tucked on a Phippsburg backwater in 1925, he knew he’d found an appropriate home for his oceanfront property on Deadman Point in Rockport. Originally built in 1806 by ship captain Thomas McCobb and designed to be “the most beautiful house in Maine,” the home had become known as Spite House because it was deliberately built to overshadow a family home McCobb believed had been usurped by a stepmother. Dodge, unconcerned both with the house’s contentious past and the eighty-five-mile voyage required for it to reach Rockport, stipulated that the house, its cupola, and all four chimneys be moved intact and that none of the great home’s plaster walls be cracked during the operation.


  This remarkable photograph, made shortly after Rockland captain John Snow had beached Spite House in late July 1925 (after a two-day layover in Rockland so extra pumps, including the wheeled one at left, could empty the nearly flooded barge), shows that the wooden scow has been further burdened with Spite House’s granite foundation slabs and even another whole house. The 1796 Stover House from South Harpswell was dismantled for the journey, but its windows and doors are visible stacked at right.


  Presumably just moments after this image was captured, crews began unloading Spite House in the same manner it had been loaded—on greased skids, drawn by horses hauling lines passed around a windlass. Some of the 2,000 feet of timber used to stabilize the structure are visible bracing the chimneys, while strips of lath and an interior door peek out, left of center, from the scar created when an 1850 ell was left behind in Phippsburg.


  One enterprising soul has already capitalized on Spite House’s arrival, pulling his horse­drawn wagon and its “Home of Good Values” umbrella onto the mudflat to peddle supplies—or maybe just refreshments and snacks—to the workers unloading the great house.


  After it was unloaded and firmly anchored in its new surroundings, the grand home was extensively renovated and Dodge, a noted horticulturalist, created elaborate Colonial Revival gardens. But on moving day, after all the painstaking preparations Dodge and his crew made—each floor joist, at center, has been carefully marked—they seem to have overlooked one of the simplest precautions. Despite the promise of rolling swells and brisk sea breezes on the journey, the movers closed just one set of wooden shutters—an oversight, perhaps, or possibly Mr. Dodge just couldn’t wait to fling open the windows and take in the views of the Camden Hills, at left, from his proud new home.
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  Racing Strides


  A snowy boulevard in Saco made for a perfect racecourse almost a century ago.


  These days most drivers dread a heavy snowfall, but nearly a century ago a good dumping of the white stuff was like raising the “start your engines” flag for anyone with a horse and sleigh. It was especially welcome around Eastman Park in Saco, where local photographer Charles E. Moody set up his camera in 1912 and caught racer Joseph Newell warming up his pacer. The park served as a finish line for the quarter-mile sprints that began at the North Railroad Station on North Street, one of many such impromptu racecourses that sprang up in Maine cities and towns during the winter. “Many a coachman, unknown to his employer, contrived to drive around to the speed-way, perhaps with a horse he had been quietly conditioning, in the hope of indulging in a brush or two in the keen air,” wrote Edwin Valentine Mitchell.


  Judging by Newell’s sleigh, though, he took more than a passing interest in such races. Instead of driving a standard Portland Cutter like the one behind him, left of center, he has retrofitted a sulky with short runners instead of wheels. Newell likely learned from racing on the frozen Saco River that a sulky could out-perform a sleigh on ice, and has decided to adapt the technology for the snowy surface of Main Street. His unique speedster has begun to draw a crowd: the bearded gent behind him who has left the comfort of his sleigh to watch Newell might well be John B. Gregory, the agent of the Saco River Lumber Company who owned the impressive Queen Anne behind him. And while this small group doesn’t compare to the numbers who would gather here for the regular Sunday afternoon races, Newell seems to have attracted a competitor, as the white horse barely visible over his right shoulder appears ready to go head-to-head.


  For racers, conditions didn’t get much better than this. The snowdrifts are deep enough to almost cover the low railing, at right, that surrounds Eastman Park, but the small amount of snow on the rooftops indicates that it’s been a day or two since the storm and so crews have had time to roll the road smooth. Only the horses might prefer different conditions: they probably consider the frozen fountain, just visible behind Newell, a cruel reminder of warmer days.


