
My husband,
Douglas, called
the house the
other evening to

say he would be a little bit
late getting home. I was in
the kitchen fussing with
supper when his old Volvo
wagon
pulled up
the drive-
way. He
hustled in
and dropped
a few bun-
dles on the
hall table.

“Get your
coat on,” he
said. He
seemed a little bit wound
up. Happy. Mysterious.
Four years into our rela-
tionship and four months
into our marriage, I’m still
getting to know this irre-
pressible man.

I pulled on my old fleece
jacket and followed him out
into the dooryard. The back
door of the wagon was
standing open; I peered in-
side. A good-size deer was
laid out in there, dead.
There was no visible blood.

“I hit it a few minutes
after I left the curling club,”
Douglas said. “One jumped
out in front of me and ran
into the woods, and I
thought, ‘Oh no, there’s
never just one.’ And then,
bam, before I could even
step on the brakes, I hit this
one, hard.”

The front of the car was
pretty well smashed up, but
Douglas hadn’t been hurt at
all. The doe had rolled to
the side of the dark road,
thrashed for a minute and
then died. A Central Maine
Power truck stopped, its
amber lights flashing. The
driver called the Belfast po-
lice and stayed with Doug-
las until the cruiser ar-
rived.

“The cop asked if I want-
ed to keep it,” Douglas told
me, his eyes amazed. “So I
brought it home.”

Douglas, while accom-
plished in many aspects of
rural life, is not a hunter.
Neither am I. We’ve both
enjoyed a meal of deer meat
here and there over the
years, but neither of us had
ever dealt with the actual
animal, on the hoof and in
the hide. We had only the
most general idea of what to
do. It was 8 o’clock at night,
cold and dark. We hadn’t
had supper. I felt suddenly
whiney.

We went inside for a glass
of wine. I pulled out my
trusty “Joy of Cooking,” and
sure enough it had basic in-
structions for preparing
game animals. It was clear
we had to at least hang and
gut the deer that night. It
sounded complicated and
technical and easy to make a
mistake. And messy.

I called my brother in
Rockland, who has done a
little hunting. He was in
bed reading. It was evident
he wasn’t about to come to
our rescue. “Check out You-
Tube,” he said. We did, and
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Penobscot
2015 salmon
run highest
since 2011

The Atlantic salmon
returns to the Pe-
nobscot River, the
lone Maine river

with a significant salmon
run, have
been dwin-
dling in re-
cent years.

After a
solid year
in 2011,
when 3,125
salmon re-
turned and
were count-
ed, the year-
ly totals dropped to 624 in
2012, 381 in 2013, and an all-
time low (since 1978) in 261.

Mitch Simpson of the De-
partment of Marine Re-
sources’ Bureau of Sea-Run
Fisheries and Habitat re-
ported that last year the
numbers counted at the Mil-
ford Dam increased.

“The Milford Fishlift was
closed for the 2015 season
on Nov. 16,” Simpson re-
ported. “The final count of
the Atlantic salmon on the
Penobscot River [finished
at] 731.”

In addition, the counting
facility was busy with other
fish species.

Simpson reported a
whopping total of 589,503
river herring counted at
Milford. Add in 1,806 Ameri-
can shad and a variety of
other fish, and it made for a
big year.

The shad total bears
some watching: Many fish-
eries experts have predicted
that efforts to restore shad
in the river will pay divi-
dends quickly, and they say
it won’t be long before an-
glers decide to take advan-
tage of a new, exciting rec-
reational fishery. In just a
year, the number of shad in
the river doubled, Simpson
said.

As for river herring, res-
toration efforts have cer-
tainly paid dividends in a
big hurry. The 2015 total
was more than three times
higher than those of a year
ago.

“Let’s hope these trends
continue in the future,”
Simpson wrote in an email.

Let’s hope, indeed.

The ice still isn’t safe
Unless you slept through

the rainstorm that ripped
across Maine early this
week — and unless you
never learned that when it’s
raining out, lakes aren’t
likely to freeze over — it
should come as no surprise
that ice anglers are still
frustrated by a lack of op-
portunity to fish.

Some anglers, hopefully
careful ones, have found
spots near shore, where
they can place a few traps
in shallow water and try
their luck.

But most of the rest of us
remain on dry land, waiting
for a real ice-producing cold
snap to hit.

Sub-zero for a week? Sign
us up!

Unfortunately, some folks
aren’t being that careful.
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A staff member at Pine Tree Camp in Rome helps a camper navigate a ramp leading to a
wheelchair-accessible treehouse classroom during the summer of 2014. The 285-acre
camp has been a certified Maine Tree Farm since 1993, and it recently won the distinc-
tion of Maine’s Outstanding Tree Farm of the Year for 2016. The forest is a big part of
the camp experience.

