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			Editor’s Note

			Steven Long

			Maine’s coastline stretches 230 miles. But when every bay, inlet, and tidal river is counted, it runs nearly 3,480 miles, with more than 4,600 islands scattered offshore. For thousands of years, people have called this coast home. The “Red Paint” people, named for the red clay that lined the graves of their dead, settled here some 5,000 years ago. Dozens of tribes followed, though today only the Mi’kmaq, Penobscot, Passamaquoddy, and Maliseet remain. Later, Europeans arrived, drawn to the vast forests that supplied masts and timber for shipbuilding, as well as to the coastal waters, estuaries, and rivers teeming with fish and shellfish.

			That spirit lives in this anthology. Echoes in the Fog: Literary Reflections on the Liminal Spaces of Maine’s Coast brings together 58 contributors, including poets, short story writers, essayists, and photographers, each capturing the shifting moods of the shoreline and sea. My thanks go to Robin Alden for her introduction, Annaliese Jakimides for editorial guidance, Dan Kirchoff for the cover illustration and map, and Mariella Travis for the book’s design.

			Like the two previous anthologies in this series, $1 from every sale will be given to a Maine-based conservation nonprofit. For Echoes in the Fog, we’ve chosen the Maine Coast Heritage Trust, whose work safeguards the beauty and vitality of Maine’s ever-changing coast.

			When my wife and I first moved to Maine, we lived in Stockton Springs, overlooking Penobscot Bay, before settling in Winterport. Having grown up in western Kansas and spending my early years in the Midwest, I wasn’t prepared for the fog that rolled in from the bay. On early morning walks, it transformed the familiar into something mystical and ethereal, and inevitably set my imagination ablaze. May this anthology do the same for you.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			Robin Alden

			Echoes in the fog ...

			This collection takes us there—into the fog—with all its mystery, disorientation, and wonder. The writing and photography here explore a spectrum that ranges from sinister to breathtakingly beautiful.

			An artist friend once told me, after taking a workshop on painting fog, “Always use three colors to make the gray.” What richness lies within that simple cloud, the mists of time suspended in each droplet. When we can’t see with our eyes, when sound is distorted and direction confused, when scents drift disembodied—we are forced to rely on senses we seldom use. The smell of a raspberry meadow on an unseen island or herring in the water can be so unfamiliar that at first we can’t even identify them. In fog, we are thrown into ourselves.

			This anthology primarily focuses on ocean fog, or more simply, encounters with the ocean itself. It’s only a small leap from the interiority that fog elicits to the ocean’s own mysteries. Like fog, the ocean is alien to most land-dwellers. We look out across the surface, but the life below remains hidden.

			So too, ocean issues are often out of sight and out of mind. For more than fifty years, I’ve worked for sustainable fisheries, trying to understand how Maine communities can live from the ocean by staying within its means. This is a challenge that requires learning not only about the ocean but also about ourselves and the ways we form responsible communities.

			Humans are clever, and in the last half-century, we’ve undeniably “won the war against fish.” Our technology is now so powerful that we can no longer delude ourselves. We can overfish. We can even alter the marine system itself. 

			

			Two innovations in particular—radar and positioning electronics such as GPS—have transformed our relationship with the sea. Radar allows fishermen, yachtsmen, and boaters to “see” in the fog, while GPS enables precise returns to the same spot in the vast ocean, to a treasured fishing ground, or to retrieve nets or lobster traps. 

			My husband, Ted Ames, grew up on Vinalhaven in the 1940s and early 1950s, when none of those tools were available. Fishing meant using compass navigation and running time. In a fog mull, the only additional “data” besides your watch and compass card came from smell, taste, and sound. The scent of bayberry from an island meadow or the smell of whales, something you might have overlooked if your senses were not on overdrive. The unmistakable signal from flats at low tide, or car exhaust from the mainland, registers more as taste than smell. And the sound—the toll of a buoy bell or the sudden whoosh of a kelp ledge when your course, running time, or compensation for wind, tide, and current was slightly off.

			The coast had more fog then than it has had in the last ten years. Weeks could pass with fog that was, indeed, pea soup, with no clearing during the heat of the day. Ashore, the buildings across the street merely loomed, and droplets fell from phone wires, tree branches, flowers in the garden—even from your nose. On the water, the fog enveloped you; no side, no up, no forward or back. You were socked in. Dungeon-thick-a-fog.