  To capture this wintry scene, Moody had to have practically stood on the trolley tracks that crossed this well-to-do neighborhood, ironic because the trolley—and the automobile that would come after it—spelled the end of the horse and buggy and likewise the end of the North Street races in Saco. If not for Moody’s photograph and the ongoing presence of the Gregory and Eastman houses that still lord over this village square, this scene might have melted away like a February snow.


  Blaze of Glory


  A Maine military hero’s summer home had perished long before this fire in 1940.


  The battle was already lost by the time a crew from the Brunswick Fire Department put their hoses to work on this inferno at Domhegan, Joshua Lawrence Chamberlain’s former twenty-three-bedroom summer estate on Simpson’s Point, back in May 1940. In this historic photograph you can see that the roof on the two-story ell, at right, has already collapsed, and a few flaming timbers are all that remain of a single-floor dinner shed, at far right. Smoke seeps from the eave below the main house’s right-hand dormer, and the widow’s walk above has begun to disappear behind a veil of smoke. The men in the foreground may well be caretaker Ernest Prindall and one of his sons; both realize, perhaps, that they and their family of six would lose all of their possessions in the blaze. (A dog, at lower left, seems unharmed.)


  Just moments after this dramatic photograph was taken, firemen were able to get water from their five-hundred-gallon tanker truck and possibly even from the shore of Casco Bay only ninety yards away, preventing the circa-1789 structure from collapsing like the ell. The charred shell of the main house remained standing for another sixteen years after this remarkable photograph (selected from the collection of longtime Brunswick fireman Alfred “Freddy” LeTarte) was taken, but Chamberlain’s cottage would shelter its inhabitants no longer.


  Had he been alive to see it, Domhegan’s demise might have actually been a relief for Brevet Major-General Chamberlain, who had renovated the former church building-turned-shipyard bunkhouse just a few years before retiring as president of nearby Bowdoin College in 1883. Chamberlain enjoyed sailing his schooner, Pinafore, from the wharf here and reportedly cherished the spot so deeply that he had his trusted warhorse, Charlemagne, buried on the site (though searches of the property have never been able to locate the horse’s grave or any remains). In the 1890s he unsuccessfully tried to use the property as a summer art colony, and by the early twentieth century he had taken to hiring it out as an inn. By the 1930s, with Domhegan having passed to Chamberlain’s daughter, the estate remained largely vacant, save for the Prindalls.


  In the end, Chamberlain, who so respected his Confederate adversaries that he had his men salute them when he received the formal surrender of weapons and colors at Appomattox, might have been pleased to see his beloved summer residence go up in a ball of fire, rather than fade away like so many old soldiers.
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  Rural Perspective


  A jokester cameraman captured the strength of Maine’s agricultural movement during the 1970s.


  There is something about the Maine air that makes people here so strong. That’s the message that an unknown photographer was trying to convey when he posed three young brothers in a Waldo County field back in September 1978. By arranging the brothers from smallest to largest—four-year-old Christopher Verrill appears at left, with Scott, 6, in the middle, and James Verrill, Jr., 9, at far right—the cameraman has accentuated his perspective of three enormous rolls of hay. Other subtle touches also contribute to the effect: from right to left, each shirtless boy leans progressively harder into the bales, leading the viewer into the image. And while the two lads at right wear dungarees, the boy farthest to the left is dressed in shorts—another tweak that draws attention to him and his oversized bundle.


  The bundles, of course, are the one detail that gives away the photographer’s secret. Created earlier in the week by rolling the hay directly on the ground like a snowball, the bales appear to be nine or ten feet in diameter—ideal for illustrating perspective, but far too large to move even by tractor (by comparison, the largest bales made today are around eight feet in diameter and can weigh more than two tons). This system wastes a lot of hay, as shown by the stalks wrapped around the legs of the boy at center, and results in a loose, irregular roll (note the rough surface and jumbled spiral of the bale at left). In addition, such massive rolls have a tendency to topple over and break open, increasing the risk that rainwater will soak into and ruin the entire bale. Modern chamber-style balers, in contrast, create a smooth package that can easily be moved by trailer or pickup truck and shrink-wrapped in white plastic.