Maine’s Pine Tree Camp
honored for forest stewardship
By aislinn sarnacki
BDN Staff

Tall, straight pine trees
tower over the driveway,
their long green needles cre-
ating a protective canopy,
shading the forest floor
below. Ahead, on the pictur-
esque shore of North Pond, is
Pine Tree Camp, a place that
has helped people with dis-
abilities access and enjoy the
Maine wilderness since 1945.

“It’s relaxing,” said Har-
vey Chesley, the camp’s di-
rector of facilities. “I’ve
heard from families that
drive into camp that the for-
est reduces the anxiety they
have about sending some-
one to camp.”

The camp, run by non-
profit Pine Tree Society,

has grown over the decades
to offer programs to people
with a wide range of physi-
cal and mental disabilities.
As a part of its effort to ex-
pand and improve, the orga-
nization has worked to keep
its 285-acre forest beautiful
and healthy for campers.

This week, in recognition
of these efforts, Pine Tree
Camp was named Maine’s

Outstanding Tree Farmer of
the Year for 2016. The
award was presented
Wednesday by Gov. Paul
LePage at the Maine Agri-
cultural Trades Show in
Augusta.

What’s a tree farm?
When most people hear

the word “tree farm,” they
think of rows of planted
trees, according to Andy
Shultz, Landowner Out-
reach Forester for the
Maine Forest Service.

“In Maine, that’s the ex-
ception — not the rule,”
Shultz said.

Designated Maine Tree
Farms are pieces of proper-
ty that have met the qualifi-
cations to be a part of the
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Noah Tibbetts, 11, of Brewer ties a fly as his mother, Julie Tibbetts, watches during a session of the
Penobscot Fly Fishers’ introductory fly tying class in Brewer on Monday.

The lure
oflearning

By John holyoke
BDN Staff

On a cold winter night,
at the end of a dark
gravel road in Brew-
er, the parking lot is
full. Inside, 32 stu-
dents gather around

tables with piles of fish hooks,
feathers and other materials in
front of them as Rob Dunnett
walks them through the finer
points of a woolly worm.

Yes, a woolly worm. The previ-
ous week, “the spunky” took cen-
ter stage, along with the “maple
syrup.” Later this evening, he’ll
talk about the “woolly bugger.”

This is fly tying class, Penob-
scot Fly Fishers-style. For years,
the Bangor-area club has been
teaching novices an important les-
son: Yes, you can tie a fishing fly.

It doesn’t matter who you are.
Before you know it, you might be
pretty good at it.

Dunnett, a member of the PFF’s
board of directors, is the lead in-
structor of this year’s introducto-
ry classes, which run for eight
weeks. He also is a proud graduate
of the same class.

“I took this class in 2008, so I’ve
been tying for eight years,” Dun-
nett said, taking time away from
the microphone after introducing
the class to the first fly of the
night. “I was thinking the other
day, I’ve come a long way from a
student to an instructor to the
lead guy now.”

Dunnett thinks back to those
early days of tying and laughs.

“I’ll do my best. I know this much
more than the students,” he said,
holding his fingers an inch apart.

Dunnett is lying: He’s much bet-
ter than he’s willing to admit, and
the thousands of flies he has tied
over the past eight years prove it.

“It becomes kind of addictive
once you start doing it. You don’t
save a lot of money tying flies ver-
sus buying them, once you get all

the equipment and stuff. But
you’ve got a product you like in
the end,” Dunnett said. “You get
to a point when you’re tying by

yourself that all of a sudden you
have too many flies. So coming
here and being able to show peo-
ple what you’re doing and what
you like to do is fun.”

This year, the club increased
the class size from 24 to 32, buying
additional tying vises to accom-

modate students. As always, stu-
dents are provided all the neces-
sary supplies at each class while
they decide whether they want to
pursue fly tying in the future.

Included in this year’s class:
Men and women of all ages, in-
cluding an 11-year-old boy who is
eager to learn more about a new
sport.

“I was doing a Maine Youth Fish
and Game [Association] camp, and
there was a short class, a tying les-
son,” Noah Tibbetts of Brewer ex-
plained. “I had fun doing it, so I got
my own fly tying kit, and I came
here to learn more.”

One thing to consider: Noah,
like several others in the class, is
not taking up fly tying because of
already being an avid fly fisher.

His mother, Julie Tibbetts, said
her father and brother are fly an-
glers. Noah isn’t — yet.
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A fly tier’s glasses hang from a tying vise Monday.

Newclassexplores fineart
of fly tying inBrewer
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“Basically, when you’re
done, if you paid attention
and enjoyed what you’re
doing, there aren’t very
many flies that you

wouldn’t be able to tie.”
ROB duNNeTT, iNsTRuCTOR,

PeNOBsCOT FlY FisheRs