			Ted once went out to haul his traps on such a day, working them around the ledges and shoals of bordering islands. By midafternoon, he returned pleased that he’d found and hauled every one. His grandfather, a retired lighthouse keeper and fisherman, was not as pleased. “Don’t do that again, Ted,” he cautioned. “Most people don’t haul on days like this.  If you do, people will start thinking you’re out there hauling their traps.”

			That concern has diminished with the advent of modern electronics. Today, many lobstermen are “out to haul” even in the thickest fog. Technology has expanded the human footprint on the ocean, both in time and geography. Side-scan sonar now renders the bottom almost literally—like a high-definition video game—down to the individual boulder, while simultaneously displaying the gear itself. Some say it has “taken the brains out” of fishing.

			This marks a notable change from my tenure as Maine commissioner of marine resources in the 1990s. Then, I used a simple guideline to judge proposed regulations. I tried to make rules that benefited skill over capital because technology, when left unchecked, can overwhelm resources and concentrate fishing revenues in the hands of a few. My goal was to preserve a distributed, small-scale fishery that contributed to the entire coast of Maine. Today, even small-scale fishing operations are dominated by these high-tech tools.

			So how do we find balance in our use of the Gulf of Maine so that Maine communities can continue to live from the ocean’s bounty, whatever it produces?

			The Gulf is vast—complex, dynamic, and challenging to understand. Yet the job of a fishery manager is to know enough to make informed decisions for human society, which is itself complex and ever-changing, while using the Gulf’s resources without causing harm. This is a stunningly ambitious goal: not simply siting a business in or on the ocean, but using its productivity while operating within its means. Like navigating in a fog mull, achieving this requires many ways of knowing.

			Since the 1970s, federal fisheries regulation has relied on an approach called scientific fisheries management. Its principal tool is counting fish: for example, assessing the number of cod in the Gulf of Maine and setting a quota for the entire area. This quantitative method is based on a 1950s population dynamics model: regulating the number of fish that fishermen catch directly impacts the size of the future population.

			Unfortunately, that direct relationship has never been demonstrated. And tragically, this approach has been disastrous for Gulf of Maine groundfish stocks and for Maine fishermen. Today, Maine catches less than 1 percent of the cod it landed in 1977, the year the law passed. Cod collapsed in eastern Maine in the mid-1990s and has not rebuilt.

			Nonetheless, this quantitative approach is not only codified in law but also attractive to both the federal government and the environmental community because it appears to create accountability. It has even been applied to social science, seeking the “optimal” number of fishermen to harvest the quota—called rationalization. A market mechanism known as catch shares privatized the fishery by giving boat owners a percentage of the total quota, based on how much each boat had caught during specific past years. For cod, those shares have since been bought, sold, and consolidated so that now fishing rights for cod and other groundfish are concentrated in New Bedford, Massachusetts. There, fishermen work as sharecroppers for companies that own both the scarce federal groundfish permits and the catch shares.

			Sight is still useful in a fog mull, just as counting fish remains important in fisheries management. But navigation in fog also depends on sound, smell, and even taste—and fisheries too require many other ways of knowing: not only how many fish are caught, but how, when, and where. Recognizing the complexity of the marine system is paramount.

			Happily, the same technology that has intensified fishing has also contributed to an explosion of marine science, progressing far beyond simply counting fish. We now understand major current patterns in the Gulf and can track shifting bottom temperatures, plankton blooms, and the influence of both the Gulf Stream and Arctic meltwater. We know the Gulf is warming with climate change, but the warming is nuanced, differs from place to place, and ebbs and flows.

			We know far more about fish life stages and the conditions for larval survival. Cod, for example, form small, place-specific subpopulations and, like salmon, return to their spawning grounds with amazing precision. Young fish learn migratory foraging routes from older fish—helping explain why small subpopulations, such as the one extinguished from Penobscot Bay in the 1990s, may not rebuild once overfished.

			We also recognize the vital connection between the marine and river systems. Coalitions of fishermen, state agencies, community activists, environmental groups, and scientists are removing dams and rebuilding fish passage for species like river herring—the alewives and bluebacks that spawn in fresh water and live in the ocean. These fish are rebounding in astounding numbers throughout the state, restoring the vital nutrient flow between inland waters and the sea.