  The joke behind this remarkable photograph, of course, is that these young men weren’t the ones who possessed superhuman strength, but rather the farmers who created their props and who continue to work Maine’s rural landscape. Who knows—perhaps there really is something invigorating about the air here.


  Steamer on Ice


  A creative captain helped this Maine paddle wheeler beat a winter gale.


  Those who champion the benefits of fiberglass or steel ships over wooden ones would have had a tough time arguing with Captain William Roix of the steamship Katahdin, pride of the Bangor-to-Boston run, shown here after surviving a winter gale back in 1886. Though the 241-foot vessel sustained some damage to its bulwarks and name-boards, at far left, shortly after it passed Cape Ann, otherwise the proud steamer fared remarkably well during its ten-hour battle with Mother Nature. Its only shortcoming turned out to be a lack of fuel, an obstacle Roix’s crew handled ingeniously by feeding the Katahdin’s cargo, furniture, and even non-structural bits of the ship itself into the hungry boilers. Photographer Lafayette Newell recorded the evidence of this commonsense solution when he stood on an ice-covered wharf in Portsmouth, New Hampshire, and took this remarkable photograph just moments after the battered ship found shelter. A naked wooden knee, just right of center, still supports the ice-encrusted railing and deck above, the bulkheads and bulwarks that once covered it having been stripped off as fuel. An ice pick, at left, rests beneath the icicles covering the paddle wheel itself, probably abandoned by a crewmember who would have cherished the feel of solid ground after such a night at sea.


  Perhaps more remarkable than the damage that the two seamen at far left are studying is what remains intact aboard the Katahdin. The glass in the doors on the second level appears unbroken, and a tiny wind-indicator flag, at upper left, still blows from the flagpole on the ship’s bow. The scroll work covering the paddle wheel looks as striking as it did when the ship slid down the ways in 1863, and the massive square beams that support the paddle wheel are unscathed and probably helped the ship retain its shape during the storm. The most disturbing item rests in the doorway at lower right; though it appears to be a small, frozen dog, it is almost surely just a frozen bit of carpeting or even a chunk of ice.


  It would only be days before this proud steamer put to sea again, returning to her regular route up Penobscot Bay and making stops in ports such as Rockland, Camden, and Winterport before finally arriving in the Queen City or, when ice shut down the Penobscot River, in Bucksport. Along with the steamers Cambridge and New Brunswick, the Katahdin helped provide passenger service six days a week in summer, four in winter, between Boston and Bangor. Her reliability would make her, like her namesake on Moosehead Lake, one of the most beloved of all ships ever to ply Maine waters.
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  Blood Red Carpet


  A Bangor movie premiere foreshadowed dark times for two celebs in 1984.


  On its face, this festive scene in Bangor should have been enough to warm a moviegoer’s heart. The darling girl in her bows and ruffled dress is just dying to put her finger into the gooey frosting of a tremendous square cake, while the dapper gent beside her is presumably encouraging her to refrain from making mischief. Look a bit closer, though, and you’ll see that the man clutching a beer bottle and opener is none other than Stephen King, Maine’s own master of horror, and the innocent preteen is a nine-year-old Drew Barrymore. It was 1984, and they had gathered at the Bangor Civic Center following the world premiere of Firestarter, in which Barrymore played the incendiary lead character. Queen City bakers had created the delicious display as an exact model of the marquee poster that promoted King’s thriller. The celebrations were apparently in full swing when press photographer Whitney Draper snapped this image, as virtually all of the people behind King and Barrymore have a drink in hand.


  But there is less festivity here than one might imagine. After viewing the premiere, King was quoted in Cinefantastique magazine as saying: “I was extremely depressed. The parts were all there, but the total was somehow much less than the sum of those parts.” The Bangor novelist was wrestling with personal demons, too, having grown addicted to alcohol. “My nights during the last five years of
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