			In the past fifty years, the formal study of complex systems that arose from computer science has moved into socio-ecological systems such as fisheries. The lesson is clear: the best strategy is to learn and adapt constantly, at multiple scales, just as one adjusts course in a fog based on new input from many senses. Elinor Ostrom’s Nobel Prize-winning work on comanagement in resource industries, including the successful Maine lobster fishery, demonstrated the strength of responsibility and observation by those who work the resource.

			Maine is well on the way to practicing this approach. The most visible example is its lobster rules, which avoid the quota system in favor of preserving critical life stages like juveniles and breeders, limiting technology and mobility, and requiring apprenticeship rather than capital for entry. Maine fishermen are engaged in stewardship and science in lobster, as well as in inshore scallops, clams, halibut, and alewives. We need all our senses, all disciplines—from fishermen observing daily in countless coves and bays, to the marine science community, regulators, and marine patrol who keep the system fair, to the nonprofits that knit these pieces together. There is no one quantitative solution, only the Maine community muddling through to feed itself and the world.

			The Gulf of Maine is changing as it always has. With climate change, the pace has quickened, and we now perceive it more clearly. It piques our interest, yet the ocean remains a mysterious entity, and our understanding of it is limited. This is a time to navigate as if in a fog mull, using all our collective senses and expertise, while also being attuned to our inner selves. Then we can push the tiller or turn the wheel, taking constructive action as best we can, adjusting as our shared observations demand. In this way, we may fish forever, right here, from our own communities.
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			The Voice of the Bay

			William Henry Forester

			The fog comes without a sound,

			rolling in from the open sea,

			settling low over the harbor

			like something ancient, something watching.

			It moves between the pilings,

			brushes against the hulls of boats

			that have not left their moorings in years.

			The tide carries it inward,

			up the river mouth,

			through the reeds,

			over the stones still slick with memory.

			A bell rings from somewhere unseen—

			distant, deliberate.

			A call, or perhaps an answer.

			Or perhaps just the weight of things

			that cannot be spoken aloud.

			A gull lifts into the thickened air,

			a brief shape,

			its cry swallowed before it can be heard.

			The water shifts below, restless,

			but the land holds still, waiting.

			Everything here listens.

		

	
		
			There Will Be Fog

			Valerie Lawson

			They say the foggiest place in Maine,

			Moose Peak Light on Mistake Island,

			lies just off the coast of Jonesport.

			Or maybe it’s Little River Light in Cutler

			or West Quoddy Head in Lubec.

			Fog makes everything relative—

			foreground and background dissolve,

			channel markers and buoys disappear.

			You can talk about conditions, the season,

			but there’s one thing you can count on:

			there will be fog. Nets tangle. Traps get lost.

			That was three things. And so many more ways for trouble.

			Prepare all you want, shit’s gonna happen.

			But there’s one thing you can count on: the heartbeat sound

			of the foghorn and the bright beam of light—the long arms

			of the lighthouse reaching out bringing the fisherman home.
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			Deciphering Sand, Deciphering Water

			Marcia F. Brown

			Three white-tailed deer cantered here,

			wove a cloven helix

			in the sand, just above

			the quick, incoming tide.

			I suspect they felt deep in their withers,

			my approaching steps,

			made for the far end of the beach,

			stag-leaping mutely

			into the dunes.

			This day is already ephemeral—

			low waves running out

			over the worn stones,

			bearing their cargos of tiny life.

			Light wind of purest oxygen

			tugs the tethered life in me

			up, up. I’m glad

			the deer ran off, leaving me

			to imagine the elegant arcs

			of their morning run: pale sun

			on pale flanks. Invisible too

			

			are the blue and granite-grained fish,

			weaving through curtains

			of seaweed, to the wet shoals,

			to the fathomless and beyond—

			to the line of water-air

			where motion meets vast stillness.

			And what I know was here

			just minutes ago—just yesterday, it seems—

			calls to me in your voice

			that I know better than my own,

			entreating me to decipher

			what I cannot see, to lift

			out of the wet sand, out of the water,

			what on earth has happened

			and goes on happening here—

			where we walked—just so,

			on this sand. Then never again.

			And even you, who would give me anything

			you could, cannot turn to me

			with some breath of comfort.

			There is so much silence

			and so much room for invention

			when we become our absences, leaving

			tracks like intricate hieroglyphs

			on the shimmering, trammeled world.

		

	
		
			A Light at the End

			Kristen Lindquist

			of a granite jetty a mile out into the harbor, often cut off from land during a storm or full moon high tide. The lightkeeper’s house long empty, its ceiling slumping above stained and peeling wallpaper. No furniture left. Plumbing disconnected. Walls as full of rats as the hold of an old ship. Yet over the musty kitchen sink out of use for forty, fifty years, one window frames open ocean. Just water and sky, islands on the distant horizon. A small flock of eiders flies past, out to sea. I’m thinking of the keeper’s wife.

			sea smoke

			sheltering

			in plain sight

		

	
		
			counting steps in fog

			faith lane

			thirty-three steps

			to the barn for chores

			twenty-two steps to the bell

			to peal the warning

			more steps in either direction

			leads into the woods

			toward the brook

			fifty-eight steps to the tower

			if you counted that

			but could not see

			or touch the tower

			you were off course

			possibly lost

			one hundred twenty-seven steps to the top of the tower

			to the light

			to shine a warning or a welcome

			seventy-five? eighty?

			steps to cliff’s edge

		

	
		
			Ghost Spruces

			Kate Kearns

			Calcified to bone,

			their pins

			long dropped,

			a host of spruces

			guards

			the coastline.

			Air, brittle light,

			go right through—

			sharpen them

			to Neptune’s toothpicks.

			Branches endure

			in line

			with the wind

			stripped of color,

			of sap,

			down to the essential

			core,

			

			harsh and eternal.

			Peace, a silver

			arrow

			embedded

			in moss,

			more stone than stone.

		

	
		
			July Desire Path, Cod Cove

			Jennie Kuhn

			On July’s sudden threshold,

			Cod Cove fever found us,

			heels sinking into thirsty curves

			of grit-dappled dunes.

			Prostrate, we prayed,

			stretched flat like oarweed frond,

			taut seabelt;

			lion’s mane tangled and untangled.

			We stayed, watched in awe,

			the unbaptized children of ellipsis,

			of tectonic collision.

			We met water’s edge,

			embroidered with fickle seafoam,

			and followed resonant voices

			on salt-beckoning wind,

			asking, between

			the thunder of jetty crash,

			the moan of tide sharp

			against beach rubble,

			“Do you yearn?”

			Part of me stayed ankle-caught

			in steep crevice—

			marooned there, somewhere

			on your jagged continuum of breath.

			

			Heartbeats swift, like sandpiper feet or

			gull shriek, or swift how sunset begins

			and ends, or maybe like Luna moth gasp,

			I chased you then, tugged from June,

			like some spinning kite,

			unruly, windstrewn,

			lingering in loose witchgrass,

			our faces cool under sweet cloud shadow.

			We spun cashmere daydreams between fingers

			sticky with sugar-kelp, taking shelter from

			the bellowing lungs of distant thunderheads.

			We return, seeking

			the forgiveness of sea breeze,

			sand-soft skin, pockets heavy with

			smooth stones. Brittle parts of us scuttle

			between mass strandings of driftwood,

			scattered tree ribs, barnacles.

			Flutter of narrow tern, we listen,

			waiting for the honeyed mercies

			to find us again.

			Even now, I pace the desire path

			between our silences—

			yours and mine.

			I pursue, yet

			ignis fatuus,

			you retreat,

			ebb tide,

			vanish into that stillness

			where no part of me

			can follow.

		

	
		
			At the Edge of the World

			Kathleen Ellis

			Here, where the land meets water,

			it drops off

			precipitously, as if

			the continent’s outer crust

			has something to prove.

			And we have moved

			to this border

			of ourselves, stalwart

			yet slightly unwelcome

			from another coast,

			to the easternmost town

			in America.

			And someone asks

			if we have a bot.

			Not what you’re thinking—

			but a boat.

			(The long oh)

			We say No,

			but we have a kayak.

			

			The someone decides

			to like us anyway,

			even if we don’t speak

			the same dialect.

			On this shingle beach,

			I ask the ocean what it thinks,

			and it answers

			in a rat-a-tat clattering

			of stones.
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